Presented  to  the 
LIBRARY  of  the 

UNIVERSITY  OF  TORONTO 

by 

Victoria  College 


Digitized  by  the  Internet  Archive 

in  2010  with  funding  from 

University  of  Toronto 


http://www.archive.org/details/twelvemonthswith01howi 


,(/<» 


/v  ^^^  f  ^ 


OCT  1.3    1914       '" 


TWELVE  MONTHS 


FREDKIKA  BREMER   IN   SWEDEN 


^ 


TWELVE    MONTHS 


WITH 


FREDRIKA   BREMER 


IN  SWEDEN. 


y 


MARGARET  HOWITT. 


STOCKHOLM. 


VOL  I. 


cjp^c^"^ 


ACKSON,   WALFORD,    AND   HODDER, 


27,  PATERNOSTER  ROW. 
18C6. 


G/J 


TINWIN  BROTHERS,  PRINTERS,  BUCKLERSBURT,  B.C 


e*^*^^ 


.^£50^ 


\ 


TO  THE  MEMORY  OF 


FREDRIKA  BKEMER, 


AND 


OTHER   NOBLE    SWEDISH  WORKERS, 


AND   IN 


AFFECTIONATE   APPRECIATION 


OF   THE   LIVING, 


THESE   PAGES   ARE   INSCRIBED   WITH 


LOVE   AND   REVERENCE. 


PEEFACE. 


When  a  beautiful  human  life  is  closed ;  when 
its  conflicts  and  trials  and  even  its  weaknesses 
are  ended,  its  work  of  love  done,  if  not  in  its  own 
estimation,  in  that  of  the  great  Taskmaster ; 
when  the  tenderly- sympathizing  heart  has 
ceased  to  beat,  and  the  expansive  intellect  to 
devise  its  schemes  of  human  enlightenment  and 
elevation,  then  assuredly  it  is  permitted  us  to 
know,  not  for  idle  curiosity,  but  for  our  own 
instruction,  how  such  a  life  was  spent  in  the 
daily  privacy  of  its  home,  amongst  its  own 
intimate  friends  and  household  associates. 

It  is  in  this  belief  that  the  following  Diary  of 
Twelvemonths  spent  with  Miss  Bremer  has  been 
prepared  for  publication.  The  intercourse  of 
the  writer  with  her  venerated  friend  was  of  too 
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intimate  a  character  to  have  permitted  her  to 
make  its  details  known  during  her  Hfetime. 
But  now — the  sacredness  and  solemnity  of 
death  having  separated  the  past  from  the 
present,  the  familiar  and  affectionate  inter- 
course of  a  whole  year,  and  the  tender  friend- 
ship which  continued  between  the  two  to 
the  last,  has  rendered  it  rather  a  duty  than 
otherwise  for  her  to  contribute  her  share 
towards  a  more  full  biography,  and  to  do 
honour  to  some  of  those  admirable  men  and 
women  of  Sweden  who  have  made  and  are 
making  this  northern  land  both  philan- 
thropically  and  intellectually  great. 

Miss  Bremer  was  a  representative  woman, 
known  and  honoured  in  every  civilized  country 
of  the  globe  for  her  literary  works.  In  her  own 
land,  however,  although  she  ranked  very  high 
as  an  author,  and  her  fellow-countrymen  and 
women  prided  themselves  on  her  great  and 
deserved  celebrity,  she  yet  took  still  higher  rank 
as  a  reformer  and  philanthropist.  How  uni- 
versally she  was  appealed  to  in  every  benevolent 
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undertaking,  how,  if  she  were  not  the  originator 
of  such  she  was  the  active  co-operator,  will  be 
seen  in  the  following  pages.  She  was  especially 
the  helper  of  her  own  sex,  and  setting  aside 
all  questions  of  woman's  rights,  was  the  means 
of  eflfecting  a  real  emancipation  of  her  country- 
women by  convincing  wise,  liberal-minded,  and 
powerful  men  of  the  necessity  for  the  reforms 
which  she  advocated.  For  children  also  she 
was  an  indefatigable  labourer,  and  was  felt  and 
acknowledged  to  be  tfiie  centre  around  which 
moved  every  effort  for  their  well-being,  whether 
physical  or  moral. 

If  some  of  the  details  in  the  following  pages 
should  appear  trifling,  let  it  be  remembered  that 
all  bear  more  or  less  upon  the  character  and 
life  of  Miss  Bremer,  and  should  be  regarded 
simply  as  the  subordinate  touches  or  charac- 
teristic traits  of  a  faithfully  drawn  domestic 
picture.  Miss  Bremer's  home  life  appeared 
to  her  young  inmate  as  singularly  perfect,  in  so 
far  that  it  was  governed  by  one  prevailing 
sentiment,   that   of  undeviating   love.     Every 
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actioii,  important  or  trivial,  all  her  intercourse 
with  others,  from  the  crowned  head  to  the  poor 
orphan  of  the  streets,  was  in  this  divine  spirit. 

Another  characteristic  of  this  excellent 
woman  must  be  mentioned,  her  true  practical 
piety  and  the  remarkable  cheerfulness  and 
almost  gaiety  of  her  disposition.  She  loved  to 
have  the  young  around  her,  and  entered  with 
genuine  delight  into  all  their  pleasures  and 
pursuits,  never  growing  weary  of  thinking  for 
them,  or  of  devising  scliemes  for  their  happi- 
ness or  improvement. 

Nor  should  these  prefatory  remarks  be  closed 
without  one  which  is  noteworthy. 

Miss  Bremer  had  no  fear  of  the  great 
mystery  of  death  ;  on  the  contrary,  her  whole  life 
was  a  stedfast  preparation  for  it.  Believing  that 
many  years  ago  she  received  intelligence  of  the 
date  when  her  mortal  existence  must  close,  she 
wound  up,  as  it  were,  the  beautiful  machinery  of 
life  daily,  and  counted  out  the  hours  by  golden 
acts  of  love,  and  the  cheerful  performance  of 
duty.  And  her  loving  Heavenly  Father,  as  if  to 
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set  the  seal  of  His  approval  upon  her  life,  gave 
her  her  heart's  desire  in  all  things;  she  was  loved 
and  honoured  by  her  country,  and  with  health 
that  failed  during  her  last  year  on  earth  only 
sufficiently  to  give  her  still  more  firm  reliance  on 
the  early  call,  she  went  forward  to  the  end,  ever 
walking  in  the  Saviour's  footsteps,  loving, 
serving,  diffusing  happiness  around  her,  not 
talking  religion,  but  cheerfully  and  faithfully 
living  it,  and  finally  when  the  time  of  removal 
came,  leaving  behind  her  a  bright  track  which 
many  will  follow. 

As  regards  the  following  diary,  it  is  but  just 
bo  state  that  the  writer  has  endeavoured  in  no 
way  to  violate  the  sanctity  of  private  life.  The 
real  names  of  such  persons  only  as  are  already 
familiar  to  the  public  have  been  retained.  The 
rest  are  disguised  ;  those  at  Upsala,  for  instance, 
ander  the  names  of  the  Greek  letters,  and  those 

o 

at  Arsta  of  the  Kunic. 

The  portrait  of  the  Queen  Dowager  has  been 
purposely  given  because    she  was  the  much- 
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valued  friend  of  Miss  Bremer,  and  the  promoter 
of  all  her  good  works.  Beyond  this  also,  Miss 
Bremer  highly  venerated  the  character  and 
memory  of  her  late  consort.  King  Oscar,  who, 
on  the  subject  of  capital  punishment  and  many 
other  important  questions,  ranked  with  the 
most  liberal  and  philosophic  minds  of  the  age. 

Mary  Howitt. 
Highgate,  May,  1866. 
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TWELVE  MONTHS 


FREDRIKA   BREMER   IN   SWEDEN/ 


CHAPTER  I. 

GOTHENBURG. 

Gothenburg,  Oct.  5th,  1863. — I  am  now 
actually  on  Swedish  terra  firma. 

It  was  about  10  a.m.,  when  the  Stewardess 
bade  me  prepare  for  landmg,  as  we  had  left  the 
Cattegat,  and  quietly  sailing  towards  Gothen- 
burg, were  then  about  six  miles  distant.  I 
hurried  on  deck,  and  gazed  with  a  peculiar 
emotion  on  the  stern  grey  rocks  which  bor- 
dered the  broad  Gota  river,  which  we  had  then 
entered;  after  which  I  again  descended  to 
the  cabin  to  have  my  travelling-bag  and  other 
minor  luggage  in  readiness  for  the  custom- 
house officers,  who  had  now  come  on  board. 
These  men  wore  long,  thick  blue  cloth  coats, 
somewhat  of  the  cut  of  a  di'essing-gown,  with 
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the  bands  fastened  behind  instead  of  in  front, 
and  thus  forming  a  fold  or  two  in  the  back, 
similar  to  what  one  often  sees  in  Germany. 
Not  being  fluent  in  Swedish  at  that  time, 
therefore,  in  reply  to  their  question,  which  was 
whether  or  not  I  had  any  contraband  goods,  I 
smiled,  shook  my  head,  and  gave  up  my  keys, 
and  so  passed  through  very  easily. 

Amongst  the  people  who  thronged  the  pier, 
I  observed  a  comely,  matronly-looking  lady, 
gazing  pleasantly  up  at  the  baggage  and  cargo- 
laden  deck ;  of  the  assembled  crowd,  she  onlj 
took  my  attention.  It  was,  as  I  felt  sure  it  mus 
be,  Fru  Nelli,  who  was  waiting  for  me,  and  mos 
kind  was  the  reception  she  gave  me,  though  sh( 
did  not  speak  a  word  of  English.  But  there  is  i 
freemasonry  in  kindness  and  mutual  goodwill 
and  smiles,  and  sentences  half  German,  hal 
Swedish,  expressed  a  great  deal  between  us. 

But  let  me  now  speak  of  the  passage  t( 
these  shores.  The  Captain  and  Stewardes 
both  assured  me  that  we  had  a  remarkably  fin(  | 
one  for  the  season.  The  '*  Argo  "  is  a  beautifu 
vessel,  and  the  Stewardess  attentive  an( 
respectable.  We  were  a  small  party, — on 
invisible   forecastle  passenger,  and    a    prett; 
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young  English  lady  who  shared  the  ladies' 
cabin  with  me,  and  with  whom  I  shall  travel 
forward  to  Stockholm  to-morrow.  She  had 
her  little  boy,  eight  months  old,  with  her,  and 
her  fair-haired  Swedish  servant,  Mina.  Poor 
Mina  lay  most  of  the  time  on  deck  in  the 
greatest  misery,  believing  she  were  about  to  die ; 
our  motherly  Stewardess  therefore  attended  to 
the  baby,  edifying  it  much  as  follows, — 

*^  I  shall  send  for  S weepy  to  take  baby ! 
Come,  Sweepy,  and  take  our  naughty  little  boy  ! 
No,  no,  I  shall  take  a  rod  to  Sweepy !  You 
shan't  have  baby.  Put  Sweepy  in  a  poke,  for 
be  shan't  have  good  baby  !  " 

I  had  the  honour  of  dining  with  the  Captain 
m  Sunday,  lying  down  between  the  courses, 
Dut  listening  the  while  to  what  he  said.  He 
bad  been  all  his  life  at  sea ;  had  been  to 
I  Sydney  and  Adelaide,  and  twice  to  China,  and 
:o  many  different  northern  ports,  for  a  cold 
ilimate  suited  him  best. 

In  the  morning,  it  being  wet,  I  had  been 
)bliged  to  stay  below,  but  clearing  up  in  the 
ifternoon,  I  went  on  deck  and  luxuriated  in  the 
itrange,  yet  animated  prospect.     A  wild,  grim' 
ettj  lea,  black-green,  with  white-crested  waves, — a 
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true  Viking  sea,  rolling  northward  to  the  eternal 
icebergs,  white  bears,  and  monster  whales.  A 
strange  desolation  seemed  brooding  over  the 
waters.  At  five,  the  heavens  glowed  orange 
between  long  stretches  of  slate- coloured  cloud, 
casting  westward  a  weird,  ominous  glare  on  the 
gloomy  expanse  of  waters  which  had  once  been 
the  fit  domain  of  daring  sea-rovers. 

The  strong  steamer  cleft  the  vigorous  waves, 
the  fresh  breeze  blowing  the  spray  against  the 
gunwale  and  the  imperturbable  man  at  the 
helm,  ever  looking  onward  into  the  far  distance. 
I  have  heard  it  said  that  seamen  never  suffer 
from  shortsightedness ;  there  seems  good 
reason  why  they  should  not,  for  their  eyes  are 
ever  exercised  on  great  distances. 

I  was  lying  down  on  a  bench,  wrapped  in  mj 
railway  rug,  enjoying  all  the  strange  weirdnese 
of  that  October  evening,  when  the  Stewardess 
appeared  on  deck,  and  came  up  to  where  I  lay 
She  too  seemed  to  be  gazing  on  the  scene,  thei  j 
bending  over  me,  and  tucking  me  cosily  in,  shi 
said  in  a  -melancholy  tone  ; — 

**  It  was  just  here  that  the  ^^  Zealand  "  was  los 
*a  fortnight  ago.     I'd  give  all  I  have  if  we  couL 
see  any  of  the  crew." 
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Of  course,  such  an  event  after  the  lapse  of 
fourteen  days  would  be  utterly  impossible;  that 
I  knew,  but  still  out  of  sympathy,  I  raised 
myself  from  the  bench  and  strained  my  eyes  in 
search  of  some  solitary  floating  mast  with  its 
half- drowned  human  being  lashed  to  it.  Here 
and  there  were  visible  the  masts  of  vessels  in 
the  horizon,  but  that  was  all.  Those  w^aters 
were  well  traversed,  therefore  some  ship  might 
have  saved  the  crew  of  the  ill-fated  steamer.  I 
suggested  this. 

The  Stewardess  shook  her  head,  and  then 
continued  with  tears  in  her  eyes,  *^  It  was  a 
steamer  from  Dantzic ;  many  of  the  crew  and 
passengers  were  saved, — all  but  the  Captain 
and  the  Mate — "  here  her  emotion  choked  her 
utterance,  then  presently,  suppressing  her 
feelings,  she  added, — *'  and  he  was  my  second 
son  !  Ah  !  poor  chap,  and  he  has  never  been 
heard  of,  nor  ever  will ;  all  hope  is  over.  And 
there's  his  poor  wife,  and  his  two  little  inno- 
cent children  !  Ah,  well-a-day,  some  are  born 
to  luck,  and  some  to  misfortune  ! " 

And  so  saying,  the  poor  heartbroken  mother 
descended  weeping  to  the  cabin,  and  soon 
afterwards  was  heard  crowing  to  the  baby,  and 
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tossing  it  into  the  air  with  a  merry  song,  just 
as  if  her  heart  had  never  ached  and  she  had 
never  shed  a  tear. 


At  the  moment  I  had  finished  writing  the 
above,  my  kind  friends  came  in  with  the  offer 
of  showing  me  Gothenbm^g,  whereupon  I 
willingly  put  on  my  things  and  accompanied 
them. 

Gothenburg  is,  as  you  know,  the  second 
town  of  importance  in  Sweden,  and  its  greatest 
seaport.  After  our  huge  English  towns,  it  seems 
only  of  moderate  size  ;  but  its  population  is  as 
large  as  that  of  the  whole  of  Greenland.  It 
is,  however,  delightfully  situated,  with  rocky 
hills  behind  it,  and  most  charming  walks  and 
drives  through  boulevards  and  gardens  which 
have  been  laid  out  by  the  wealthy  inhabitants, 
many  of  whom  are  English  or  Scotch,  and  whom 
I  am  glad  to  say  are  noted  for  their  bene- 
volence. 

Gustavus  Adolphus  was  the  founder  oi 
Gothenburg,  and  of  this  circumstance  the 
inhabitants  are  naturally  proud.  I  was  taken 
to  see  his  statue,  which  is  erected  in  an  open 
.square,  facing  one  of  the  broad  canals, — for  af 
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Dutchmen  were  the  first  settlers  here,  they  with 
their  love  of  water  gave  the  northerners  the 
benefit  of  many  canals.  Nor  certainly  did  they 
do  amiss.  The  fine  bridge  with  its  gilded 
statues  of  which  I  had  read,  was,  it  is  true,  no 
longer  there,  but  there  are  still  great  numbers 
of  handsome  bridges,  and  the  streets,  which  are 
laid  out  at  right  angles,  are  broad,  and  full  of 
*  spacious  houses  both  of  brick  and  stone. 

The  weather  also  is  warm  this  autumn  day, 
so  that  I  am  almost  oppressed  by  the  winter 
clothing  in  which  I  left  England,  expecting  to 
have  found  it  really  cold  here. 

**  There  is  a  funeral  at  that  house,"  said 
Fru  Nelli,  in  reply  to  my  question  as  to  the 
meaning  of  the  fir-twigs  scattered  before  the 
door,  **  you  may  always  know  when  a  funeral  is 
about  to  take  place,  by  that  sign.  I  suppose  it 
is  not  so  in  England." 

Here,  as  in  Germany  and  in  Edinburgh, 
families  live  in  flats.  I  therefore  am  now 
writing  in  a  pretty  library  on  the  second  floor, 
the  shelves  filled  with  German  and  Swedish 
books,  and  the  sunshine  pouring  in  as  cheerily 
as  on  a  summer's  day.  This  is  the  last  of  a 
long  suite  of  apartments,  some  carpeted  as  in 
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England,  others  with  floors  inlaid  and  bare  as 
on  the  Continent. 

I  have  had  a  most  kind  reception.  On 
my  arrival  I  found  breakfast  awaiting  me, 
delicious  coffee,  eggs,  beautifully  white  bread, 
resembling  at  a  distance  slices  of  pine- apple 
both  as  to  colour  and  form  ;  these  were  placed 
on  a  tray  with  other  slices  of  close  brown  bread 
which,  in  its  turn,  looked  like  slices  of  potted* 
meat.  Delicate  biscuits  too,  were  there,  and 
porter,  if  I  had  chosen  to  drink  it. 


CHAPTER  II. 

TO     STOCKHOLM, 

Stockholm,  Oct.  7tli. — The  journey  from 
Gothenburg  to  Stockholm  was  fresh  and  de- 
lightful. My  kind  entertainers  rose  in  the 
early  darkness  to  see  me  off  by  the  train,  which 
leaving  Gothenburg  at  six  in  the  morning 
reaches  Stockholm  at  six  in  the  evening.  Rail- 
ways, as  yet,  are  rare  in  Sweden;  steamers, 
dihgences,  and  carriages,  being  the  general 
modes  of  conveyance,  consequently  the  greater 
number  of  people  have  never  entered  a  railway 
carriage,  and  some  are  so  unaccustomed  to 
this  mode  of  transit  that  they  regard  it  with 
apprehension.  A  lady  of  my  acquaintance 
made  her  will  before  taking  the  journey  by  rail, 
from  Stockholm  to  Sodertelje ;  nor  is  this  a 
solitary  instance  of  the  forethought  of  antici- 
pated danger. 
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I  was  anxious  to  have  my  luggage  labelled 
to  *^  Stockholm,"  but  was  assured  that  there 
was  no  necessity.  Nor,  indeed,  was  there, 
for  here  are  no  junctions,  no  cross-lines,  nor 
changing  of  carriages ;  and  so  far,  all  was  the 
more  agreeable. 

At  the  station  I  found  my  pretty  young  fel- 
low-voyager with  her  baby  and  nurse,  now 
attended  by  her  Swedish  husband,  who  had, 
as  she  hoped  he  would,  come  from  Stockholm 
to  welcome  her.  I  met  her  thus  accompanied 
with  pleasure,  for  she  had  been  terribly  anxious 
when  we  parted.  Now  she  looked  beaming 
with  happiness,  and  the  whole  little  group  was 
as  charming  a  picture  of  contented  travellers 
as  one  would  desire  to  see. 

It  was  not,  however,  my  fate  to  travel  in  the 
same  carriage  with  them.  My  companion  was 
an  elderly  Swedish  gentleman  and  member  of 
the  Diet,  to  whose  care  I  was  committed  by  my 
Gothenburg  friends.  He  was  also  a  wealthy 
cotton  manufacturer  of  Gefle,  a  town  consider- 
ably to  the  north  of  Stockholm.  He  spoke  a 
little  English,  and  seemed  to  have  pleasure  in 
telhng  me  that  he  had  been  more  than  once  in.^ 
my   country,   and  was    acquainted  with    the, 


TO    STOCKHOLM.  11 

Fairbairns  of  Manchester;  the  younger  Mr. 
Fahbairn  having  been  at  Gefle, — having,  indeed, 
erected  his  mills  there.  He  had  himself  been 
in  Wales  with  some  of  his  relatives  to  see  the 
Menai  Straits,  and  seemed  to  have  pleasure  in 
having  dined  at  ''  The  George." 

Whilst  I  am  listening  to  all  this  talk  on 
familiar  home  subjects,  you  must  imagine  us 
progressing  slowly,  but  steadily,  through  wild 
and  somewhat  dreary  scenery,  for  the  railway 
runs  through  an  uninhabited  tract  of  country. 
Nevertheless,  the  earlier  part  of  the  journey 
was  picturesque,  and  is  much  admired  by  the 
good  people  of  Gothenburg,  though  the  whole 
struck  me  as  being  of  the  same  character. 

The  morning  was  wet  and  cloudy,  but  in  the 
afternoon  it  cleared  up,  and  the  sun  shone. 
Nevertheless,  the  dull^  grey  sky  harmonized 
with  the  sentiment  of  mournful  poetry  that 
seemed  to  my  mind  to  pervade  the  whole  land- 
scape, a  permeating  sense,  not  only  of  autum- 
nal melancholy,  but  of  the  sadness  and  soberness 
of  hfe  itself.  We  sped  on  through  interminable 
birch  woods  with  theii*  golden  foliage  and  their 
sturdy  milk-white  stems,  many  also  with  their 
long-entangled  roots  torn  out  of  the  earth  by 
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merciless  storms  ;  then  came  vast  boggy  heaths 
where  peat  was  cut,  but  which  were  mostly 
covered  with  the  low-growing  whortleberry, 
the  moors  now  rose-pink,  looking  from  the 
carriage  windows  like  expanses  of  pink  heath 
in  flower  ;  then  followed  dark  fir-woods,  inter- 
mixed with  innumerable  lakes  and  grey  rocky 
creeks ;  one  unvaried  feature  following  the 
other  in  constant  succession.  Low  wooden 
houses,  painted  a  deep  penetrating  red,  were 
scattered  at  wide  distances,  with  now  and  then 
a  small  village,  having  a  quaint  little  church 
with  its  sharp-pointed  wooden  or  pepper-box 
spire  ;  then  came  again  the  endless  repetition 
of  dark  green  fir,  or  golden  birch  woods,  waters, 
islands,  and  rose-pink  moorland. 

*  At  thirty- seven  miles  from  Gothenburg  my 
intelligent  companion,  pointing  to  a  distant 
dreary  moor  which  we  were  passing,  exclaimed 
with  a  shrug,  **Ah!  there  are  the  Hunger 
Downs,  properly  so  called,  for  they  afford 
scarcely  a  blade  of  pasturage  for  the  unlucky 
cattle.  It  was  not  always  so,  however ;  fine 
oak  woods  formerly  grew  here,  and  thanks  to 
the  railway,  people  are  now  beginning  to  plant 
round   the    nearest   station,    and  make   even 
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nature  look,  as  you  say  in  England,  a  little 
comfortable.  Railways  introduce  a  spirit  of 
improvement,  and  that  is  why  I  advocate  them. 
There  are  Swedes,  one  a  learned  man  of  my 
acquaintance,  who  protest  against  them  on  the 
plea  that  they  make  people  lazy,  and  let  their 
wits  get  rusty.  He  upholds  the  old  mode  of 
travelling  by  diligence  or  post-chaise,  because 
the  husband  has  to  make  calculations  and  the 
wife  to  pack  the  luggage  in  small  compass. 
Railroads,  he  thinks,  do  too  much  for  people, 
so  that  their  minds  are  left  to  stagnate.  But 
these  drags  on  the  wheels  of  progress  cannot 
impede  it  in  the  long  run.  Meantime,  the  far- 
,mer  and  the  peasant  find  the  advantages  of 
the  railway.  On  the  old  system  they  must 
supply  the  traveller  with  horses,  sending  their 
servants  with  relays  to  the  post-house,  where 
they  idle  away  many  hours  drinking,  singing, 
and  falling  into  mischief,  for  they  must  be  there 
whether  required  or  not,  whilst  poor  Andersson, 
or  whatever  his  name  may  be,  is  sweating  with 
his  wife  and  family  in  the  rye  or  hay-field, 
with  the  chance  of  all  being  ruined  for  want  of 
another  pair  of  hands  and  horses.  I  have 
known  men   compelled  to   take  their  horses 
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from  the  plough,  when  the  urgency  of  the 
weather  or  the  season  did  not  admit  of  a 
moment's  interruption." 

**  But  were  they  not  well  paid  for  all  this 
trouble  and  inconvenience  ?"  I  inquired. 

**  About  sufficiently  to  keep  a  lad  or  a  horse 
shod!"  replied  he  indignantly.  **  A  capital 
plan  for  travellers  with  small  purses,  [but  a 
cursed  imposition  on  the  unfortunate  finder  of 
horses.  It  is  true,  however,  that  they  can 
pay  an  equivalent;  but  the  thing  is  wrong 
altogether." 

**  There  are  but  few  railways  as  yet  in 
Sweden,"  remarked  I. 

My  companion  smiled.  **  We  are  but  a  poor, 
nation,"  said  he,  **  and  a  little  behindhand ; 
but  once  let  the  wheel  be  put  in  motion,  and 
we  will  not  stand  gaping  at  it.  We  know 
how  to  climb  a  hill  when  we  once  set  about 
it!" 

We  were  now  at  a  station,  and  the  guard,  as 
usual,  opened  the  door,  informing  us  of  a  few 
minutes'  stay.  The  train,  therefore,  emptied 
itself  in  great  measure,  many  of  the  passengers 
pacing  up  and  down  the  platform.  The  whole 
train  reminded  me  of  some  great  omnibus  pro- 
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grossing  along,  so  sober  was  our  pace,  very 
different  to  the  tearing-along  speed  in  England. 
Here  the  time  of  stoppage  at  every  station  was 
mnounced,  and  the  good  people  descended  and 
exercised  themselves  by  walking.  Many  of  the 
passengers  must  have  performed  a  tolerably 
long  pedestrian  journey  in  the  course  of  the 
day. 

At  Hallsberg,  which  we  reached  at  a  quar- 
ter to  two,  we  stopped  to  dine.  Here  we  met 
the  only  down-train  which  passed  in  the  course 
of  the  day.  It  was  our  companion  train, 
leaving  Stockholm  at  the  time  of  our  leaving 
Gothenburg,  and  now,  meeting  half-way, 
exchanged  greetings,  as  it  were,  and  dined. 

My  kind  companion  conducted  me  to  the 
dining-room,  at  the  door  of  which  stood  a 
waiter,  who  in  return  for  my  riksdaler — a  little 
more  than  one  shilling — handed  me  a  ticket, 
which,  on  being  given  up  to  a  second  waiter, 
entitled  me  to  supply  my  wants  to  the  full  at  a 
number  of  separate  tables,  from  which  you 
could  form  your  own  bill  of  fare.  One 
table  offered  soup,  a  second  fried  soles,  a  third 
beef  or  veal,  with  red  whortleberry  jam  as  the 
accompaniment. 
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*^  You  must  taste  our  celebrated  lingon  jam/' 
said  my  polite  companion,  handing  me  a  dish 
containing  a  supply :  ''  you  have  it  not  in 
England,  and  we  Swedes  can  scarcely  enjoy 
meat  without  it ;  the  peculiar  acidity  is  grateful 
to  our  palates." 

I  did  as  I  was  desired,  and  found  it  excellent. 
There  were  also  dishes  of  steaming  hot  pota- 
toes, besides  baskets  piled  with  slices  of  all 
kinds  of  white  and  brown  bread  ;  on  a  fourth 
table  also  were  very  delicate  baked  batter 
puddings,  with  which  cream  and  white  sugar 
were  eaten. 

This  half-way-house  of  entertainment  was 
certainly  a  very  cheap  place.  Everybody 
stood ;  they  have  sitting  enough  in  the  car- 
riages, and  greatly  they  seemed  to  enjoy  their 
dinners,  I  no  less  than  the  rest.  The  rule 
is,  however,  that  the  down-train  passengers 
clear  away  first,  then  we  followed,  resumed  our 
seats  in  the  carriages  at  the  appointed  time,  and 
slowly  progressed  onward. 

The  event  of  the  afternoon  was  the  meeting, 
by  appointment,  of  my  companion  with  a  dear 
friend,  an  old  colonel  and  one  of  the  directors 
of  the  railway.     He  joined  us  at  the  junction 
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of  a  new  line  now  in  course  of  construction, 
and  which  he  had  been  inspecting.  He  stood 
on  the  platform  as  we  came  up,  eagerly 
looking  out  for  his  friend,  Avho  in  his  turn  was 
doing  the  same  from  the  carriage  window. 
For  the  greater  part  of  the  rest  of  the  journey 
they  spoke  together  in  Swedish,  which  in 
their  rapid  articulation  sounded  almost  as  an 
unknown  tongue.  Nevertheless,  they  did  not 
forget  the  young  English  stranger,  addressing 
her  continually  and  showing  her  unwearied 
kindness.  At  one  station,  pears  being  offered 
at  the  window,  some  were  purchased  by  my 
friend,  who  handed  the  finest  to  me,  saying, 
•'  They  will  taste  poor  after  your  English  fruit. 
We  have  good  apples,  but  we  cannot  boast  of 
our  pears.     Ah,  if  they  had  only  been  apples  ! " 

Our  train  was  not  punctual.  At  six  o'clock, 
when  we  ought  to  have  reached  Stockholm,  we 
were  still  at  a  considerable  distance,  and  as  it 
grew  dark  we  unfortunately  discovered  that  our 
carriage  had  no  lamp.  It  was  an  oversight, 
and  appeared  greatly  to  annoy  the  director. 

**But  we  will  not  sit  in  darkness,"  said  he, 
**  as  long  as  I  have  any  matches  left  in  my 
box." 

0 
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And  forthwith  the  worthy  man,  with  most 
exemplary  patience,  illumined  our  darkness 
with  one  burning  match  after  another.  ^*  There 
ought  to  be  no  want  of  matches  in  Sweden," 
said  he,  laughing,  '*  for  we  are  essentially  a 
match-making  nation." 

At  length,  before  the  matches  came  to  an 
end,  my  Gefle  friend  declared  he  had  a  still 
better  resource,  and  twisting  up  a  long  paper 
torch  handed  it  to  the  light-bearer,  and  assuredly 
our  carriage  was  now  quite  brilliant.  I  too 
could  help  in  this  manufacture  of  torches,  and 
so  with  much  mirth  and  paper-light  we  arrived 
at  Stockholm. 

During  the  latter  part  of  the  journey  we  had 
much  fewer  stations.  At  Sodertelje,  however, 
we  stopped,  and  here  a  peasant  girl  offered  a 
basket  of  gingerbread  at  the  window. 

'^  You  must  have  some,"  said  my  good  friend, 
addressing  me,  '^  Sodertelje  is  famous  foi 
pepparkakoVf"  and  forthwith  a  supply  enougl 
for  a  week  was  handed  in. 

Shortly  after  leaving  this  place  he  desire( 
me  exultingly  to  look  out  of  the  window  to  th< 
right,  for  that  there  I  should  see  the  lights  o 
Stockholm. 
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A  thrill  passed  through  me,  as  I  now  heard 

Stockholm  spoken  of  as  a  near  reality.     Stock- 

^)()lm,  which  had  hitherto  been  to  me  a  remote 

lity  of  the  north,  connected  principally  with 

the   heroes   and    heroines    of    some   of    Miss 

Bremer's  novels.     A  few  glittering  stars  lying 

)n   the   near   horizon,  no    dull   flare    of  light 

illuming  the  murky  atmosphere,  '^  like  a  dreary 

lawn,"  as  in  the  approach  to  London,  was  all  I 

aw.      Nevertheless,    this  was   the   capital   of 

Sweden,  where  I  was  nowto  spend  the  next  twelve 

iionths  in  the  same  house  with  Miss  Bremer. 

Now  we  are  at  the  small  terminus ;  the  train 

;lackens  its  pace,  then  stops.     I  look  round 

he  crowd  of  expectant  people  for  some  servant 

r  other  person  appointed  to  meet  me.     People 

verywhere  were  saluting  their  friends  or  ac- 

[uaintance ;  there  was  no  end  of  kissing,  of  bows, 

nd  little  curtseys.    My  good  railway  companion, 

lithful  to  the  last,  remained  by  my  side  and 

ept  a  sharp  look  out.     Whilst  we  thus  stood 

a  some  little  perplexity,  for  so  sure  was  I  of 

•eing  met   that   I   was   not   certain   of    Miss 

iremer's  address,  a  bright-looking  young  lady 

rith  light  hair,  the  very  embodiment  of  my 

Iwedish  ideal,  rushed  up  to  me,  exclaiming, 

c2 
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**  Oh,  I  am  so  glad  to  meet  you  \  You  are  UUa 
Engehhon ;  Mamsell  Bremer  did  not  expecfc 
you  to-night,  but  as  we  were  coming  to  the 
station  we  said  we  would  look  out. for  you,  and 
take  you  to  her  if  you  arrived." 

I  felt  more  grateful  than  I  could  express. 
My  friendly  companion  now  seeing  me  in  good] 
hands  took  leave  of  me,  and  I  gave  myself  up 
to  my  new  and  very  attractive  escort,  who  saidl 
with  the  sweetest  naivete,   '^  I   am   Jenny  K. 
You  will  know  me   soon  very  well ;  I,  on  the] 
contrary,    know    you    already.      This    is    m;; 
mother,"   added   she,  turning   to  a  kind   and] 
cheerful-looking  lady  with   light   curls,  '^  an( 
this   is   my   younger   sister,"  motioning   to 
bright,  smiling  girl  of  about  eighteen,  also  witl 
fair  hair. 

''  Now,  mamma,  do  you  and  Anna  go  home] 
and  I  will  accompany  lilla  Engelslcan  to  Norr| 
malm." 

So  with  many  a  ^  *  Vdlkommen,  Vdlkommen  I 
from  the  mother  and  sister  I  was  left  alonii 
Tvith  this  dear,  genial  Jenny.  The  first  thin 
to  be  done  was,  however,  to  see  after  m 
luggage.  "  Dear  me,  what  a  quantity ! 
exclaimed  the  astonished  Swede,  '^  and  there 
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not  a  drosky  to  be  had ;    nothing  but    stads- 
hdrare." 

So  saying,  she  beckoned  to  some  men  in 
yellow-brown  suits  w^ho  were  standing  about, 
and  with  them  began  an  earnest  talk  with  that 
peculiar  intonation  which  sounds  strange  to 
English  ears  ;  that  sort  of  sing-song  wiiich  is 
anything  but  disagreeable,  and  something 
of  which,  though  much  less  pleasing,  is 
found  in  the  Northumberland  dialect,  no 
doubt  an  inheritance  from  their  Scandinavian 
ancestry. 

*^  The  men  say  that  the  luggage  is  almost  too 
much  for  them  to  carry  through  Stockholm," 
said  Jenny ;  ^^  still  they  will  manage  it  by 
stopping  to  rest  now  and  then." 

I  did  not  say  how  astonished  I  was  that  there 
were  no  dro skies ;  I  only  apologized  for  my 
amount  of  luggage,  and  felt  for  the  moment 
ashamed  of  it. 

But  Jenny  reassured  me  in  the  sweetest  way 
possible  ;  said  that  the  men  were  strong  and 
sould  carry  it  easily,  for  that  they  and  other 
3uch  town-porters  were  the  general  carriers  of 
uggage  and  furniture  throughout  Stockholm. 
Still  one  tiling  troubled  her,   the  fear  lest  I 
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should  be  tired,  as  we  had  to  go  to  the  other 
side  of  Stockholm. 

It  was  now  my  turn  to  reassure  her,  and  then 
off  we  started  ;  the  yellow-brown  men  carrying 
between  them  on  a  kind  of  bier,  my  piled  up, 
canvas-covered  luggage. 

We  were  soon  out  of  the  station,  and 
walking  down  a  long,  dimly  lighted  street  of 
small  wooden  houses,  so  that  I  felt  as  if 
we  were  entering  some  primitive  village  rather 
than  one  of  the  European  capitals.  As 
we  proceeded,  however,  the  character  of  the 
place  improved,  and  having  descended  a 
hill,  we  entered  a  more  thickly  populated] 
neighbourhood. 

* '  Below  here, "  said  my  guide,  *  ^  for  we  are  now! 
crossing  a  viaduct,  is  the  great  iron  market ; 
the  iron  bars  are  stored  under  the  arches.  Now! 
we  have  left  the  province  of  Sodermanland,  and 
shall  soon  be  in  that  of  Uppland  ;  we  have  the 
Baltic  on  our  right  hand  and  the  Malar  Lake 
on  the  left.  If  it  were  daylight  you  would 
have  a  glorious  view." 

Presently  we  passed  bridges  which  had  evi- 
dently sluices,  and  now  were  in  the  old  city 
proper,   built   chiefly  upon   one   island.     We 
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threaded  narrow  streets,  filled  with  shops  and 
crowded  with  foot  passengers. 

**  Ther€  is  the  portrait  of  our  king,  and  that 
is  his  consort,"  said  my  companion,  stopping 
before  a  print-seller's  window  and  pointing  to 
two  large  engravings  of  a  handsome  military 
man  with  a  dark  beard  and  a  lady  in  diadem 
Lind  jewels  ;  ^^  in  a  few  minutes  we  shall  be  at 
the  palace." 

'^  Now  we  are  there,"  said  she,  as  turning 
a  street  corner  we  saw  an  immense  square  pile 
towering  up  in  the  lamplight.  '*  There  is  not 
a  grander  palace  in  Europe,  nor  a  lovelier  city 
than  Stockholm  !  Ah,  you  know  not  how  we 
Swedes  love  it !"  added  she  with  enthusiasm. 

**  And  I  hope  to  love  it  also,"  I  replied. 

'^  But  to  love  it  as  we  do,"  she  said,  *'  you 
must  be  a  genuine  Swede ;  nevertheless,  we 
will  try  to  make  you  love  it." 

Again  we  crossed  a  large  bridge,  leaving  the 
old  city  island  ;  then  a  square,  and  presently  a 
second,  which  my  friend  called  that  of  Brunke- 
berg,  telling  me  of  a  great  battle  once  fought 
there  in  which  the  Swedes  beat  the  Danes, 
after  a  fierce  and  terrible  conflict,  driving  them 
pell-mell  out  of  the  capital. 
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*'  In  two  minutes  you  will  be  at  home  now. 
Tante  Fredrika  will  be  so  glad  to  see  you." 

*^  You  do  not  mean  to  say  that  you  are  a 
relation  of  hers  ?"  asked  I,  joyfully. 

'*  Oh  no  ;  I  only  love  and  respect  her  so 
much  that,  according  to  our  custom,  I  call  her 
Tante  (Aunt.)" 

All  this  time,  be  it  understood,  the  heavily 
laden  porters  were  trudging  along  with  my 
personal  property.  They  managed  on  the  whole 
very  well,  for  the  most  part  trotting  on  before  us, 
now  and  then  setting  down  the  hand  truck  and 
resting  themselves  on  the  long  handles,  then 
again  passing  us  as  we  stopped  to  observe  the 
various  objects  on  our  way. 

**  I  had  better  run  up  stairs  first,"  said  Jenny, 
stopping  at  the  entrance  of  a  corner  house, 
**  and  say  you  are  come." 

Away  she  flew,  and  returnii^g  in  about  a 
minute  ordered  the  men  to  bring  up  the  luggage, 
asking  me  to  follow  her. 

^^  All  is  right,"  said  she,  as  we  mounted 
the  long  flight  of  stairs ;  **  Tante  Fredrika  is 
delighted." 

I  had  not  seen  Miss  Bremer  since  I  was  a 
child,  and  my  heart  beat  now  with  an  emotion 
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of  mingled  feelings — gratitude  for  the  kindness 
which  was  thus  willing  to  receive  me,  and  some 
little  anxiety  regarding  the  new  life  and  the  new 
relationships  upon  which  I  was  just  entering. 
I  half  wished  I  could  have  delayed  the  present 
moment,  but  that  was  impossible.  We  had 
already  climbed  three  flights  of  stairs  and 
Jenny  throwing  open  a  double  door,  we  entered 
a  delightfully  cosy  sitting-room,  and  from  be- 
tween a  handsome  pair  of  curtains  which 
separated  it  from  an  inner  apartment,  stepped 
dear  Miss  Bremer,  looking  just  as  I  remembered 
her  in  England.  In  a  moment  she  held  me  in 
her  arms. 

*'  My  dear  child,  welcome  !  Welcome  to  your 
Swedish  home  !    I  have  just  received  a  telegram 

from  Gothenburg,  sent  by  Magister  H to 

say  that  you  had  started,  and  should  myself  have 
immediately  gone  to  the  station  to  meet  you 
but  that  I  knew^  Jenny  was  there." 

**  But  my  letter  from  England  telling  you 
when  I  should  start  and  when  I  should  arrive 
in  Stockholm?"  asked  I  in  amazement. 

*^  Has  not  arrived,"  returned  she ;  ^^  but  now 
you  are  safely  here,  and  tea  is  ready  for  you 
and  my  good  Jenny.     In  the  meantime,  Sara 
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shall  go  down  stairs  and  arrange  with  Fru 
Knutsson  about  getting  your  room  ready.  She 
will  make  you  comfortable  at  once,  though  she 
did  not  expect  you  for  a  day  or  two,  and  the 
grand  apartment  which  is  intended  for  you  is 
not  yet  in  order." 

Whilst  we  were  drinking  tea,  which  by-the- 
bye,  was  as  good  as  any  in  England,  the  bright- 
eyed,  middle-aged  servant  Sara^  in  a  shortish 
stuff  petticoat,  a  dark  bedgown  and  a  quiet- 
coloured  kerchief  on  her  head,  was  sent  off 
to  arrange  about  my  room  and  to  receive  my 
luggage. 

Miss  Bremer  enquired  from  Jenny  if  her 
brother  and  his  bride  had  arrived  by  the  train. 
She  replied  in  the  negative ;  and  now  I  learned 
that  a  young  married  couple  had  been  expected 
back  by  that  same  train  from  their  bridal  tour 
in  Italy,  and  to  this  circumstance  it  was,  though 
on  her  part  it  had  been  a  disappointment,  that 
I  was  indebted  for  her  kind  services,  and  now 
also  I  learned  that  she  lived  close  by  the 
railway- station  and  had  to  walk  alone  the  long 
distance  which  she  had  escorted  me.  This, 
however,  we  could  not  allow,  and  a  drosky  was 
summoned  from  somewhere  to  take  her  back. 


CHAPTEK  III. 

THE  NEW  HOME. 

My  kind  fellow  traveller  of  yesterday  called 
to  inquire  whether  I  had  arrived  satisfactorily 
and  had  rested  well  after  my  long  journey. 
He  left  his  card,  and  invited  me  to  visit  him 
and  his  family  if  I  should  go  as  far  north  as 
Gefle. 

Miss  Bremer,  or  Tante,  as  she  wishes  me 
to  call  her,  took  me  at  noon  to-day  to  see 
Drottning-gatan,  or  Queen  Street,  the  prin- 
cipal street  in  Stockholm.  It  is  very  long, 
but  narrow,  and  may  be  compared  with  our 
Bond  Street,  only  more  regular.  After  walk- 
ing a  short  distance  along  this  street,  we 
turned  into  a  pleasure  garden  open  to  the 
public,  where  she  says  I  can  walk  whenever  I 
please. 

This  garden  was  opened  about  thirty  years 
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ago  in  connection  with  the  Swedish  Horticul- 
tural Society  ;  the  upper  part  nearer  Drottning- 
gatan  being  used  principally  as  a  promenade, 
the  lower  part  as  nursery  grounds. 

The  Horticultural  Society,  which  was  founded 
in  1831,  has  already,  it  is  said,  produced  a 
great  improvement  in  Swedish  gardening,  even 
extending  to  the  flowers  in  sitting-room  win- 
dows. For  my  part  I  shall  always  regard  this 
particular  garden  with  affection,  as  here  it  was, 
on  this  my  second  day  in  Stockholm,  that  Miss 
Bremer  desired  me  to  regard  her  home  as  mine 
as  long  as  she  remained  here.  This  wish  she 
had  intimated  before  I  left  England,  but  she 
now  reiterated  it  with  an  earnestness  and  good- 
will that  went  to  my  very  heart. 

*  Oct.  9th. — I  must  now  introduce  you  to  my 
room  proper,  in  the  storey  below.  It  is  not  the 
grand  apartment  which  I  was  promised,  and 
which,  according  to  Fru  Knutsson,  is  shortly  to 
be  mine.  It  is  nevertheless  a  cheerful  room, 
with  the  autumn  sun  at  this  moment  streaming 
in  through  its  two  windows,  one  of  which, 
commanding  the  street,  presents  the  view  of  a 
long  blank  wall,  save  for  two  closed  windows,  a 
delightfully  sloping  red-tiled  roof,  the  rendez- 
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vous  of  innumerable  plump  sparrows  ;  the 
other  opens  on  a  large  market-place,  the 
largest  in  this  north  suburb,  or  Non-malm. 
I  am  seated  on  a  salmon-coloured  sofa,  writing 
at  a  table  most  inconveniently  spread  with  a 
large  cover  of  crochet-work,  which  my  land- 
lady considers  so  handsome  that  I  dare  hardly 
remove  it.  My  little  bed,  exactly  like  a  square 
sofa  by  day,  stands  against  the  opposite  wall. 
My  trunks,  compactly  piled  together,  are  co- 
vered with  my  green  railway  rug,  which  is  ad- 
mired beyond  words  by  everybody, — but  then 
it  is  English,  and  everything  that  is  English  is 
magnificent.  Upon  a  table  which  stands  below 
the  tall  looking-glass  between  the  windows,  is 
a  vase  of  dahlias.  These,  I  thought,  were 
proper  flowers  for  Sweden,  bearing,  as  they  do, 
the  name  of  Andrew  Dahl,  the  Swedish  botanist, 
but  to  my  surprise  they  are  here  generally 
called  Georginas.  These  flowers  are  a  present 
from  above-stairs,  and  very  home-like  and 
friendly  they  look,  though  they  have  grown  out 
of  favour  in  England  of  late  years. 

I  like  my  room  so  much  that  I  should  be 
well  contented  to  remain  in  it,  but  that  Fru 
Knutsson  offers  me  the  larger  and  handsomer 
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one,  which  opening  directly  upon  the  landing 
is  certainly  better.  However,  according  to  my 
plan  of  finding  some  good  in  everything,  this 
little  room,  which  obliges  me  to  pass  through 
my  landlady's  kitchen  and  parlour,  affords  me, 
by  this  means,  some  idea  of  Swedish  middle - 
class  life.  The  kitchen  is  very  small ;  indeed, 
there  are  not  many  countries  in  Europe  which 
afford  kitchens  as  spacious  as  in  England. 

As  I  pass  through  the  little  kitchen,  there- 
fore, I  see  a  small  fire  of  birch-logs  piled  on 
one  corner  of  the  red-brick  altar-like  stove,  on 
which  some  food  is  about  to  be  cooked.  Were 
it  not  so  there  would  be  no  fire,  and  a  curtain 
would  be  drawn  across,  giving  the  idea  of  an 
English  four-post  bed.  As  for  Fru  Knutsson 
he:rself,  she  is  a  good-tempered,  black-haired 
widow,  clean  in  her  house,  but  wofully  untidy 
in  her  person.  She  tramps  about  her  dwelling 
in  a  black  jacket  which  can  hardly  contain  her 
fat  frame,  a  short  green  plaid  woollen  skirt  over 
an  enormous  hoop,  which,  when  she  sweeps  in 
and  out  of  a  room,  exposes  her  sturdy  feet  and 
ancles  in  white  knitted  stockings  and  drugget 
slippers  down  at  the  heel.  She  is  the  mother 
of  two  compact  little  lads,  like  small  men,  in 
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coats  and  trousers,  and  the  eldest  with  earrings 
in  his  ears.  Their  hair  is  cropped  amazingly 
close  to  their  heads,  and  they  make  solemn 
bows,  bending  almost  double,  whenever  one 
meets  them.  The  eldest,  Herman,  who  is  short 
for  his  age,  is  about  eleven — his  mother's  right 
hand,  she  says ;  the  second,  Fritz,  looks  delicate. 

Besides  these  three  there  is  a  nondescript 
individual,  a  woman  of  about  three  and  thirty, 
but  whether  she  be  a  humble  boarder  or  the 
servant  I  cannot  make  out.  She  wears  a 
kerchief  tied  over  her  head  like  the  servants 
here,  and  a  cream-coloured  Guernsey  shirt  over 
a  short  green  stuff  petticoat.  Sometimes,  also, 
she  appears  in  her  night-dress  with  some  por- 
tion of  her  day  attire  thrown  over  it,  in  a  very 
free-and-easy  manner. 

The  room  intended  for  me  is  now  occupied  by 
a  Resande,  or  traveller,  who  is  a  grosshancllare, 
or  merchant.  Fru  Knutsson  always  speaks  of 
him  as  **  the  poor  young  grosshandlare,"  in  a 
tender  and  pitiful  tone,  *'for,"  says  she,  **  he 
has  something  the  matter  with  his  heart,  and 
the  doctor  will  not  let  him  leave  his  room  for  a 
day  or  two." 

But  now  let  us  ascend  to  the  abode  of  love 
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upstairs.  Here,  as  soon  as  you  enter  the  com- 
fortable sitting-room,  of  which  I  have  already 
spoken,  you  feel  yourself  in  an  atmosphere  of 
peace,  refinement,  and  Christian  love.  The 
second  room,  behind  the  curtains,  a  room  as 
thoroughly  curtained  and  carpeted  as  the 
snuggest  room  in  England,  is  full  of  books  and 
curiosities,  kept  free  from  dust,  be  it  under- 
stood. On  the  walls  hang  several  oil  pictures, 
the  principal  being  the  head  of  a  happy  little 
girl,  of  some  three  summers,  with  her  wavy 
light  brown  hair  flying  round  her  sweet  rosy 
face ;  a  charming  picture,  true  to  nature,  by 
the  beautiful  Swedish  artist.  Miss  Lindegren. 
This  portrait  it  was  which  inspired  Miss  Bremer 
to  write  her  sweet  sketch  of  the  little  girl,  who 
is  worth  her  weight  in  gold.  Another  portrait 
is  more  sombre — that  of  a  fine  old  Icelander ; 
a  brave,  yet  resigned  countenance,  as  if  his 
mind  were  tempered  to  the  manifold  storms 
of  his  stern  life. 

Here,  also,  is  a  piano,  at  which  Miss  Bremer 
is  often  seated  in  the  twilight,  playing  to  herself 
Luther's  grand  old  hymn — 

*'  Ein  feste  burg  ist  unser  Gott," 

or  the  beautiful  Swedish  Hosianna. 
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One  of  the  principal  adornments  of  this  plea- 
ant  home,  is,  to  my  eyes,  the  young  girl 
Hulda,  tall  and  fair,  with  a  gentle,  amiable 
expression.  She  looks  the  very  essence  of 
neatness  ;  her  light  hair  carefully  plaited,  and 
wearing  a  lilac  and  white  checked  mohair  dress, 
and  plain  white  linen  collar.  What  she  is,  and 
who  she  is,  I  as  yet  know  not. 

At  8  o'clock  in  the  morning  we  both 
make  our  appearance  in  the  dining-room , 
she  from  her  chamber  on  the  fourth  storey,  I 
from  mine  below.  Hulda  drops  a  proper  little 
Swedish  curtsey  when  Miss  Bremer  enters  the 
room,  for  the  Swedes  are  very  punctilious  and 
correct.  Then,  taking  our  places  at  the  round 
breakfast- table,  we  fold  our  hands  earnestly 
whilst  our  entertainer  repeats  the  Lord's 
Prayer.  Hulda,  I  observe,  never  will  begin 
her  meal  till  we  have  fairly  started,  spite  of 
my  little  manoeuvres  to  make  her  do  so.  But 
perhaps  that  would  be  contrary  to  Swedish  rule. 

When  breakfast  is  over,  Hulda  rises,  says  a 
silent  grace,  and  drops  a  little  curtsey  to  the 
heavenly  hearer  of  it,  and  another  to  Miss 
Bremer,  thanking  her  for  her  breakfast,  and 
disappears  to  her   own   occupation,   whatever 
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that  may  be,  and  I  do  the  same  till  3  o'clock, 
the  usual  dinner  hour,  when  we  again  meet. 
Our  dinner  perhaps  may  be  mutton,  excellently 
dressed,  with  rich  sauce,  and  brown  haricot 
beans  stewed  as  tender  as  possible  in  gravy. 
At  this  meal  Hulda  gracefully  removes  our 
plates,  silver-handled  knives  and  forks,  and 
supplies  us  with  fresh,  by  which  time  Sara 
trips  in  with  hot  delicate  fritters,  with  which 
we  eat  either  bilberry  or  red  whortleberry 
preserve. 

Dinner  over,  and  thanks  again  spoken  in- 
wardly in  the  heart  and  outwardly  by  the 
tongue,  to  the  heavenly  and  the  earthly  giver 
of  the  repast,  accompanied  with  the  curtsey, 
Hulda  disappears,  and  in  five  minutes  more  I  see 
her  rushing  down  stairs  in  her  hat  and  grey 
cloth  cloak,  but  where  she  goes  to  I  know  not. 

At  seven  o'clock  she  again  appears,  now  in 
the  drawing-room,  and  in  her  quiet,  gentle  way 
sits  down  and  reads  aloud  the  evening  papers, 
perhaps  the  Vdktare,  or  *^  Watchman,"  a  reli- 
gious paper  published  once  a  week.  Whilst  she 
reads.  Miss  Bremer  steps  noiselessly  about, 
arranging  her  various  treasures,  or  gazing  at 
the  stereoscopic  view  of  some  favourite  haunt 
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abroad,  every  now  and  then  making  some  obser- 
vation pertinent  to  the  article  which  is  beingread. 

It  seems  customary  here  for  calls  to  be  made 
in  the  evening,  at  all  events  it  is  so  in  this 
house.  If  a  visitor  therefore  appears,  **  Lilla 
Hulda,"  as  she  is  called,  a  term  of  endear- 
ment, rises,  drops  a  little  curtsey,  and  again 
vanishes,  silent  as  a  dream.  At  eight  o'clock, 
however,  she  appears  again,  standing  by  the 
table  spread  for  the  pleasant  evening  meal,  at 
which  tea  is  served,  in  the  dining-room.  When 
this  is  over,  again  there  is  reading,  Miss 
Bremer  perhaps  busy  with  needlework  for  some 
poor  person.  At  ten,  Sara  enters  to  hear  a 
portion  of  Scripture,  and  a  short  religious 
meditation  read  by  her  mistress ;  then  we  sepa- 
rate for  the  night,  though  Miss  Bremer  herseK 
never  retires  till  twelve. 

Oct.  10th. — I  know  now  all  about  '*  Lilla 
Hulda."  She  is  a  young  girl  whom  Miss 
Lindegren,  the  celebrated  Swedish  artist,  dis- 
overed  a  short  time  ago  to  possess  a  great 
taste  for  modelling,  although  with  no  better 
prospect  before  her  for  life  than  that  of  a  dress- 
naker.  The  good,  kind  artist  resolved  there- 
ore  to  help  her  humble  art- sister.    Her  talents 

d2 


36        WITH  FREDKIKA  BREMER. 

were  made  known  to  the  Princess  Eugenie,  the 
king's  only  sister,  herself  a  sculptress  antl 
gifted  with  great  artistic  and  musical  powers, 
and  better  still  with  a  generous  and  sympa- 
thising heart.  By  her  a  stipend,  sufficient  to 
enable  the  young  girl  to  devote  herself  wholly 
to  art  and  to  study  in  the  school  of  design,  was 
settled  upon  her.  But  still  a  home  was 
necessary,  and  this  was  offered  her,  under  her 
own  roof,  by  Miss  Bremer,  in  return  for  which 
she  merely  requires  her  to  read  to  her  in  the 
evening.  The  rest  of  the  day  she  is  free  to 
pursue  her  art,  which  she  is  now  doing  to 
general  satisfaction. 

It  seems  to  be  Miss  Bremer's  particular  de- 
light to  have  always  some  young  people  around 
her  to  whom  she  can  act  the  part  of  a  loving 
mother.  Thus  there  is  no  dreary  solitude  in 
her  domestic  life  ;  no  sense  of  a  home  without 
hearts  within  it  beating  in  loving  unison  with 
her  own. 

I  have  taken  a  walk  with  Hulda  this  morning 
before  dinner.  It  was  a  delicious  autumn 
stroll,  and  as  it  appeared  to  me,  quite  a  rural 
one,  though  we  were  still  within  the  precincts 
of  Stockholm. 
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This  northern  capital,  lying  on  its  various 
islands,  with  its  wealth  of  waters  and  charming 
park-like  surrounding  country,  is,  as  all  acknow- 
ledge, one  of  the  most  beautifully  situated  cities 
in  the  world.  The  two  great  charms  for  me, 
Iiowever,  so  far,  are  the  clear,  fresh  air  and  the 
near  approach  of  to\\Ti  and  country.  No  poor 
souls  need  pine  here  after  green  fields  and  fresh 
jiir,  as  thousands  have  to  do  in  our  huge  Lon- 
don. But  then  the  amount  of  population  is 
very  different. 

The  goal  of  our  walk  was  Castellholm,  a 
fortified  island  commanding  the  Baltic.  This 
is  the  walk  which  the  good  Stockholmers  who 
need  a  constitutional,  select  as  being  near  at 
hand  and  rural  at  the  same  time. 

We  had  on  our  right  the  channel  of  the 
Baltic,  lying  between  us  and  the  palace,  with 
the  long  row  of  granite  quays,  and  shipping  at 
its  feet.  On  our  left  was  the  handsome  new 
National  Museum,  a  Byzantine  edifice,  at  pre- 
sent unfinished.  We  paused  on  a  fine  iron 
bridge,  and  watched  a  remarkably  small  steamer 
puffing  away  under  it.  Hulda  said  it  was 
taking  people  to  the  Djurgard,"  or  Deer-park. 

*  Pronounced  the  same  as  our  dipthong  in  boat. 
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We  were  now  on  Skeppsholm,  or  Ship  Island, 
a  little  island  pleasantly  wooded,  commanding 
glorious  views  of  water,  rocky  heights,  shipping, 
and  handsome  distant  buildings,  conveying  the 
sense  of  a  wooded  park,  miles  away  from  any 
city.  We  climbed  a  little  eminence,  on  which 
stands  an  octagonal  church.  It  was  Saturday  ; 
the  door  stood  open,  and  a  man  was  sweeping 
the  inside :  we  therefore  entered.  It  is  a 
curious  church,  circular  in  form,  with  the 
light  admitted  from  the  top ;  now,  however, 
the  autumn  sunshine  came  streaming  in  through 
the  open  door. 

This  is,  comparatively  speaking,  a  new 
church,  the  first  stone  being  laid  in  1824.  It 
is  called  after  Carl  Johan,  the  celebrated 
Bernadotte.  I  inquired  from  Hulda  if  it  were 
not  also  called  after  some  saint,  to  whom  it 
was  dedicated.  She  looked  surprised,  and 
replied  :  '^  It  is  named  after  the  present  king's 
grandfather,  as  Adolf  Fredrik's  and  Hedvig 
Eleonara's  are  called,  the  one  after  King  Adolf 
Fredrik,  and  the  other  after  the  wife  of  King 
Charles  X." 

Hulda  drew  my  attention  to  the  Twelve 
Apostles,  which    stand   in   niches  round  the 
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walls,  copies  of  Tliorwaldsen's  celebrated  figures 
in  his  native  Denmark.  By  the  altar  stand 
Bystrom's  groups  of  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity, 
which  are  much  thought  of. 

When  we  ran  down  the  slope,  my  attention 
was  attracted  by  a  large  red-brick  castellated 
building  facing  the  water,  and  looking  towards 
Stockholm.  It  was  so  charmingly  situated, 
that  I  wondered  whether  it  were  a  ministerial 
residence,  and  learned  that  it  was  a  naval 
barrack.  There  are  also  other  large  military 
barracks  on  the  opposite  side.  Next  came  a 
row  of  low,  rural  houses,  pleasantly  facing  the 
sun,  inhabited  by  naval  officers.  It  was  in 
fact  a  small  martial  colony. 

A  wooden  bridge  now  led  us  to  a  rocky  island 
covered  with  greensward  and  trees,  and  crowned 
by  a  red-brick  tower,  strongly  fortified,  and 
commanding  the  harbour  of  Stockholm. 

Skeppsholm  and  this  Castellholm  form  a 
long  semi-circular  promontory  running  out  into 
the  Baltic,  having  the  town  proper,  with  its 
long  rows  of  quays,  on  its  right,  a  quarter  of 
a  mile  off ;  and  the  more  rural  districts  of  the 
Ladugardsland  and  the  D  urgard,  at  about 
the  same  distance  on  the  left. 
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We  sat  down  on  the  grey  rock,  with  the 
grim  cannons  behind,  and  some  beautiful 
crimson  and  golden  maples  near  to  us,  and 
enjoyed  the  view  intensely.  The  calm  Baltic, 
resembling  a  wide  and  beautiful  river,  stretched 
away  before  us  eastward.  The  rocky,  low  hills, 
covered  with  wood  brilliant  with  variegated 
autumn  foliage  ;  innumerable  vessels,  laden  with 
fish,  iron,  and  other  commodities,  enlivened  the 
scene,  some  coming  in,  others  bound  for  the 
open  sea,  which  was  thirty-six  miles  off, 
following  the  windings  of  the  navigable  creeks, 
and  twenty-four  as  the  crow  flies.  There  is  no 
sign  of  tide,  no  ebb  and  flow  in  the  Baltic,  as 
in  other  seas ;  nor  is  it  very  deep,  nor  yet  very 
salt.  It  is  much  more  akin  to  an  immense 
kke,  probably  owing  to  its  narrow  outlet. 

Sitting  on  the  grey  rock,  Hulda  told  me  of 
her  mother  and  her  two  sisters,  one  in  delicate 
health,  who  have  to  work  extremely  hard  for 
their  living.  She  has  a  third  sister,  who  is  a  I 
governess.  Tears  filled  her  eyes  as  she  spoke 
of  her  only  brother,  a  fine  young  sailor,  whom 
they  feared  was  lost.  It  was  now  some  years 
since  he  had  sailed  for  Boston,  and  since  then| 
they  had  heard  no  tidings  from  him. 
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As  we  returned  home,  the  clear  air  was  filled 
with  the  impressive  ringing  of  church  bells, 
which  Hulda  told  me  denoted  the  conclusion  of 
the  sacrament. 

Sundcuj,  Oct,  11th.  Hulda  took  me  this 
morning  to  the  Ro^^al  Chapel  to  service.  It  is 
a  lofty  church,  forming  part  of  the  immense 
palace,  and  open  to  the  public  as  much  as  any 
other  place  of  worship  in  Stockholm.  On  one 
side,  and  above  the  altar,  is  a  large  curtained 
window,  opening  into  the  royal  closet,  which 
terminates  one  of  the  suites  of  apartments. 
Here  the  royal  family,  when  at  the  palace,  are 
present  at  divine  service.  They  were  not,  how- 
ever, yet  in  the  capital.  The  crowd  was  very 
great,  principally  composed  of  peasant  women, 
with  black  silk  kerchiefs  tied  over  their  heads, 
and  ladies,  who,  to  my  English  eyes,  ap- 
peared very  simply  dressed.  We  had,  there- 
fore, some  little  difficulty  in  procuring  places. 

I  could  not  perfectly  understand  the  sermon, 
but  preached  one  to  myself  from  the  painted 
ceiling,  where  cherubim  were  playing  at  see- 
saw on  the  cross ;  others,  too,  had  converted 
the  reed  and  the  sponge  into  playthings.  It 
seemed   as   if,   after  the  glory  of  the  Lord's 
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resurrection,  the  human  instruments  of  torture 
had  become  so  harmless  and  insignificant,  that 
baby  angels  could  play  with  them. 

When  service  was  over,  and  we  were  return- 
ing home,  I  inquired  from  Hulda  what  wag 
known  of  the  first  introduction  of  Christianity 
into  the  kingdom  of  Odin,  Thor,  and  Balder. 
She  replied  that  the  light  of  Christianity  had 
shone  for  many  a  century  over  the  rest  of 
Europe  before  it  reached  Scandinavia,  the  roving 
pirates  of  which  were  so  much  the  dread  of 
other  nations,  that  a  common  petition  in  the 
Christian  liturgies  of  those  days  was,  '^  From 
the  furyof  the  Northmen,  good  Lord  deliver 
us." 


I 


CHAPTER  IV. 
THE    SEMINARIUM. 

Oct.  15th, — I  am  beginning  to  be  dissatisfied 
with  my  room,  from  its  compelling  me  to  pass 
through  Fru  Knutsson's  kitchen.  I  now  see 
more  of  middle- class  Swedish  life  than  I  like. 
She  has  promised  me  solemnly  that  by  next 
Tuesday  I  shall  have  the  room  of  the  ^*  poor 
young  grosshandlare." 

If  she  still  defer  it,  I  too  shall  have  some- 
thing the  matter  with  my  heart,  which  will 
then  be  as  hard  as  flint.  He  cannot  be  very 
ill,  as  I  hear  him  singing  merrily,  and  playing 
an  everlasting  tune  on  his  concertina,  which 
becomes  a  dreary  dirge  by  its  ceaseless  repe- 
tition. 

Oct,  nth, — I  must  now  speak  of  the  noble 
Seminarium,  an  institution  for  the  training  of 
governesses.     It  is  situated  nearly  opposite  to 
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US,  in  a  large  house  well  calculated  for  the 
purpose. 

I  already  knew  that  it  possessed  excellent 
teachers,  mostly  men  of  great  learning  and 
ability,  and  a  lady  directress  of  high  Christian 
character  and  capacity,  equal  to  her  responsi- 
bility. I  did  not  know,  however,  the  share 
which  Miss  Bremer  has  had  in  the  foundation 
of  this  noble  institution.  This  I  soon  perceived 
personally,  and  also  from  information  derived 

from  my  friend  Jenny  K ,  whom  I  found 

installed  here  as  mathematical  teacher.  From 
her,  as  well  as  from  other  most  agreeable  and 
earnest  young  women,  of  whom  more  anon,  I 
have  heard  various  particulars  relative  to  the 
commencement  of  this  female  college  which 
seem  to  me  extremely  interesting. 

It  appears  that  a  great  excitement,  of  any 
thing  but  an  agreeable  kind,  was  occasioned  by 
the  publication  of  *^Hertha,"  one  of  Miss 
Bremer's  later  stories,  the  purport  of  which 
was  to  shew  the  working  of  the  then- existing 
Swedish  law  regarding  women.  So  violent 
was  the  public  feelings  that  the  authoress  was 
thankful  to  be  away  from  the  storm  amongst 
the  mountains  of  Switzerland,     This  was  the 
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first  book  that  she  had  written  which  displeased 
her  countrymen,  yet  no  pictures  of  Hfe  which 
she  had  ever  drawn  were  more  true. 

Now,  however,  she  sees  a  bright  spring  of 
promise,  which  has  succeeded  those  keen  wintry 
blasts,  and  she  is  surrounded  by  dozens  of 
gifted  young  women,  who  regard  her  with 
reverential  gratitude  as  their  intellectual 
mother. 

The  publication  of  ^^Hertha"  was  to  its  author 
as  the  throes  of  the  great  new  birth  for  the 
women  of  her  country.  Many  a  noble-hearted 
girl  has  told  me  that  after  reading  *'  Hertha"  she 
longed  to  become  a  more  useful  woman,  a  true 
helpmeet  to  man.  A  few  liberal-minded  and 
generous-hearted  professors  of  various  sciences, 
of  whom  we  may  mention  Kector  Siljestrom, 
whose  eyes  were  already  open  to  the  unjust  and 
oppressive  nature  of  the  old  Swedish  laws  re- 
garding women,  aclmowledged  the  truth  of  Miss 
Bremer's  teaching  in  this  work,  but  felt  them- 
selves trammelled  by  custom,  and  uncertain 
whether  Swedish  women  would  indeed  respond 
to  any  efforts  which  might  be  made  for  their 
higher  and  intellectual  development.  At  all 
events  the  publication  of  **  Hertha"  led  people  to 
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think  and  talk.  The  authoress  had  presented  a 
key,  as  it  were,  to  such  as  wer«  wilHng, 
whether  men  or  women,  to  loosen  the  fetters 
which  had  so  long  held  in  bondage  the  female 
mind.  These  liberal-minded  professors  of 
whom  I  have  already  spoken,  boldly  and 
generously  took  the  key  in  hand  and  unlocked 
to  woman  many  courses  of  instruction  in  such 
sciences  as  had  hitherto  been  considered  far 
beyond  her  comprehension,  and  at  once  many 
young  girls,  who  were  groaning  and  struggling, 
like  *^  Hertha,"  in  their  captivity,  came  forward 
joyfully  to  avail  themselves  of  the  new  light  and 
the  new  liberty. 

Many  willing  pupils  thronged  round  the  pro- 
fessors in  their  novel  chairs.  Amongst  others, 
that  Jenny  E —  who  met  me  at  the  station,  her 
friends,  two  young  ladies  of  noble  birth,  the  Fro- 
ken  H.,  daughters  of  a  distinguished  Swedish 
reformer.  A  house  was  next  taken  near  Clara 
church,  and  according  to  the  accounts  given  me 
by  these  earlier  scholars,  most  glorious  times  they 
had ;  all  young  girls  in  their  first  mental  vigour, 
like  joyful  navigators  bursting  into  new  seas,  and 
all  displaying  to  the  wondering  delight  of  their 
instructors,   the  greatest  facility  in  grasping 
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even  the  higher  questions  in  mathematics,  the 
great  facts  of  chemistry,  or  in  comprehending 
any  other  science  in  which  lectures  were  given. 
So  thoroughly  is  Jenny  R —  now  versed  in 
her  favourite  mathematics,  and  so  far  has  she 
gone  in  the  study,  that  there  is  no  doubt,  had 
she  been  an  Englishman,  she  might  have  passed 
at  Cambridge  as  senior  wrangler. 

It  has  been  to  me  both  amusing  and  some- 
what touching  to  see  how  these  elder  daughters 
of  '^Hertha,"  these  fellow- students  in  the  smaller 
house  by  Clara  church,  still  cling  together 
with  the  warmest  affection,  and  uphold  in  a 
venerating  sort  of  way,  those  generous  pro- 
fessors who  so  gallantly  led  the  van  in  female 
instruction. 

Those  were  hard,  struggling  times.  Many 
llaughed  at,  many  censured  the  movement.  But 
the  little  band  stood  firmly  together,  on  the 
principle  that  union  is  strength,  and  that  they 
|must  fight  or  fall  together. 

In   the  meantime   the   Government,   which 
(lays  a  more  important  role  in  Sweden  than  in 

Ingland,  for  the  nation  always  appeals  to  it 
tnd  the  Royal  family  for  help  and  sympathy  in 

ly  extraordinary  emergency,  'looked  coldly  on. 
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It  was  evidently  the  desire,  if  not  the  fiat  of 
the  majority,  that  Swedish  women  should  be 
kept  to  their  spinning,  their  preserving,  pick- 
ling, French  speaking,  and  dancing  of  Swedish 
polkas.  Nothing  daunted,  however,  the  young 
students,  encouraged  by  their  kind  teachers, 
persevered,  and  were  seen  to  develop  into  such 
clever,  sensible,  yet  modest  young  'women,  that 
before  the  end  of  three  years,  the  State  took 
shame  to  itself;  the  King  and  his  ministers 
generously  came  forward  and  supplied  ample 
means  for  the  establishment  of  a  Female 
Educational  Institution,  which  should  be 
carried  out  on  the  most  liberal  principles.  In 
one  respect,  however,  it  was  attended  with  a 
little  disappointment.  It  did  not  embrace  the 
education  of  all  Swedish  women,  but  simply  of 
those  who  would  devote  themselves  to  the 
vocation  of  teachers.  Yet  though  this  noble 
institution  has  disappointed  many  by  its  re- 
striction to  a  class,  yet  it  is  only  a  little  delay. 
From  this  Seminarium  will  go  forth  enlightened  J*' 
women  over  the  whole  of  Sweden.  Both  boys 
and  girls  will  grow  up  in  all  classes  of  society 
under  their  guidance,  to  form  the  true  greatness  |'* 
and    the    higher    intelligence    of    the    entire 
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nation.     Thus  the  desire  of  the  earlier  aspirants 
to  be  the  true  helpers  of  mankind  will  be  accom- 
plished, if  not  exactly  in  their  way,  in  one  still 
more  thorough  and  universal.     Besides,   when 
men,  merely  of  ordinary  intelligence,  see  how 
much  fresher  and  richer  is  the  companionship 
of  well-educated  women,  whose  horizon  extends 
somewhat   beyond    their    kitchens    and    their 
drawing-room    parties,   and    how  much  more 
capable  they  are  of  instructing  their  children, 
even  they  will  require  an  improved  education. 
It  is  touching  to  hear  Jenny  and  her  com- 
panions   speaking   of   American   and    English 
women,  especially  the  latter,   as  being  models 
of  all  that  is   perfect   in  womanhood.      They 
cannot  conceive  but  that,  with  our  free  institu- 
tions and  the  unrestricted  career  that   exists 
amongst  us  for  female  study,  we  must  be  all 
that  God  intended  us  to  be.      There  are  un- 
questionably  thousands   of  highly    cultivated, 
Christian  women  in  England,  nobly  gifted  and 
favoured  by  circumstances  ;  yet  I  have  never 
seen  brighter  examples  of  clear  intellect,   and 
unswerving,  truth-loving  minds,   than  amongst 
these,  my  Swedish  sisters.     Young  women,  all 
of  them,  who   will   later,  undoubtedly,   shine 
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forth   as   bright   and   glorious    stars   in    their 
northern  firmament. 

These  dear  young  students  think  that  they 
may  learn  from  us.  In  one  point,  at  all  events, 
we  may  learn  from  them,  and  this  simply  in 
paying  more  attention  in  our  female  colleges  to 
the  chemistry  of  common  life,  the  laws  of 
health,  and  other  practical  sciences. 

Latin  and  Greek  are  not,  however,  amongst 
their  subjects  of  study,  although  the  Swedesgene- 
rally  seem  to  have  a  facility  in  the  acquirement  oi 
languages.  This  is  a  great  boon  to  them,  as 
their  own  language  being  but  little  known  to 
other  nations,  compels  them  to  learn  from 
childhood  mostly  three  other  tongues — French, 
German,  and  English.  They  have  great 
partiality  for  foreigners,  and  have  pleasure  in 
conversing  with  them  in  their  own  tongue, 
which  is  a  comfort  to  most  strangers. 

For  many  years,  partly  owing  to  th( 
adoption  of  a  French  Royal  line,  the  Frencl: 
language  was  the  fashion.  Bernadotte,  th( 
father  of  his  people  as  he  was  called,  nevei 
spoke  Swedish,  although  he  was  connected  witl 
Sweden  for  thirty-four  years,  and  Queei 
Desideria,  his  consort,  never  even  learned  it 
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Now   English   has   become   a   fashion,   and  it 
is  interesting  to    see   with   what   avidity   our 
celebrated  authors  are  read,  and  how  thoroughly 
fchey  are  appreciated.    The  English  and  Swedish 
cnind  are  in  many  points  much  akin,  and  the 
3onstruction  of  the  two  languages  being  similar, 
the  Sw^edes  generally  speak  English  with  ease 
md  correctness.     To  us  English,   on  the  con- 
rary,  the  various  and  delicate  articulations  of 
he  perpetually  recurring  u,  o,  and  y,  are  difficult. 
One  thing  appears  somewhat  strange  to  me, 
hat  in  the  Seminarium  there  should  be  no  in- 
truction  in   Danish.       This   language   is,    of 
ourse,  closely  allied  to  Swedish,  being  the  link 
etween  it  and  German,  and  easy  for  Swedes 
lorouglily  to  understand  ;  neither  is  there  that 
eading  of  the  fine  Danish  literature  which  I 
hould  have  expected  ;  nor  yet  any  attempt  at 
onversing  in  tliat  language. 
The     Seminarium    was    opened    in    1861, 
Bclitirely  free  to  all   pupils   above   the   age   of 
h  jventeen  who  were  able  to  pass  a  simple  ex- 
Qiination   in    elementary  knowledge.      Many 
fiipvernesses  who  had  been  already  in  situations 
adly  enrolled  themselves  as  pupils,   and  are 
w   eagerly   and   industriously   pursuing    the 
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course  laid  down,  which  will  enable  them  at 
the  end  of  three  sessions,  viz.,  at  the  close  of 
May,  1864,  to  leave  with  first-class  diplomas. 
The  fresh  candidates  for  the  ensuing  years  are 
following  more  elementary  courses. 

It  is,  I  think,  a  great  advantage  that 
gymnastics  are  introduced  here,  because  many  of 
these  young  women,  devoted  as  they  are  to 
constant  study,  require  some  healthful  bodily 
exercise.  Many,  however,  coming  from  all 
parts  of  Sweden,  board  in  families  in  distant 
parts  of  the  city,  and  these  have  the  benefit  of 
the  long  walks,  though  in  winter  this  will  be 
anything  but  agreeable.  Nevertheless,  these 
brave  Swedes  do  not  mind  frost  and  snow. 

The  Seminarium  is  opened  at  half-past  eighi 
every  morning,  an  hour  so  early  that  it  is  to  be 
regretted  it  should  not  be  closed  until  a  late 
hour  at  night,  which  is  often  inconvenient  tc 
those  students  who  live  at  a  distance. 

Thanks  to  my  kind  friend  Miss  Bremer,  3 
too  am  a  member  of  the  Seminarium,  and  ma^ 
attend  whatever  lectures  I  choose.  I  alread'' 
spend  much  of  my  time  there.  It  is  likewise 
a  favourite  resort  of  Miss  Bremer  herself  whei 
her  leisure  will   allow.      She    enjoys   gliding 
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silently  in  and  listening  to  some  lecture ;  en- 
couraging the  directress  or  speaking  kind, 
cheering  words  to  some  of  her  many  protegees. 
All  the  students  know  her  by  sight,  and  all  love 
her.  Her  portrait,  painted  in  oils,  hangs  in  a 
place  of  honour  in  the  small  comfortable 
library,  to  which  she  has  also  contributed  the 
greater  number  of  volumes.  In  this  Seminarium 
she  beholds  the  realization  of  all  her  hopes.  It 
was  worth  passing  through  the  sorrow  of 
Hertha  to  witness  such  noble  results,  far  more 
momentous  to  the  well-being  of  generations  yet 
to  come  than  even  the  most  universally  praised 
of  all  her  literary  works.  Her  sympathy  and 
her  interest  are  alive  to  everything  belonging 
to  the  place,  and  even  if  she  be  not  present  the 
students  know  that  just  across  the  street,  in 
her  ^'  tower  in  the  clouds,"  their  warm-hearted, 
willing  counsellor  is  to  be  found. 

Another  encouragement  for  the  directress  and 
the  students  is  the  judicious  zeal  evinced  for  the 
institution  b}''  its  president,  the  philanthropic 
Mr.  Huss,  the  director-general ;  and  last  but 
not  least,  the  favour  of  their  king,  who  gives  his 
signature  and  cordial  sanction  to  the  rules  and 
regulations. 
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We  will  now  enter  the  Seminarium  and  thus 
obtain  a  clearer  idea  of  the  place. 

It  is  about  a  quarter  to  nine  on  a  bright  sun- 
shiny autumn  morning.  We  cro s-s  the  stree  t  from 
our  house  and  ring  at  an  important-looking 
bronzed  door,  which  flies  back  instantaneously. 
The  portress,  with  her  rosy  face  surrounded  by 
a  coloured  gingham  handkerchief,  peeps  out 
pleasantly  from  the  little  side-window,  and 
nods  to  us  a  cordial  morning  greeting.  She 
is  allowed  to  sell  milk  and  buns  and  delicious 
little  rolls  to  the  students,  who  in  the  course  of 
,^the  day  often  become  ravenously  hungry. 

We  naw  mount  a  broad  flight  of  stone  steps 
on  the  right,  and  find  ourselves  in  a  comfortable 
room  where  the  young  ladies  take  off  their 
hats,  cloaks,  &c.  What  a  buzz  of  young, 
silvery  voices  is  here  I  What  a  swarm  of 
Selmas,  and  Ebbas,  and  Lovisas  I  A  pale, 
sweet-faced  young  woman  sits  knitting  by  the 
window,  glancing  up  gently  at  some  new-comer, 
or  gathering  up  little  crumbs  of  comfort  from 
the  open  pages  of  a  religious  book  at  hex  side. 
This  is  Fru  Petersson,  who  attends  to  this  room, 
and  has  in  charge  the  young  ladies'  out- door 
garments.     She  has  comfortable  rooms  abave> 
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where  her  Httle  children  are  now  under  the  care 
of  a  younger  sister. 

Having  here  deposited  our  things  we  will  step 
through  that  further  door,  and  thus  enter  a 
handsome  suite  of  lecture-rooms.  That  brisk 
little  man  whom  we  here  see  washing  the  great 
black  boards  and  preparing  chalk  for  the 
diagrams,  is  the  indefatigable  Petersson,  whose 
wife  we  have  just  left.  He  is  a  model  attendant, 
at  once  active,  good  tempered,  and  patient. 
Beyond  these  rooms  lies  the  largest  lecture- 
room,  the  last  of  the  suite.  Its  form  is  that  of 
a  short  broad  cross,  the  limb  on  the  left  being 
tilled  with  rows  of  raised  seats,  which  we  now 
find  occupied  by  some  forty  young  women,  of 
all  shades  of  hair  and  complexion,  some  rosy, 
some  pale,  some  robust,  and  some  fragile,  but 
all  with  an  eager,  studious  expression  of 
countenance.  Opposite  to  them  and  to  us,  for 
we  have  seated  ourselves  amongst  them,  and 
occupying  the  opposite  limb  of  the  cross,  which 
is  backed  by  an  immense  window,  stand  the 
professor's  chair  and  table,  and  by  the  window 
a  harmonium,  at  which  a  clever,  dark-eyed  girl, 
with  a  natural  turn  for  music,  is  seated. 

Mrs.  Thengberg,  the  lady  directress,  a  bright, 
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warm-hearted  woman,  still  young,  but  worthy 
to  be  the  mother  of  all  the  students,  takes  her 
seat  on  a  chair  in  the  narrower  and  transverse 
portion  of  the  cross,  and  by  her  ^ide,  a  kind, 
matronly  lady,  Mrs.  Idstrom,  her  assistant, 
formerly  the  lady  principal  in  the  dear  old 
house  by  Clara  church.  Our  good  friend 
Jenny  also  enters,  nods  pleasantly  to  us,  and 
takes  her  place  by  their  side. 

You  now  hear  the  tread  of  little  feet.  It  is 
the  flock  of  scholars  from  the  preparatory 
school ;  and  for  them  the  lower  and  front 
seats  are  reserved.  See  how  quietly  the  little 
lambs  come  in,  and  how  sweetly  their  gentle,  tall, 
and  slender  young  shepherdess,  whom  I  will 
call  Ingeborg,  guides  them.  She  too  has  an 
assistant,  a  clever,  intelligent  young  woman, 
but  not  likely  to  remain  amongst  the  children, 
as  her  mind  turns  towards  the  study  of  medicine. 
There  is  no  opening  for  her  to  pursue  the 
necessary  studies  in  Sweden,  but  she  hopes 
either  in  Kussia  or  England  to  do  so.  These 
women  are  all  the  daughters  of  Thor,  and  ready 
therefore  to  encounter  difficulty,  and  none  are 
greater  than  those  which  meet  the  female 
student  of  medicine. 


THE    SEMINARIUM.  57 

The  clock  strikes  the  quarter ;  the  little 
company  bursts  into  the  singing  one  verse  of  a 
hymn,  followed  by  reading  of  scripture,  a 
prayer,  and  a  meditation  calculated  to  consecrate 
the  day  to  study.  Again  the  singing  of  another 
verse,  a  short  silence,  and  the  worshippers 
separate. 

Jenny  K —  marshals  off  her  willing  pupils  to 
algebra,  and  looks  as  happy  as  many  a  young 
lady  starting  for  a  ball. 

A  professor  enters.  He  is  about  to  give 
a  lecture  on  botany,  and  brings  a  turnip  in  his 
hand,  and  Petersson  behind  him  carries  two 
large  tin  botanical  cases  from  which  peep  way- 
side weeds  and  trailing  brambles.  His  scholars, 
who  swarm  around  him  like  bees  expecting  to 
draw  forth  honey  from  these  poor  plants,  are 
an  example  to  young  ladies  in  England, 
who,  favoured  with  a  far  richer  flora,  pay  so 
little  attention  to  botany,  perhaps  daunted  by 
their  very  emharras  de  riches ses,  whereas  in  this 
scantier  store  the  history  of  each  little  twig 
and  leaf  is  learnt  and  valued.  But  are  we  not 
in  the  land  of  Linnaeus  ? 

In  the  large  room,  where  the  lesson  on 
Swedish  grammar  is  going  forward,   stands  a 
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fine  statue  of  Iduna,  the  Scandinavian  goddess 
of  youth,  the  young  and  beautiful  wife  of  Brage, 
the  poet-god,  a  gift  from  Miss  Bremer. 

Iduna  is  represented  as  holding  a  basket  of 
apples,  those  celebrated  mythological  apples 
which  she  distributed  to  the  Scandinavian 
deities  to  keep  them  immortal.  Had  it  been  in 
England  the  legend  might  have  run  that  same 
were  used  for  sauce  to  the  divine  roast-pork 
on  which  they  feasted  in  Valhalla,  supplied  by 
that  convenient  perpetual  pig  Schrimner,  that 
came  to  life  again  each  succeeding  morning. 

On  one  occasion,  the  legend  says  that  Iduna 
was  carried  off,  and,  unfortunately,  her  store 
of  apples  with  her,  on  which  the  poor  gods  and 
goddesses  grew  infirm  and  greyheaded,  and 
there  would  have  been  an  end  of  their 
immoi-talities  had  not  a  lucky  chance  brought 
back  Iduna  and  her  treasures. 

I  suppose  that  the  moral  of  Iduna  standing 
here,  is  this  :  that  these  young  students  are  to 
go  forth,  not  destroying  like  Eve,  with  her 
fatal  apple,  but  animating  and  gladdening  every 
being  that  crosses  their  path  with  the  life- 
giving  principle  of  the  apples  of  Iduna. 

But  now  again  to  the  lecture-rooms. 
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Do  you  see  that  young^  Iduna  in  her  soft, 
flowing  dress,  and  golden-brown  plaited  hair, 
hastening  through  the  door  ?  She  is  going  to 
teach  the  little  children.  The  apartments 
appropriated  to  them  are  near  the  room  where 
Fru  Petersson  sits  amongst  the  cloaks,  and 
terminate  on  that  sid^  the  suite  of  lecture- 
rooms.  The  fair,  tall  young  lady  who  led  in  the 
little  flock  of  lambs  just  now  and  has  again  led 
them  out,  reminds  me  of  a  graceful  Swedish 
birch-tree,  its  pure  white  stem  a  type  of  purity. 
Of  her,  my  Ingeborg,  I  shall  have  to  speak 
repeatedly  in  these  pages ;  she,  however,  the 
pleasant  young  creature  who  has  just  passed 
through  the^oor  is  Edla  G . 

Ingeborg  and  Edla,  both  the  offspring  of 
Hertha,  are  dear  friends,  having  many  interests 
in  common.  They  are  equally  ingenuous, 
equally  devoted  to  the  Seminarium  and  its 
objects,  and  teaching  comes  naturally  to  them, 
especially  teaching  children.  They  have  each 
one  besides,  her  own  favourite  study.  Edla's  is 
like  Jenny's,  mathematics ;  she  could  spend 
whole  days  (did  she  not  think  it  wrong)  over 
her  problems,  and  find  the  hours  pass  away 
only  too  rapidly. 
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*'I  love  mathematics,"  she  says,  ''because 
they  make  the  intellect  clear,"  and  certainly 
she  looks  like  one  whose  brain  never  could  be 
muddled.  Edla  is  a  worthy  compeer  of 
Mamsell  Sjostrom,  who,  instructed  by  her 
father,  now  prepares  the  greater  number  of  sea- 
captains  to  pass  their  necessary  mathematical 
examinations. 

With  Ingeborg  it  is  physiology.  She  studies 
the  laws  of  health  and  the  human  frame  with  an 
earnest  devotion  which  is  very  striking,  above 
all  by  its  unobtrusiveness.  She  is  the  spirit  of 
unobtrusiveness  itself,  and  as  the  professors 
require  female  assistants  to  aid  the  students  in 
their  studies,  she  takes  this  department. 

Ingeborg  lives  near  the  Seminarium  with 
her  mother,  a  lady  in  delicate  health,  who 
clings  to  her  dutiful  daughter  with  a  child-like 
devotion.  She  inspires  me  with  such  respect 
that,  if  looking  forth  from  my  window  I  catch 
sight  of  her  slim,  graceful  figure  crossing  the 
square  between  her  home  and  the  Seminarium, 
I  am  delighted. 

Both  Ingeborg  and  Edla  are  welcome  guests 
at  Miss  Bremer's  ;  she  is  their  Tante  Fredrika, 
as  well  as  mine,  therefore  we  are  cousins. 
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Edla  resides  with  Mrs.   Fredrika  L ,  a 

young,  wealthy,  and  benevolent  lady,  a  friend  of 
Miss  Bremer's  ;  thus  there  is  a  sort  of  double 
intercourse  with  Edla.  Besides  this,  Hulda  knows 
her  family,  and  told  me  the  other  day  with 
great  enthusiasm  about  the  summer  visit  which 
she  once  paid  them  in  Gottland,  the  large  im- 
portant island  in  the  Baltic  where  Edla's  parents 
always  reside.  The  house,  surrounded  by 
copses,  is  situated  at  some  distance  from  the 
sea,  in  the  midst  of  solitary  country.  The 
father,  mother,  and  six  daughters  form  the 
family.  The  only  son,  a  fine,  promising  youth, 
was  drowned  some  years  since,  an  event  which 
has  left  an  indelible  shade  of  melancholy  over 
the  father's  mind.  All  the  girls  are  cheerful 
and  clever,  but  all  different  in  character,  and 
each  with  her  especial  occupation.  They  all, 
however,  enjoy  their  rural  life  and  its  open-air 
employments,  taking  their  part  in  haymaking 
and  other  country  work. 

Mr.  G ,  the  father,  read  ^*  Hertha"  when 

it  came  out,  and  though  it  drew  so  unfavourable 
a  picture  of  Swedish  fathers,  entirely  agreed 
with  the  views  of  its  author.  Like  a  liberal- 
minded  man  as  he  was,  he  opened  his  heart  to 
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liis  daughter  Edla,  and  found  that  she,  Hke 
Hertha,  was  desirous  of  working  out  a  path  in 
life  for  herself,  and  of  employing  the  noble 
gifts  which  God  had  given  her,  more  efficiently 
than  the  narrow  customs  of  the  old  Swedish 
home  allowed. 

On  the  opening,  therefore,  of  the  Semi- 
narium,  she  had  no  difficulty  in  removing  to 
Stockholm  and  availing  herself  of  the  privileges 
it  offered.  Edla  is  now  bent  upon  devoting 
herself  to  the  education  of  the  very  poor.  For 
the  present,  however,  she  is  making  herself  so 
useful  in  the  Seminarium,  that  even  when  her 
time  of  probation  is  over,  I  question  whether 
they  will  part  with  her.  Her  influence  is 
already  acknowledged,  for  though  still  but  a 
pupil,  her  opinion  and  her  approval  have 
weight  with  alL 


CHAPTER  V. 

OUT    AND   ABOUT    IN    STOCKHOLM. 

Let  us  now  walk  into  the  busy  market-place. 
First  we  come  to  the  stout,  jolly,  vegetable 
women.  The  red  onions  that  they  are  selling 
are  amazingly  like  small  hyacinth-bulbs,  and 
although  it  is  now  October,  we  see  a  few  green 
peas,  broad  beans  and  French  beans,  for  sale. 


Next  are  the  stalls  of  meal,  and  the  bins  of 
knackebrod.      Everybody  eats  kniickebrod.     It 
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is  the  staff  of  life  for  all  ages  and  all  classes. 
Miss  Bremer  when  in  America  felt  the  want  of 
it  dreadfully. 

Primitive  peoples  seem  to  make  some  one 
simple  dish,  or  preparation  of  flour  or  oatmeal, 
their  yery  bread  of  life.  We  have  something 
of  this  in  our  northern  portions  of  England,  to 
say  nothing  of  Scotland,  in  the  oat-cake  and 
porridge,  perhaps  the  remains  of  the  Scandi- 
navian diet  brought  over  by  the  Danes.  To 
their  porridge  and  oat-cake,  the  Yorkshire  and 
Northumberland  people  will  often  lovingly 
return  when  transported  even  to  wealthy 
London,  and  surrounded  by  the  modern  luxu- 
rious varieties  of  food. 

To  the  Swedes,  the  kndcJcehrdd  is  one  of  the 
chief  essentials  of  life.  There  are  actually  bins 
of  it  sta,nding  daily  in  the  market  of  Stockholm. 
It  is  a  thin  kind  of  bread,  quite  brown  and 
crisp,  pricked  all  over,  and  very  much  like  our 
north-country  clap-bread  in  appearance,  size, 
and  thickness,  excepting  that  it  has  a  hole  in 
the  middle  by  which  it  is  strung  in  piles. 

It  is  now  ten  o'clock,  and  the  ladies  are 
returning  from  market,  some  attended  by  their 
servant  maids,  or  jungfrus,  as  they  are  called, 
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others  alone ;  and  multitudes  of  jungfrus  also 
^vitllout  Uieir  mistresses,  with  their  baskets  of 
meat,  fish,  and  vegetables,  and  eighteen  or 
twenty  kniickebrod  hanging  by  a  string  to 
their  finger,  and  very  probably  also,  a  little 
fjiu-like  bunch  of  fir-twigs,  wliich  being  the 
ordinary  house-broom,  requires  very  frequently 
to  be  renewed,  nor  are  they  returning  late  from 
market,  though  it  may  now  be  eleven  o'clock, 
as  the  general  dinner-time  in  Stockholm  is  three. 

The  lower-class  maid-servant,  or  piga, 
mswering  to  our  servant-of-all-work,  is  also 
net  at  every  turn,  with  her  cotton  kerchief 
ied  over  her  head,  and  her  hands  laden  with 
ill  kinds  of  market  commodities. 

There  is  a  good  deal  of  rank  and  position 
imongst  servants  here.  The  upper-class  ser- 
'ants,  or  jungfrus,  frequently  wear  black- silk 
landkerchiefs  on  their  heads.  Sara,  Miss  Bre- 
iier's  servant,  would  regard  it  as  a  mortal  offence 
0  be  called  a  piga,  she  requires  herself  to  be 
onominated  by  the  Knutsson  family,  and  by  all 
therslpresume,as  "  MamsellBremer'sjungfru.'* 

The  women  of  the  lower  class  have  also  their 
ink  and  degree,  which  are  punctiliously 
laintained, — thus,  the  laundress  or  charwoman 
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is  Madam,  but  the  shop-keeper,  and  the  lady 
who  lets  lodgings,  as  my  Mrs.  Knuteson,  for 
instance,  is  Fru,  I  hardly  know  what  would 
be  the  consequence  of  Mamsell  Bremer's  jung- 
fru  addressing  this  worthy  individual  as 
Madam,  certainly  Sara  would  be  a  piga  for  the 
rest  of  her  days. 

A  young  lady  is  Mamsell ;  one  of  noble 
family,  Frohen.  Herman  and  Fritz  always 
address  me  as  Froken  ;  their  mother,  on  the 
other  hand,  intending  to  be  still  more  correct, 
addresses  me  as  Mees. 

There  was  a  time  when  noble  young  ladies 
were  Jungfrus,  and  kings'  daughters  only 
Frokens.  But  the  rule  of  civilization  seems  to  be 
that  of  mounting  ever  upwards,  and  this  strug- 
gling after  empty  titles,  even  down  to  the  very 
lowest,  is  a  part  of  the  same  thing  ;  thus  the 
madams  of  the  market  will  address  each  other 
as  Fru,  just  as  our  poor  folks  speak  of  each 
other  as  ^*that  lady,"  or  '^  that  gentleman." 

And  now,  whilst  we  are  walking  amongst  the 
market-women,  let  me  mention  a  few  particulars 
which  relate  to  female  trading. 

In  the  first  place,  women  come  of  age  ic 
Sweden  at  twenty  five. 
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In  1840,  the  following  regulations  were 
passed,  viz. :  that  a  widow,  a  wife  separated 
from  her  husband,  or  a  spinster,  having  Swedish 
citizenship,  possessed  the  right,  whether  in 
town  or  country,  of  selling  articles  made  in  her 
own  workshop,  and  assisted  by  journeymen, 
apprentices,  and  other  workmen  ;  or  of  carrying 
on  the  business  of  baker,  butcher,  or  brewer,  on 
condition  of  her  having  partaken  of  the  Holy  Com- 
munion ;  of  her  being  of  age,  being  a  w^oman 
of  good  character,  and  able  to  read,  to  write  legi- 
bly, and  to  work  the  simple  rules  of  arithmetic. 

Unmarried  women  also,  having  attained  the 
age  of  twenty-five,  may  sell  any  articles  of  their 
own  making,  and  this  privilege  is  granted  even 
to  those  who  are  under  age,  provided  that 
sufficient  reason  can  be  given. 

Moreover,  married  women  of  good  character, 
who  can  produce  certificates  of  a  sufficient  know- 
ledge of  the  Christian  faith,  may  freely  carry  on  the 
trades  of  milliner,  dealer  in  old  clothes,  market- 
woman,  tobacconist,  and  seller  of  pins  and 
small  wares,  the  same  privilege  extending  also 
to  unmarried  women,  provided  they  are  of  age. 

Further,  permission  was  granted  in  1859  to 
married   women   not  only   to  carry  on  retail 
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trades  in  town  and  in  the  market-places  of  tli 
kingdom,  but  also  to  open  shops  in  the  country 
the  same  extending  also  to  unmarried  women,' 
if  of  age. 

Having  thus  ascertained  that  all  these  good 
market-women,  shop-keepers,  and  other  dealers, 
are  persons  of  good  character,  communicants, 
having  a  sufficient  knowledge  of  the  Christian 
faith,  and  having  attained  to  years  of  discretion, 
we  will  proceed  on  our  ramble  amongst  them, 
fearless  of  contamination. 

Beyond  the  sellers  of  knackebrod  are  stalls 
with  hot  coffee,  rusks  and  little  loaves,  very 
acceptable  to  the  country  people  and  hucksters 
who  daily  frequent  the  market.  These  stand' 
along  the  middle  thoroughfare,  on  the  other  side 
'of  which  are  meat- stalls  and  hundreds  of  milk- 
carts,  shabby  little  wooden  carts  containing 
large  brown  metal  and  tin  pails  of  milk  and 
cream,  each  drawn  by  a  shaggy,  stor 
dun- coloured  horse,  and  watched  over  by  2 
buxom  countrywoman,  and,  by- the -by,  it  ii 
curious  that,  whilst  in  France  white  horses  ar( 
universal,  any  of  that  colour  are  very  rare  here 
The  quantity  of  rich,  excellent  milk  an( 
abundant  cream,  brought  daily  into  Stockholm 
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is  truly  astonishing.  The  fact  is,  that  nobody 
dreams  of  anything  else  but  thick  cream  ^Yith 
;heir  coffee,  and  men,  women,  and  children 
drink  tumblers  of  milk  during  the  day  in 
a  style  suited  to  nothing  but  a  farm-house 
in  England,  and  not  even  there.  Milk 
also  forms  a  great  ingredient  in  cooking.  For 
instance,  a  not  uncommon  soup  is  milk  boiled 
with,  sweet  almonds  and  white  sugar,  and  eaten 
with  sweetened  bread  ;  then  there  is  no  end  to 
;he  various  kinds  of  porridge  composed  of,  or 
eaten  with  milk,  which  take  the  place  of  our 
Duddings  and  other  milk  dishes.  Dairy-men 
or  women  must  drive  a  thriving  trade  in 
Stockholm. 
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Hulda,  who  has  possessed  from  childhood  a 
remarkahle  faculty  for  cutting  out  in  a  second 
or  two  characteristic  groups  in  paper,  gives  us 
here  a  milk-woman  in  her  cart ;  the  vegetable 
stall  has  been  given  already,  and  now  we  have 
a  basket- seller  who  has  his  stand  amongst  the 
minor  vendors. 


You  must  know  that  these  baskets  are  not 
wicker,  but  rather  wooden,  being  composed  of 
bands  of  birch,  and  are  mostly  square  or 
oblong.  The  vendor  is  a  Balecarlian,  in  his 
quaint,  undyed,  white  sheepskin  coat,  the  wool 
turned  inside  and  appearing  like  a  fringe  at  the 
hot  com.  Near  him  stand  the  vendors  of  pots 
and  pans,  but  to  my  surprise  and  some  little 
disappointment  I  find  here  no  quaint  pottery ; 
nothing   as   original   in   form   or   effective  in 
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colour  as  the  German  or  Swiss.  There  would 
be  but  little  fear  of  the  earthen  pot  being 
broken  by  the  copper  vessel  here,  because  all 
kinds  of  pots  and  pans  used  for  domestic 
purposes  are  of  copper,  and  not  remarkable 
either  for  quaintness  or  elegance  of  form  as  in 
Algeria.  I  cannot  therefore  gratify  my  friends 
at  home  by  enriching  their  collections  of 
pottery  by  any  contributions  from  Sweden. 

The  Dalecarlian  peasants  form  one  of  the 
most  picturesque  features  of  Stockholm  street 
life.  These  people,  men  and  w^omen,  who 
throng  to  the  capital  from  their  beautiful,  historic 
Dalarne,  or  the  Dales,  as  the  province  is  called, 
the  land  of  Gustavus  Vasa,  the  father  of  the 
Vasa  line  and  their  great  Protestant  Keformer, 
take  in  Stockholm  the  place  of  our  Irish  in 
London,  but  with  a  very  different  result !  How 
unlike  to  our  dirty,  slip -shod  orange  woman  is 
the  clean,  industrious  Dalecarlian  peasant  in 
her  Sunday  attire !  The  white  chemise  with 
wide  sleeves  sewn  into  a  band  at  the  wrists,  small 
bodice,  perhaps  of  tan- coloured  leather,  dark 
blue  or  black  woollen  petticoat,  short  enough  to 
reveal  the  queer,  loose  scarlet-knitted  stockings, 
giving  the  idea  of  ill-fitting  trousers,  handsome, 
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well-made  black  boots,  with  a  clog  on  the  ball 
of  the  sole  to  correspond  with  the  heel,  and  a 
long  woollen  apron,  woven  in  handsome  stripes 
of  brilliant  green,  scarlet,  and  orange,  or  some 
other  equally  effective  arrangement  of  colour^. 
Thus  seen,  she  furnishes  a  charming  picture. 
Some  of  these  women  wear  on  their  heads 
pointed  stuff  caps,  with  two  side- streamers ; 
others  tight-fitting  skull-caps,  and  others  again, 
caps  made  of  bright  coloured  chintz .  Hedemora, 
Sater,  and  other  places  in  the  Dales,  have  each 
their  distinct  cap.  In  addition  to  all  this  must  by 
no  means  be  forgotten  the  brilliant  tassels  which 
are  hung  about  the  costume  in  the  queerest  way 
imaginable,  and  as  it  appears  to  me,  in  a  per- 
fectly arbitrary  manner  and  without  any  appa- 
rent purpose ;  but  after  all,  I  suspect,  according 
to  the  style  of  the  district  from  which  they  come. 
Many  of  these  women  occupy  themselves  in 
hair-work,  and  produce  the  most  delicate 
devices.  Many  young  Dalecarlian  girls  carry 
about  little  birch  boxes  containing  bracelets  and 
rings  of  their  own  work  in  hair  for  sale.  Some 
of  these  hardy  peasant-women  also  engage  m 
themselves  as  gardeners  at  gentlemen's  houses, 
undertaking    the    entire    charge    of    digging,,] 
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planting,  rolling,  pruning,  &c.  When  they 
have  in  this  way,  by  care  and  industry,  saved  a 
little  sum  of  money,  they  return  to  the  Dales, 
and  not  unfrequently  again  make  their  appear- 
ance in  their  old  scenes  with  a  husband.  Such 
are  the  Dalecarlian  women.  As  for  the  men,  they 
have  a  most  singularly  soft,  sheepish  appearance. 
For  instance,  I  last  Sunday  met  one  walking 
between  two  gaily  dressed  women ;  he  wore  a 
long  sheepskin  coat  reaching  to  the  ancles,  and 
a  round  crowned  hat.  The  ordinary  costume 
is  a  loose  grey-blue  cloth  coat,  leather  breeches, 
and  frequently  a  leathern  apron,  often  as  fresh 
as  if  he  were  a  smith  about  to  strike  the  forge 
for  the  first  time.  Children,  whether  boys  or 
girls,  are  attired  exactly  like  their  parents,  and 
look  like  little  men  and  women. 
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These  peasants  will  form  a  brilliant  contrast 
with  the  glittering  snow,  when  it  comes.  At 
present,  however,  the  weather  is  still  warm, 
with  a  bracing  air.  This  surprises  me,  as  Stock- 
holm is  in  the  same  latitude  as  the  northern  part 
of  dreary,  desolate  Labrador,  the  mildness  of  the 
climate  being  explained  by  the  Gulf  stream.  Hol- 
lyhocks, sunflowers,  china-asters,  coreopsis,  are 
still  in  flower  in  the  Horticultural  Garden,  but  the 
beds  look  sodden  and  autumnal.  Spite  of  this  mild 
weather — St.  Brita's  summer,  as  it  is  called — 
Dalecarlian  peasant  women  are  putting  on  their 
short  coquettish,  white  sheepskin  jackets,  with 
their  warm  woolly  insides,  which  form  an  orna- 
mental border.  I  am  never  tired  of  looking  at 
these  peasants,  Avho  when  attired  in  their  clean, 
brilliant,  holiday  best,  look  like  bits  of  poetry 
out  for  a  walk. 

There  are  no  little  crossing- sweepers  nor 
shoe-blacks  in  the  streets  of  Stockholm,  any 
more  than  in  Paris  ;  nor,  with  only  one  excep- 
tion, have  I  ever  seen  a  beggar,  for  mendicity 
is  strictly  forbidden,  and  had  this  one  old  man 
been  seen  to  beg,  he  would  have  been  punished, 
as  public  provision  is  made  for  the  poor.  You 
sometimes,  but  by  a  very  rare  chance,  hear 
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a  ^^  positiv,  '*  as  a  liand-organ  is  called, 
playing  airs  from  Norma,  or  even  the  Old 
Hundredth,  which  seem  strangely  familiar  to 
me,  and  being  rare,  they  are  by  no  means  such 
positive  nuisances  as  with  us. 

Old  women  are  also  allowed  to  turn  an  honest 
halfpenny  by  selling  pepparlcalwr  and  brown 
Banska  harameller,  or  Danish  bulls-eyes,  which 
re  great  favourites  wdth  the  children  here,  and 
one  of  these  old  madams,  being  probably  of  a  poli- 
tical turn,  reads  diligently  the  newspaper,  seated 
by  her  stall  in  a  little  round  tub  with  a  back  to  it. 

It  will  be  some  time,  I  fear,  before  I  can  pro- 
perly understand  the  division  of  trades  in  this 
northern  capital.  For  example,  one  shop,  the 
first  we  come  to,  sells  ribbons,  but  will  have 
nothing  to  do  with  sewing  silk  and  pearl-buttons. 
This  man  in  the  Norrmalm  will  sell  you  a  hair- 
l)rush,  but  cannot  accommodate  you  with  a 
comb.  He  very  obligingly  tells  you,  however, 
that  there  is  a  comb- shop  in  the  city.  Imagine 
this  when  you  are  in  a  great  hurry !  Again, 
you  enter  a  garninagasin,  where  you  know 
worsted  or  yarn  is  sold  by  the  pole  outside, 
from  which  are  hung  skeins  of  wool.  Inside  you 
behold  all  the  various  compai'tments  behind  tho 
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counter,  filled  with  these  articles  in  infinite 
variety  of  colour  and  shade.  You  select  your 
wool  or  yarn,  which  is  nicely  folded  in  paper 
and  presented  to  you,  with  a  convenient  loop  in 
the  string  for  you  to  carry  it  by  ;  but  when  you 
ask  for  knitting-needles  the  polite  shopman 
looks  amazed,  just  as  if  yarn  and  knitting 
needles  had  no  kind  of  connection.  At  the 
next  door,  photogen  oil  for  lamps,  threads,  tapes, 
and  dried  fish  are  sold.  Again,  a  pole  over  a 
shop-door  exhibits  a  display  of  coloured  drapery 
in  festoons ;  this  indicates  that  here  thick, 
quilted  cotton  counterpanes  may  be  bought, 
coarse  dresses,  horse-rugs,  and  other  incon- 
gruities. Crinolines  being  light,  fantastic  arti- 
cles, are  ranged  with  fringe,  pen- wipers,  and 
chi'na  doll's  heads.  One  imagines  that  all  the 
necessaries  of  life  are  classified  according  to 
species  and  genus,  but  where  can  the  resem- 
blance be  found  between  furniture  and  Cobbs's 
tea  mixture  ?  Such  facts  overturn  theories. 
There  is  utter  confusion  in  buying  things.  It 
is  as  impossible  to  find  the  right  place,  as  it  is 
to  know  the  right  name  by  which  a  shop  is 
called.  We  in  England  make  our  good  old 
homely  word,  shop,  serve  for  any  place  where 
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goods  are  sold.  Here,  on  the  contrary,  you  liavo 
Butih  or  Bod — an  ancestor  of  our  booth  ;  Ma- 
(jasin,  Fahrih,  and  Handel,  though  this  last  pro- 
perly means  trade,  are  all  applicable  to  the 
shop ;  thus  they  say  silhcshandel,  silk-shop, 
hokhandel,  or  hoklada — otherwise  book-box,  or 
book-shop  ;  but  the  baker's  shop  will  be  a  hrod- 
magasin ;  whilst  a  butcher  announces  a  vent, 
Gallic- Swedish  being  necessary  for  him. 

Nevertheless,  there  are  some  very  English 
reminders  in  the  shop -windows,  which,  if  one 
suffered  from  home- sickness,  might  be  consola- 
tory. Thus,  here  is  a  depot  for  *'  Fox's  Paragon 
Umbrellas,"  the  windows  displaying  the  familiar 
print  of  gentlemen  walking  in  very  heavy  rain 
under  green  or  blue  patent  umbrellas.  Another 
shop,  this  time  for  earthenware,  shows  you  the 
homely,  despised  willow-pattern  plates  and 
dishes,  standing  in  the  place  of  honour  amongst 
the  universal  white  ware  so  general  all  the 
continent  over ;  to  say  nothing  of  * '  Crosse  and 
Blackwell's  Pickles,"  and  ''Reading  Biscuits" 
in  a  victualiehandel,  amongst  lobsters  and 
square  miles  of  butter  and  dried  sausages. 

Still  more  hopeless  is  the  mode  of  address 
here,  where  there  is  an  infinitude  of  titles,  femi- 
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nine  as  well  as  masculine,which,  unless  you  have 
the  privilege  of  saying  i/ioit,  must  always  be  used. 

Miss  Bremer  said  to  me  the  other  day,  *'  I  grew 
so  tired  in  America  of  people  asking  me  perpe- 
tual questions.  We  Swedes  are  not  so  inquisitive." 

Ah,  blessed  Tante  Fredrika,  no  Swede  could 
possibly  be  so  ! 

Think  only  of  having  to  say,  ^'  Does  the 
Commissary  of  the  Kevenue  suffer  from  the  cold 
of  our  climate  ?"  ''  Does  the  First  Gentleman 
of  the  Bed-chamber  admire  the  writing  of  our 
poet,  So-and-so?  "  ^'Does the  Kural  Dean's  lady 
take  sugar  in  the  Eural  Dean's  lady's  coffee  ?" 
In  very  desperation  one  must  be  silent. 

In  Swedish  books  you  always  find  ni  used  as 
the  second  person  plural.  But  what  is  consi- 
dered as  allowable  in  literature  is  not  so  in  daily 
parlance.  I,  at  first,  used  ni  in  my  ignorance, 
and  asked  Hulda  why  she  did  not  do  the  same. 
She  looked  astonished,  and  replied  :  ^'  The 
Queen  would  say  ni  to  her  dresser,  and  a  coun- 
tess would  say  the  same  to  her  bailiff,  but  it 
would  never  do  for  me  to  use  ni  to  any  one." 

Some  years  since  a  '*  ni-society"  was  estab- 
lished by  a  band  of  social  reformers,  who  all 
signed  their  names  to  a  resolution  of  using  this 
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pronoun  you  indiscriminately,  to  high  or  low, 
friend  or  foe.  But,  alas  for  human  endeavours, 
their  ni  became  nihil. 

In  the  meantime,  people  help  themselves  out 
of  their  quandaries  the  best  they  can  ;  that  is, 
by  the  most  wonderful  use  of  passive  verbs  ; 
for  instance,  looking  enquiringly  at  the  First 
Gentleman  of  the  Bed-chamber,  you  may  say, 
''  Are  the  writings  of  our  poet.  So-and-so,  ad- 
mired ?"  or,  glancing  at  the  Kural  Dean's  lady, 
**  Will  sugar  be  agreeable  ?" 

In  Stockholm  the  correct  thing  is  to  live  in 
the  Norr,  or  North  Malm,  and  likewise  that  your 
windows  should  face  the  street.  Most  houses 
have  an  inner  court,  and  you  might  expect  to 
be  treated  a  little  patronizingly  if  you  said  you 
lived  one  storey  up,  pa  garden,  or  in  the  court. 
Thus,  as  you  walk  in  this  Mayfair  of  Stockholm, 
you  see  it  written  up  that  Tailor  Limetwig  lives 

o  o 

pa  garden  ;  often,  too,  the  lower  storey  is  occu- 
pied by  some  tradesman  or  mechanic.  Joiner 
Villagebrook  it  may  be ;  whilst  to  a  pole  pro- 
jecting from  the  next  window  is  hung  an  orna- 
mental frame  of  glass,  denoting  that  there  the 
glassmaster  or  glazior,  Elmleaf,  is  to  be  found, 
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though  a  famous  Baron  lives  on  the  floor  above. 
Apropos  of  names,  the  Swedes  surely  carry 
their  love  of  nature  into  their  very  names  ;  such 
endless  branches,  twigs,  leaves,  hills,  brooks, 
and  strands  occur  on  every  side.  The  very 
Swedish  nightingale  herself  bore  the  name  of 
Jenny  Limetree.  But  now  to  return  to  the 
windows  of  the  lower  storey  of  our  Belgravia ; 
here  we  see  displayed  a  mixture  of  saffron-buns, 
rolls,  rusks,  gingerbread,  apples,  and  little  twists 
amongst  the  flower-pots,  together  with  a  black 
board,  on  which  is  depicted  a  pair  of  gloves  in 
white  paint,  shewing  that  gloves  are  here  cleaned ; 
also  an  announcement  with  regard  to  goloshes, 
that  *  *  they  are  repaired  after  the  English  method. ' ' 
I  think  that  the  greater  number  of  the  lower 
class  who  have  a  front  window  turn  a  penny  by 
selling  bread  ;  and  many  also  by  mending 
goloshes.  As  to  the  Kestauration  (Restaura- 
choons),  they  are  legion ;  little  humble  eating- 
houses,  some  standing  amongst  the  grand  dwell- 
ings of  great  people,  others  amongst  the  little 
wooden  houses  of  humbler  neighbourhoods. 
What  an  amazing  amount  of  restoration  people 
must  require,  to  judge  from  their  number ! 
But  this  restoration  is  of  a  very  inoffensive 
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kind,  bread  in  all  its  varieties,  milk,  cream,  and 
perhaps  coffee,  with  different  preparations  of 
cold  meat.  Other  eating  houses  there  are 
where  people  can  dine,  or  whence  dinners  can 
be  sent.  I  see  that  a  certain  **  Mamsell 
Sparrow  sends  out  dinners  of  two  excellent  and 
well-dressed  courses  for  sixpence."  Why  do 
not  English  people,  with  small  means,  come 
md  take  up  their  abode  in  Stockholm  ? 

One  of  my  first  sources  of  satisfaction  in 
his  city  was,  that  as  I  did  not  see  any  flaring 
^in- palaces,  there  must  be  a  greater  degree  of 
emperance  amongst  the  people  than  with  us  ; 
)ut  this  was  a  delusion.  You  need  only  cast 
rour  eye  for  a  short  time,  on  one  of  those 
ittle  doors  by  the  side  of  which  is  fastened  a 
ong  black  board  with  its  list  of  temptations, 
)rdnvin,  rom,  piinsch,  cogniac,  dc,  and  you  w^ill 
'  the  number  of  short,  sturdily-built  men,  in 
"ir  warm,  thick  garments,  and  big  leathern 
iprons  that  turn  in.  Brilnvin,  the  white  brandy 

I  i  stilled  from  corn  and  potatoes,  is  the  great 
•  inptation  of  this  country.  Good  Swedes 
grieve  over  the  immense  consumption  of  this 
pirit,  and  the  fearful  ravages  w^hich  it  makes 

II  what  might  otherwise  be  happy  homes.  Still 
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I  must  confess  that  though  this  sorrowful  fact 
remains,  I  have  not  seen  in  these  streets  so 
much  evidence  of  drunkenness  as  one  witnesses 
either  in  England  or  Germany. 

Brandy- drinking,  nevertheless,  and  oaths  are 
the  besetting  sins  of  the  poor.  Unfortunately, 
even  their  so-called  betters  set  them  a  bad  ex'- 
ample  as  regards  the  latter,  whatever  they  may 
do  as  to  the  former.  Gentlemen  seem  to  re- 
quire some  adjuration  to  the  Evil  One,  as  a  sort 
of  spice  to  their  conversation,  whilst  ladies 
restrict  themselves  to  the  holier  powers,  which, 
however,  if  only  by  its  constant  repetition, 
shocks  unaccustomed  ears. 

But  now  let  us  return  from  our  long  street- 
ramble,  and  to  shorten  the  way  we  will  go  on 
board  one  of  those  droll  little  steamboats,  with 
their  low  funnels,  which  go  puffing  backwards 
and  forwards  over  the  broad  channels,  like 
frightened  black-beetles.  Look  now  at  those 
peasant-women  rowing  in  that  boat,  their 
scarlet  headkerchiefs  contrasting  so  well  with 
their  cargo  of  large,  round,  pale  green  cab- 
bages. 


At    home    again.     And   all  honour  to  F 
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Kuutssoii ;  my  grand  front  room,  with  its  three 
windows,  is  now  ready.  Here's  a  health  to 
Fru  Knutsson  !  See,  how  smihng  she  looks, 
with  her  heavy  gold  chain  wound  thrice  round 
her  neck. 

**  The  doctor,"  she  says,  ^^  has  permitted 
the  poor  young  grosshandlare  to  move  into 
the  smaller  room.  Now  Mees's  present 
room  is  as  nice  as  any  fint  fruntimmer  (dainty 
lady)  can  desire,  and  with  stocks  in  the  win- 
dows !  Does  Mees  understand  what  stocks  are  ? 
Very  good  !  and  these  are  fine  stocks  fit  for 
Mees  to  look  after,  for  Count  Blackhelmet  left 
ihem.  He  was  a  very  great  gentleman,  and 
lad  the  room  so  full  of  flowers  that  it  smelt  like 

•  o 

aradise.  He  never  wanted  a  carpet,  hans  nad 
his  lordship)  did  not ;  but  Mees  shall  have  a 
arpet,  she  is  so  neat  and  particular.  Does 
lees  quite  understand  ?  Very  good,  and  here's 
he  key.  What  is  key  in  English  ?  Ah  !  very 
ueer  !     But  Mees  understands." 
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CHAPTEK    VI. 

MOSEBACKE. 

Oct.  18. — ^Again  a  glorious  day,  the  sky 
bright  and  clear,  and  the  sunshine  streaming 
in  through  the  windows,  though  now  with  slant 
rays,  for  it  is  about  [four  o'clock.  It  shone 
magnificently  on  Tante  Fredrika  and  me  some 
two  hours  ago,  as  we  stood  in  a  terraced 
pleasure-garden  on  the  top  of  Mosebacke,  or 
Moses-hill,  enjoying  the  wonderful  view  for 
which  the  spot  is  celebrated. 

In  the  days  of  the  famous  and  extraordinary 
Queen  Christina,  some  two  hundred  years  ago, 
an  old  mill,  called  Moses  mill,  stood  on  this 
lofty  eminence  amongst  thick  woods.  Now  a 
handsome  square,  which-  opens  into  this 
pleasure-garden,  occupies  the  summit  of  the 
hill.  The  South  Theatre,  an  imposing  edifice, 
and  the  School  of  Navigation  belong  to  the 
square ;   near  at  hand,  also,  is  the  immense 
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(  atlierinc  Church  with  its  tall  lantheni-sur- 
iiiounted  dome.     This  ornament  of  Stockliolm, 
however,  is  not  visible  from  our  pleasure  garden, 
nor  yet  any  part  of  Sodermalm,  that  quiet,  old- 
fashioned  quarter,  where  trees  grow  in  court- 
yards, and  green  fields,  grey  rocks,  and  quaint 
\vindmills  ruralise  the  scene.     We,  on  the  con- 
trary,   look    only   northward    and  behold  the 
wliite,  massive  walls,  and  red  roofs  of  the  rest  of 
Stockholm,  interspersed  with  glittering  waters. 
The  tall,  elegant  iron  spire  of  the  picturesque 
r(^d  brick  church  on  the  Kiddarholm,  or  Knights' 
Island,  arrests  our  eye  ;  and  no  wonder, — for  the 
church  is  a  casket  containing  the  mouldering 
pomp  and  glory  of  kings,  nobles,  and  knights 
of  the  Seraphim  order.     Its  very  bell,  called 
the  Seraphim,  never  rings  save  for  the  solemn 
funeral  pageant,  or  to  toll  for  the  illustrious 
(load.     Amongst  the  mortal  remains  of  many 
a  lesser  king  and  queen,  lie  those  of  the  mighty 
Ci  ustavus  Adolphus,  the  Protestant  warrior  and 
the  worthy  monarch,  w^hose  name  is  a  talisman 
in  Sweden,  and  of  Charles  XII.,  the  Alexander 
of  the  North  of  some,  the  half-mad  Quixote  of 
others.  Here,  too,  rest  the  sovereigns  of  the  new 
blood, — Bernadotte,  the  only  king  of  Napoleon's 
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making  who  was  permitted  to  reign  by  a  mightier 
Ruler;  and  who,  never  forgetting  his  origin,  said, 
*'I,  the  repubHcan  upon  a  throne,"  and  Oscar, 
his  great  and  noble-minded  successor.  Here 
lie  their  remains,  and  with  them  those  of  the 
amiable,  musical  Prince  Gustaf,  the  son  of  Oscar. 
This  mausoleum  stands  amongst  many 
Government  buildings,  near  the  statue  of 
the  acute,  daring  old  Birger  Jarl,  the  father 
of  kings,  and  the  founder  of  Stockholm. 
Riddarholm,  the  Whitehall  of  Stockholm,  forms 
one  of  the  three  islands  which  constitute  the 
city  proper ;  this  now  lies  below  us,  as  one 
island,  with  its  girdle  of  shipping,  and  the 
great  palace  loftily  rising  up  on  the  north  side, 
— a  true  type  of  the  royal  family  living  in 
the  heart  of  their  people.  The  fashionable 
Norrmalm,  with  its  various  spires  and 
domes  rising  out  of  its  mass  of  houses, 
ascends  gradually  northward,  with  the  shining 
white  building  and  black  cupola  of  the  observa- 
tory crowning  its  swelling  eminence,  beyond 
which  still  slowly  ascends  rocky  open  country, 
with  old  brown  and  red  windmills,  backed  by, 
the  dark  green  fir-woods  of  Solna  and  the] 
royal  parks  of  Haga  and  Bellevue. 
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.  Those  queer  old  mills  are  charming.  One 
of  them,  standing  loftily  on  its  piece  of  moor- 
land with  its  background  of  fir-woods,  is  seen 
from  the  window  of  Tante  Fredrika's  drawing- 
room,  over  the  house-tops,  and  is  a  great 
enjoyment  to  her.  To  complete,  however,  the 
picture  from  Mosebacke,  you  must  add,  on  the 
left,  the  Malar  with  its  rocky  shores  and  its 
low  birch- woods,  now  golden  in  their  autumn 
colouring,  and  on  the  right,  the  arm  of  the 
sea,  speckled  over  with  white  sails,  and  its  low 
rocky  shores,  giving  it  the  character  of  a  mighty 
river.  Along  its  northern  strand  extends  the 
beautiful  wooded  Djurgfird,  with  here  and  there 
a  villa  peeping  out  from  amidst  its  copses. 

What  the  Capitoline  Hill  is  to  Rome,  Mose- 
backe is  to  the  inhabitants  of  Stockholm. 
Every  visitor  is  taken  to  admire  the  view,  from 
the  royal  guest  escoiied  by  King  Carl  to  the  old 
peasant,  who  has  come  from  beautiful  northern 
Angermanland  laden  with  heathcocks  and  caper- 
cailie,  by  his  son  the  struggling  salesman. 

But  it  was  not  merely  courtesy  to  me,  the 
foreigner,  which  induced  Miss  Bremer  to  visit 
Mosebacke,  she  had  a  Samaritan  object  in  view, 
for  near  at  hand  lay  a  poor  sufferer  into  whose 
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wounds  this  loving  woman  pours  oil  and  wine. 
Accordingly  we  entered  a  large,  imposing''' 
house,  so  large  and  imposing  that  I  imagined 
it  must  be  some  poor  soul,  rather  than  some 
poor  body,  that  needed  her  consolation.  In  a 
few  minutes,  however,  I  understood  better.  We 
ascended  the  broad,  handsome,  stone  stair- 
case until  we  reached  the  garrets,  and  knocked 
at  an  unpainted  deal  door.  No  answer  being 
returned  Miss  Bremer  softly  opened  the  door, 
and  we  entered ;  when  to  my  surprise  we  were 
in  a  tolerably  large,  airy,  and  sunny  apartment, 
passing  through  which,  we  stood  in  a  second 
and  no  less  pleasant  room,  where  lay,  on  a 
clean  bed,  an  emaciated  elderly  woman.  Ad- 
vancing softly  to  the  bed-side  Miss  Bremer 
asked  how  ^'  lilla  Marie"  found  herself. 

*'  Lilla  Marie,"  who  was  anything  but  little, 
was  an  old,  faithful  servant  of  the  Bremer 
family,  who  had  been  a  dutiful  attendant  on 
Miss  Bremer's  mother;  she  now,  therefore, 
was  her  kind  friend  and  protectress  and  had 
provided  these  cheerful  rooms  for  her. 

The  sick  woman  poured  out  her  troubles  in 
a  weak  plaintive  voice  to  her  dear  mistress, 
whilst  I  sat  at  a  little  distance  by  the  window 
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lookinj^  over  the  white  houses  of  the  Sotlermalm 
towards  other  fresh,  rocky  hillocks  and  wind- 
mills, wondering  whetlier  I  could  see  Hornsgatan 
in  this  S()dermalm,  where  Swedenborg  lived  in 
an  old  mansion  with  a  spacious  garden  and  a  lit- 
tle pavilion,  where  he  conversed  with  his  spirit 
friends.  Presently,  however,  I  turned  to  the 
bed-side,  and  listened  with  emotion,  whilst  Miss 
Bremer  read  to  the  poor  sick  woman  from  the 
comforting  Gospel  of  St.  John,  she  drinking  in 
consolation,  not  from  the  words  only,  l>ut  also 
fi-om  the  beneficent  presence  of  the  reader. 

Just  as  the  book  was  closed,  a  cheerful  face 
looking  out  from  a  woollen  shawl,  peeped  in 
through  the  opening  door,  and  then  entered 
the  entire  person  of  a  kind,  neighbourly-looking 
"  Madam, "  holding  in  her  hand  a  brown  jar 
covered  with  a  cloth,  and  with  it  came  a  very 
savoury  smell. 

Many  short  little  curtseys  were  made  to  Miss 
GBremer,  who  thanked  the  new-comer  cordially 
for  her  goodness  to  Marie. 
;  *'  /  good  !  "  exclaimed  she  in  astonishment, 
!**  why  did  she  not  befriend  my  poor  helpless 
blind  girl,  and  didn't  she  tell  Mamsell  Bremer 

out  her,  and  Mamsell  Bremer  put  her  into 
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the  blind  school,  and  was  the  making  of  her. 
I  good !  I  do  nothiig  but  sweep  up  a  bit  and 
look  after  our  benefactor.  Now,  Marie  lilla, 
eat  some  of  our  good  soup,  so  that  Marie  may 
get  well,  and  open  her  little  shop  again  !  " 

Marie  smiled  feebly  and  shook  her  head. 
She  had  eaten  of  other  food  and  was  satisfied. 

*'  Now  step  in  with  me  here,"  said  Tante 
Fredrika,  after  we  had  descended  to  a  lower 
and  fashionable  storey. 

We  were  told  that  the  lady  and  gentleman  of 
the  house  were  out,  but  Miss  Bremer  said,  ^'  I 
will  go  in  and  see  my  little  friend." 

We  crossed,  therefore,  a  spacious  dining- 
room,  where  dinner  was  being  laid  on  one  oi 
the  round  tables  usual  here.  A  droll  little 
baby-boy  of  some  thirteen  months  old,  in  long, 
light  blue  cotton  trousers,  toddled  confidingl;y 
towards  us,  and  received  as  a  reward  a  little 
handful  of  sugar  eggs,  which  the  dear,  smiling, 
elderly  lady  produced  from  the  leather  bag 
which  she  always  carries  with  her. 

The  little  fellow  could  proceed  no  farther,  but 
sat  down  on  the  floor  to  contemplate  his  good 
luck,  whilst  we  were  shown  into  an  adjoining 
bed-room.     There  we  found  another  invahd,  a 
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little  suffering,  patient,  child  of  five  years  old ;  a 
sweet  little  girl  lying  on  her  crib,  to  which  she  was 
confined  by  some  affection  of  the  spine.  There 
she  lay  with  her  picture-book  of  animals  beside 
her,  and  her  doll  Clara  to  bear  her  company. 

How  pleased  she  was  to  see  her  visitor,  who, 
smiling  kindly,  said  that  she  and  Clara  must 
have  a  feast  together,  and  therefore  filled  the 
little  pewter  tureen  of  a  doll's  dinner  semce 
with  more  sugar  eggs. 

The  fiither,  a  tall,  gentlemanly  man,  a 
physician,  interested  in  phrenology,  to  judge 
from  his  collection  of  busts,  now  appeared,  and 
cordially  welcomed  Miss  Bremer,  who  took  him 
aside  to  speak  to  him  of  the  invalid  in  the 
garret,  he  listening  the  while  wdth  such  a 
quiet  look  of  benevolence  as  left  no  doubt  but 
that  she  was  in  good  hands. 

As  we  were  about  to  take  our  leave  the  wife 
entered,  an  agreeable-looking  lady,  of  English 
parentage,  her  father,  an  Englislmian,  having 
settled  in  Sweden.  We  were  at  once  friends, 
for  she  takes  great  interest  in  England,  though 
she  has  never  been  there. 


CHAPTEK  Vn. 

THE  DJURGARD  AND  THE  ROYAL  FAMILY. 

Oct.  25. — I  went  upstairs  to-day  and  |j 
found  a  little  levee.  It  was  then  half-past 
two.  Professor  Bergfalk  and  the  Finnish 
Major  M.  were  there,  and  an  elderly  lady  in  an 
ample  brown  cloth  cloak  and  a  large  black  silk 
hood,  for  as  winter  approaches  this  head-gear 
is  becoming  general.  I  had  never  seen  her 
before,  but  she  embraced  me  affectionately,  and 
addressed  me  as  ^' lilla  Engelskan,"  then  she 
patted  my  arm  and  smiled  cheerily  upon  me. 
This  happy  old  lady  is  Mamsell  Beata  Afzelius, 
the  sister  of  the  great  Swedish  collector  of  the 
old  traditionary  wealth  of  his  country.  fll 

As  well  as  being  a  poet  and  an  author, 
Afzelius  is  also  musical,  and  many  years  ago 
composed  the  Nechenspolska,  which  has  now 
become  a  national   song.     On  the  return  of 
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Jenny  Lind  to  her  native  land  in  1848,  he  also 
presented  to  the  Swedes  a  beautiful  collection 
of    songs    and    melodies,    preserving   the   old 
national  music,  which   ran  the  risk  of  being 
forgotten  for  more  degenerate  songs.     He  is 
the  clergyman  of  the  little  town  of  Enk()ping, 
where  he  has  lived  for  more  than  forty  years, 
and  though  now  verging  towards  eighty,  is  still 
hale  and  hearty,  and  writes  with  the  vigour  of 
his  youth.     His  nineteen  children,  principally 
sons,  were  brought  up  by  this  good,  affectionate 
aunt  Beata,  who  is  now  merely  passing  through 
Stockholm.      The    Professor    and    the    Major 
make   much   of  her;    so  does   Miss  Bremer, 
whilst  in  her  turn  the  ^*  goda   Beata "  pours 
out  affection  as  from  a  full  measure,  continually 
pressing,    and    stroking,    and    patting    Tante 
Fredrika's    little  hand    and   shoulders  in  the 
loving,  playful  manner  which  takes  the  place  of 
a  good  deal  of  kissing  and  hand-shaking  with 
us.      The    Swedish   verb    for    this    mode   of 
(;|  endearment  is  smeka,    and    is    there   not    an 
old  Celtic    word    similar    to   this,  which   w^as 
anciently  applied  in  a  religious  sense  ? 

Nor  were  these  the  sole  visitors.     Here  also 
was  Edla's  charming  Mrs.  Fredrika  L.,  as  she 
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is  called,  in  contradistinction  to  her  mother-in- 
law,  Mrs.  L.  This  latter  lady  suffers  from  an 
affection  of  the  eyes,  and  can  neither  read  nor 
write,  she  therefore  walks  about  their  handsome 
suite  of  apartments  amusing  her  little  grandson 
Erik  with  merry  stories,  and  delighting  every- 
one with  her  humorous  sallies  and  unwearying 
good  temper. 

Here,  too,  was  Baron  Wrede,  Miss  Bremer's 
cousin,  Major-General  and  Master  of  the 
Ordnance  ;  they  were  playmates  as  children, 
and  are  about  the  same  age.  She  tells  me 
that  when  her  cousin  was  born  a  most  unex- 
pected and  unaccountable  uproar  was  heard  in 
an  adjoining  apartment,  but  where,  after  the 
closest  search,  nobody  was  found.  The  house 
was  a  solitary  mansion  in  the  country,  nor 
could  the  noise  ever  be  explained.  The  family, 
however,  used  to  say,  *^  Fabian  will  be  a  great 
man,  and  make  a  great  noise  in  the  world.'' 

He  grew  up,  however,  quiet  and  studious, 
at  first  distinguishing  himself  only  by  his 
chemical  and  other  scientific  pursuits,  and  by 
the  invention  of  various  scientific  instruments. 
At  the  same  time,  his  merits  and  his  good 
service  obtained  for  him  promotion  in  the  army. 
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Ho  was  already  distiuguishcd  as  an  officer, 
when  he  verified,  as  his  family  believed,  the 
prediction  at  his  birth  by  his  improved  con- 
struction of  the  rifle,  now  in  use  by  the  volun- 
teers. 

But  this  Baron  Wrede  must  not  be  con- 
founded  with  the  Prince  of  the  same  name, 
whose  statue,  erected  by  Ludwig  of  Bavaria, 
stands  in  Heidelberg,  though  probably  they  may 
be  of  the  same  stock,  as  both  are  of  German 
descent.  I,  however,  become  puzzled  amongst 
the  many  Barons  Wrede.  One,  a  very 
agreeable  person,  is  in  constant  attendance  on 
the  king,  and  another,  who  comes  from  the 
south  of  Sweden,  is  studying  here. 

As  soon  as  the  guests  had  departed,  the 
finger  of  the  clock  in  the  tall,  wooden,  Corin- 
thian pillar  in  the  dining-room,  an  old  family 
heir-loom,  pointed  to  the  hour  of  three,  and  we 
sat  down  to  dinner. 

During  the  meal.  Miss  Bremer  said,  ^'  Lilla 
Hulda  will  go  to  my  poor  Marie  this  afternoon, 
and  read  to  her,  whilst  I  take  Lilla  Margret 
to  the  Djurgard.  Nobody  should  be  long  in 
Stockholm  without  seeing  the  park,  which  is  so 
much  associated  with  the   life   here.      Every 
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native  of  Stockholm  has  rcmemhrances  of 
piibhc  festivities,  jileasure  parties,  or  sohtarj 
ruralising  connected  with  it." 

I  was  right  glad  to  go.  It  was  a  splendid 
day,  clear  and  frosty,  and  much  colder  than 
any  day  previously.  St.  Brita's  summer  must 
now  quite  have  disappeared.  We  were  well 
wrapped  up,  and  greatly  enjoyed  the  keen, 
bracing  air. 

We  passed  on  our  way  a  grand  mansion  with 
wings,  now  used  as  an  almshouse,  connected 
with  whicli  is  a  curious  story,  which  Tante 
Fredrika  related  to  me,  and  which  again  has 
reference  to  the  Wredes. 

The  present  Baron  had  a  gallant  ancestor,] 
Henry  Wrede,  who  fought  with  his  king  in  the' 
battle  of  Kerckholm,  in  1505,  against  the 
Poles.  Seeing  his  sovereign  unhorsed  and  in 
danger,  he  leapt  from  his  charger,  which  he 
insisted  on  the  king  mounting,  and  so  doing 
he  escaped,  but  Wrede  was  killed.  The  king, 
deeply  affected  by  the  gallant  devotion  of  his 
follower,  immediately  settled  a  large  estate  in 
Finland  upon  his  widow  and  her  children. 
The  poor  lady,  however,  overcome  by  the  sense 
of  her  loss,  flung  back  the  deed  of  gift,  ex- 
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laiming,  **  Keep  your  lands,  your  majesty,  but 
[ive  rac  back  my  husband  !" 

The    estate,    however,   was    settled   on   the 
amily,  and  there  they  lived  for  some  genera- 
ions,    until,    on    some   emergency,  the  deeds 
leing  required  they  could  not  be  found,  and 
he  family,  then  reduced  to  poverty,  were  com- 
pelled to  leave.     This  was  as  far  back  as  the 
;re:it-grandmother  of  the  present  Baron,  and 
ihe  being  with  her  family  in  Stockholm,  w^as 
>bKgeI  to  make  gloves  for  their  support.     She 
vas  aa  excellent  woman,  and  Heaven  rewarded 
ler  for  her   noble   industry.     One  night  she 
Ireamod  that  the  lost  deeds  were  still  extant, 
md  might  be  found  by  search  in  this  grand  old 
nansion,   in  which   the   noble   De  la   Gardie 
amily   then   lived.     Her   husband   could   not 
)elievo    it.      Again    she    dreamed    the    same 
ream,  and  yet  a  third  time,  after  which  he 
onsentsd  to  go  and  make  enquiries.     When 
le  v.ent  he   found,  to  his  astonishment,  that 
he  De  la  Gardies  were  gone,   and  that  the 
:Ouse  was  unoccupied,  and  to  let.     This  was 
)rtunate  for  him,  and  he  made  a  careful  search 
irough   all   the   principal   rooms,   but   to  no 
'ect.     He  believed  now  of  a  truth,  as  he  had 
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done  before,   that  the  dreams  were  a  foolish 
delusion.      He    went,    however,    up    into    the 
garrets,  which   were   empty,   and   in  a  fit   of 
desperation,  if  under  no  other  impulse,  thrust 
his  arm  up  the  funnel  of  a  stove.     Here,  to  his 
infinite    amazement,  he   perceived    something, 
which,  taking  hold  of,  he  pulled  down  and  dis- 
covered to  be  a  bundle  of  parchments.     On 
opening  them,  incredible  as  it  may  seem,  the  lost 
royal  deed  of  gift  lay  before  him.     The  estate 
was  by  this  means  recovered,  and  the  present 
Wrede  family  owe  the  restoration  of  their  wealth 
to  the  dreams  of  their  hard-working  ancestress. 
The  large  square,  called  that  of  Carl  XIH., 
in  which  this  mansion  stands,  was  formerly  the 
royal  gardens.     Now,  however,  it  is  a  public 
promenade  with  handsome  avenues.     The  view 
hence  is  glorious  ;  the  palace  rises  majestically 
on  the  other  side  of  the  narrow  creek.     Many 
fine  houses,  the  Lesser  Theatre,  the  east  side 
of  the  large  church  of  St.  James,  celebrated 
for    its    organ,    surround  the  square,    in  the 
centre    of    which    stands   the    statue  of    Carl 
Xni.,  he   who    accepted    Bernadotte   as   hi^' 
successor,    supported  by  four  gigantic  bronz( 
Hons,  the  masterly  work  of  Fogelberg,  a  sculp- 
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)r,  now  deceased,  of  whom   Sweden  is  justly 
roud. 

*'  Why  are  not  the  lamb  and  the  dove,  those 
cnblems  of  peace,  used  as  national  symbols, 
istead  of  the  everlasting  lion  and  the  eagle  ?" 
miarked  I  in  passing,  to  which  Miss  Bremer 
3plied,  *'  We  must  wait  for  that  till  the  mil- 
mnium." 

Many  grand  people  w^erc  promenading  here, 
mongst  others  Madame  Michaeli,  the  present 
wedish  prima  donna. 

We  soon  went  on  board  one  of  the  droll 
ttle  steamers,  and  in  about  five  minutes  were 
1  the  Djurgard.  The  passage  was  very 
leasant,  the  warmth  of  the  boiler  made  me 
irget  that  it  was  cold,  whilst  the  clear  air  and 
le  early  sunset  reminded  me  of  a  bright 
inter  afternoon  in  England,  although  some 
ees  on  the  shore  still  retained  their  green 
aves. 

And  now  we  were  in  the  far-famed  Djurgrird, 
Qongst  oaks,  birches,  massive  grey  rocks, 
)oden  villas,  and  innumerable  **  summer 
easures,"  as  the  cafes  and  places  of  amuse- 
mt  are  called.  There  was  a  Tivoli  whence  a 
eat  racket  of  skittles  proceeded,  and  Hassel- 

H  2 


100  WITH    FREDRIKA    BREMER. 

backen  or  Hazel  Mount,  a  very  fashionable 
resort,  where  our  good  T ante  Fredrika  promises 
to  take  Hulda  and  me  in  summer  to  eat  ices  ; 
besides  many  other  pleasure  places,  not  to 
mention  a  wooden  theatre.  But  far  beyond 
any  of  these  in  attractiveness,  to  my  mind  is  the 
Djurgard  itself,  stretching  away  for  miles,  the 
most  beautiful  intermixture  of  land  and  water, 
sterility  and  verdure,  that  can  be  imagined. 
Broad  carriage-drives  extend  in  every  direction, 
often  through  woods,  and  whether  you  follow 
the  main  road  or  side-tracks  you  come  upon 
desolate  rock,  moss  and  lichen,  turf  and  forest- 
trees,  so  that  Stockholm  might  be  as  far  off  as  ji 
Paris. 

Bellman,  one  of  the  greatest  improvisatori 
that  ever  existed,  the  favourite  of  court  and 
country  during  his  joyous  lifetime,  and  to  the  ^ 
present  day  the  delight  of  his  native  land,  loved  j 
the  Djurgard,  and  sang  here  his  merry  im- 
provisations. His  bust,  backed  by  a  little  ,1 
circle  of  trees,  stands  therefore  suitably  in  this  2 
Swedish  resort  of  amusement  and  relaxation,  ,1 
and  we  will  hope  that  the  nectar  of  fresh  nature  || 
may  now  serve  instead  of  the  champagne  and  | 
brandy  which  he  lauded  in  his  verses. 
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As  we  stood  by  the  bust  of  this  remarkable 
man,  this  combined  Pindar  and  Anacreon,  as 
the  Swedes  say,  I  could  but  recall  the  scene  of 
his  death,  in  the  heyday  of  his  life  and  success. 
It  was  night,  and  his  friends  were  gathered 
around  him,  when  under  an  irrepressible  flow 
of  inspiration  he  poured  forth  his  song,  first 
praising  God  for  his  gladsome  existence  in  this 
glorious  north,  then  turning  to  each  of  his 
friends  sang  a  parting  farewell,  and  all  to  a 
different  tune  and  metre  corresponding  to  their 
character.  As  the  day  broke  his  friends  im- 
plored him  to  cease,  but  flushed  with  enthu- 
siasm he  replied,  **  Let  me  die  as  I  have  lived, 
in  music!"  and  went  on  singing.  So  his  life 
closed. 

It  is  noteworthy  how  many  Swedish  literary 
men  are  natural  musicians.  The  great  historian 
Geijer  is  one  instance  out  of  many.  Eloquence 
and  music  were  his  twin  geniuses. 

The  Ultima  Thule  of  bur  walk  was  a  sylvan 
spot,  where  sturdy  oaks  and  graceful  birches  in 
their  gorgeous  autumnal  attire  framed  a  massive 
golden  sunset,  turning  into  silver  the  great 
round  tranquil  moon  above  them. 

Taking  our  homeward  way  by  a  fresh  route, 
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we  soon  passed  Eosendal,  a  small,  unpretend- 
ing palace,  the  favourite  country  resort  of  Carl 
Johan,  and  where  he  superintended  the  im- 
provements of  the  Djurgard,  which  owes  much 
of  its  present  beauty  to  his  fostering  care. 

It  was  dusk,  but  as  we  proceeded  along  the 
broad  carriage -drive,  amongst  fir  and  other 
forest-trees,  with  a  creek  of  the  Baltic  on  oui 
right,  in  which  were  reflected  the  now  fading 
tints  of  the  sunset,  we  met  many  droskies  anc 
capacious  private  carriages  conveying  people  t( 
some  more  remote  haunt.  A  clock  in  th( 
distant  town  struck  fiYe,  sounding  melodiousl; 
in  the  clear  atmosphere.  The  great  melanchol; 
moon  shone  down  upon  us,  when  we  reache( 
an  immense  wooden  inn,  such  as  I  could  imagin 
might  be  found  in  Canada  or  the  Far  West. 

*'  This  is  the  Blue-gate  tavern,"  said  Mis 
Bremer,  quite  merrily,  '^  many  a  time  have 
come  here  on  a  winter's  night  in  my  youngf 
days,  to  finish  off  the  evening  in  lively  polks 
and  country  dances,  after  a  great  sledging  pari|  ^ 
through  the  Djurgard.  We  shall  leave  tl 
park  by  the  well-known  Blue -gate,  though  it  r 
longer  answers  to  its  name,  having  now  give 
place  to  the  handsome  portal  before  us." 
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October  2Sth.  The  other  day,  when  I  was  in 
Carl  XIII.  Square,  with  Miss  Bremer,  three 
gentlemen  came  riding  along  on  handsome 
horses,  attended  by  a  groom  in  blue  livery,  with 
a  little  jockey-cap  on  his  head,  consisting  of 
scarcely  more  than  a  huge  silver  tassel.  The 
gentleman  on  the  right,  a  tall,  striking-looking 
man,  with  dark  hair  and  beard,  held  his  hat  in 
his  liand  and  graciously  returned  the  salutations 
of  the  people.  This,  of  course,  was  the  king, 
Carl  XV.,  the  painter  and  poet.  Although  the 
Royal  Family  has  now  been  settled  for  some 
days  in  Stockholm  for  the  winter,  this  was  my 
first  view  of  his  Majesty.  Miss  Bremer  says 
that  on  horseback  he  greatly  reminds  her  of  liis 
father,  the  good  King  Oscar,  whom  he  succeeded 
four  years  since. 

Speaking  of  the  name  of  Oscar,  which  ap- 
peared to  me  purely  Scandinavian,  I  received 
the  following  particulars,  which  are  interesting. 
kl  The  late  King  was  bom  at  Paris  in  July,  1799, 
III  and  his  mother  and  aunt,  the  wife  of  Joseph 
41  Buonaparte,  both  daughters  of  the  rich  mer- 
tD  chant  Clary,  of  Marseilles,  wished  that  the  then 
rising  General  Buonaparte  should  be  the  child's 
godfather.      For  this  purpose  the  christening 
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was  postponed  till  liis  return  from  Egypt,  in 
October  of  the  same  year,  and  the  name  Oscar, 
was  chosen  as  a  compliment  to  Buonaparte 
from  one  of  the  heroes  of  his  favourite  Ossian. 

The  royal  family  of  Sweden,  now  as  enthusi- 
astically Swedish  as  if  all  the  blood  of  the  Vasas 
flowed  in  their  veins,  and  who  have  warmly  iden- 
tified themselves  with  the  fine  old  historic  usages 
of  their  adopted  country,  are  in  a  double  manner 
associated  with  Napoleon.  Oscar,  the  son  of 
Bernadotte,  married  Josephine's  grand-daugh- 
ter, the  present  amiable  and  fascinating  queen 
dowager,  ''my  queen,"  as  Miss  Bremer  calls 
her,  and  who,  herself  the  eldest  daughter  of 
Eugene  Beauhamais  is  related  to  many  royal- 
ties, is  first  cousin  to  the  Emperor  of  the 
French,  and  niece  to  Ludwig,  the  art-king  of 
Bavaria.  Associated  as  her  Majesty  i'^  with 
Munich,  where  the  valuable  Leuchtenburg  Gal- 
lery belonged  to  her  famil}',  she  has  ever  in  her 
northern  capital  evinced  the  same  love  for,  and 
interest  in  art  which  distinguishes  her  Bavarian 
home.  Her  cliildren  also  not  only  inherit  her 
love  of  art  and  letters,  but  are  themselves 
as  greatly  gifted  as  any  of  their  race.  King 
Ludwig  has  an  artist  for  his  great-nephew,  in 
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King  Carl  XV.,  and  a  sculptress  for  his  great 
niece,  in  the  Princess  Eugenie,  and  Queen 
Hortense,  who  composed,  as  we  all  know, 
Partant  pour  la  Sijriey  and  many  other  songs, 
might  have  bequeathed  her  musical  gift  to  her 
great-nephew,  the  good,  amiable,  and  lamented 
Prince  Gustaf. 
^  Miss  Bremer  tells  me  that  one  evening  when 
she  was  at  a  party  with  this  young  prince, 
where  he  and  one  of  his  brothers  sang,  she 
spoke  to  him  of  his  love  of  music. 

**I  could  not,  Mamsell  Bremer,"  returned 
the  royal  youth,  ^'  live  without  my  music. 
Life  to  me  without  it  would  be  a  miserable 
blank." 

It  is  now  some  years  since  this  young  musi- 
cian passed  away  into  the  great  harmony  of 
heaven.  He  was  at  that  time  in  Norway,  and 
his  death  caused  the  first  break  in  King  Oscar's 
domestic  circle.  The  Princess  Eugenie, 
his  only  sister,  who  was  devotedly  attached  to 
him,  suffers  from  the  shock  to  this  day.  Her 
loving  spirit  was  crushed  by  his  loss,  yet  the 
simile  of  the  cinnamon  being  bruised  to  obtain 
its  fragrance  is  applicable  to  this  beloved 
princess,  who  suffering  severely  herself,  becamo 
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only  the  more  actively  sympathetic,  more  sin- 
cerely than  ever  the  sister  of  her  people. 

When  the  Princess  Eugenie  was  a  little  girl, 
she  and  her  brothers  were  playing  together, 
when  the  following  conversation  took  place 
amongst  them  relative  to  the  Lord  Al- 
mighty : — 

'*  And  when  He  is  thirsty,  what  does  He 
do  ?"  asked  one  of  the  boys. 

"  The  angels  bring  Him  heavenly  water," 
replied  she. 

**  And  when  He  is  hungry  the  angels  bring 
Him  bread,"  said  another  brother. 

**  Oh,  dear  no!"  exclaimed  the  little 
princess,  energetically,  '^  not  bread!  Bun- 
loaf  ! " 

After  the  publication  of  Hertha,  and  the 
alteration  in  the  law  with  regard  to  women,  the 
Princess  Eugenie  was  one  of  the  first  to  claim 
the  privilege  of  her  earlier  majority.  It  was, 
of  course,  granted,  and  she  then  built  for  her-: 
self  a  sort  of  Swiss  cottao-e,  in  Edla's  beloved! 
Gottland,  where  she  now  spends  her  summers 
in  a  beautiful  and  unostentatious  manner.  Hei 
health,  unfortunately,  is  very  delicate,  but  sh( 
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finds  herself  benefited  by  the  fresh,  pure  air  of 
her  island  home. 

Last  summer  a  friend  of  ours  visited  her 
there.  It  was  Sunday,  and  the  lady  was  ac- 
companied by  her  daughter.  The  princess 
welcomed  them  warmly,  then  took  them 
through  her  pretty  Swiss  cottage,  and  into  her 
bedroom,  where  over  the  little  unassuming  bed 
hung  the  portrait  of  her  beloved  brother  Gus- 
taf.  When  they  had  gone  the  round  of  the 
house,  and  were  again  in  the  drawing-room, 
the  princess  asked  them  to  join  with  her 
in  a  little  Sunday  service.  The  household 
assembled,  the  princess's  gentlemen  in  waiting 
officiated  in  reading,  whilst  she  herself,  seated 
at  the  piano,  conducted  the  singing. 

A  holy  calm  seemed  to  rest  over  the  whole 
place,  which  the  princess  has  not  inappro- 
priately called  Fridshemy  The  Home  of  Peace. 

The  poor  neighbouring  fishermen  and  their 
families  feel  the  blessed  influence  which  pro- 
ceeds thence.     All  are  cared  for  by  her,  and  if 
ej     any  of  the  children  show  marked  abilities,  she 
opens  the  way  for  their  full  development. 

When  at  Stockholm  the  princess  has  a  suite 
of   apartments,    I   am   glad   to    say,    on   my 
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favourite  side  of  the  palace,  that  which  com- 
mands a  view  of  Castellholm,  and  she  has, 
moreover,  a  raised  garden  lying  between  the 
two  wings,  the  balustraded  wall  of  which  is 
ornamented  with  blue  and  white  china  vases, 
which,  when  I  first  came,  were  beautiful  with 
flowers. 

Queen  Josephine  has  also  her  suite  of  apart- 
ments on  the  same  side  those  which  she  has 
alwa3^s  occupied. 

'  The  present  king  and  queen  inhabit  a  third 
portion  of  this  immense  palace,  whilst  Prince 
Oscar,  Duke  of  Ostergotland,  his  wife,  and 
their  three  lifctle  sons,  occupy  the  palace  of  the 
heir  apparent  at  a  short  distance  from  the 
castle,  as  the  palace  is  called.  I  have  seen 
him  also.  He  is  a  most  gentlemanly  and 
interesting  prince,  and  a'  fine  scholar.  He 
writes  poetry  as  well  as  the  king,  and  frequently 
invites  Hterary  men  to  his  palace,  where  their 
writings  are  read  and  discussed  together.  He 
has  recently  translated  the  Cid  into  Swedish. 

The  king's  youngest  brother,  the  Duke  of 
Dalecarlia,  is  now  in  Germany,  where  the 
nation  hopes  he  is  gone  to  seek  a  bride. 

Lovisa,  the  reigning  queen,  a  Dutch  princess, 
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is  noted  for  her  good-nature  and  kindness.  She, 
too,  is  Hterary,  having  translated  from  the 
EngHsh,  Workers  in  the  Vineyard,  by  Jane 
Anne  Winscome,  the  proceeds  of  which  she 
has  appropriated  to  one  of  her  charitable  in- 
stitutions. 

I  have  met  her  in  one  of  the  royal  carriages 
driving  to  the  Djurgard,  or  Haga,  with  an 
Italian  greyhound,  in  its  winter  coat,  between 
her  and  her  lady-in-waiting,  with  whom  she 
was  talking  with  great  animation. 

It  is  now  very  usual  to  see  large,  dark  blue 
carriages,  with  a  crown  and  a  great  XY  on  the 
panels,  driven  by  a  comfortable,  fat  coachman, 
in  a  dark  blue  cloth  great  coat,  with  many  large 
capes  turned  up  with  silver,  silver-laced  cocked 
hat,  a  less  portly  footman  to  match,  and  a 
couple  of  handsome,  dark  bay  horses,  con- 
veying the  court  ladies  about  the  city.  Should 
there  be  four  horses,  and  a  more  pompous 
coachman,  then  behold  !  royalty  is  approach- 
ing, and  as  you  stop,  and  curtsey  as  one  of 
the  queens  rolls  by,  you  receive  a  gracious 
salutation  in  return. 

The  king  walks  a  great  deal  about  the  town, 
rejecting  any  vehicle,  and  would  be  mistaken 
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for  a  private  gentleman  were  it  not  for  the 
perpetual  hat-liftings  that  mark  his  track. 

The  king  when  he  meets  Miss  Bremer 
bestows  an  especial  greeting  upon  her,  so  does 
Prince  Oscar.  Indeed,  when  I  go  out  with  my 
kind  friend  I  am  conscious  of  walking  in  a 
reflected  glory,  and  have  some  idea  of  what  a 
royal  attendant  must  experience,  for  as  we 
pass  along  people  make  way  and  whisper  in  a 
sort  of  excitement  to  strangers,  ''  That  is 
Mamsell  Bremer  ! "  I,  therefore,  endeavour  to 
beat  it  into  my  brains  that  I  must  always  be  on 
the  left-hand  side,  which  is  considered  proper 
for  the  inferior  here,  as  I  would  in  no  degree 
even  appear  to  undervalue  the  worth  of  the 
noble,  excellent  woman  with  whom  I  am.  Besides 
it  is  right  to  do  honour  to  her  who  never  prides 
herself  upon  it,  or  assumes  honour  to  herself. 

The  other  day,  however,  she  came  home 
delighted,  and  told  Hulda  and  myself  at  dinner 
how  very  much  gratified  she  had  been.  Two 
tali,  common  DalecarUan  peasants  had  stood  on 
the  narrow  pavement,  and  the  one  said  quickly 
to  the  other,  as  she  approached : 

''Step  aside,  old  age  should  always  be  re- 
spected r* 
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Many  a  one  in  Miss  Bremer's  case  would  not 
have  taken  tliis  as  a  compliment.      To   have 
been  called  -  old  "  would  have  seemed  an  insult 
to  them.     But   she    speaks   openly  of  having 
passed  her  sixtieth  year,  and  agrees  with  the 
peasant  that  she  is  old.     Yet  how  vigorous  she 
is  bodily,  and  how  youthful  all  her  feelings  ! 
A  few  more  words  about  salutations,  and  I 
have  done.     Miss  Bremer  and  I  one  day  met 
the  king's  daughter,  the  Princess  Lovisa,  a  girl 
of  twelve,  walking  with  her  governess.     Miss 
Bremer  smiled  and  bowed   to   her,     but   the 
young  princess,  who  was  exactly  facing  the  sun, 
merely  screwed  up  her  face,  and  knew  nothing 
about  it.     The  instant  they  had  passed  I  heard 
the  governess  say,  in  a  tone  of  mild  reproach  : 
**My     dear   princess,    that    was    Mamsell 
Bremer !  '* 

This  princess,  ''  Lilla  Prinsessan,"  as  she  is 
afifectionately  called,  is  the  life  and  joy  of  the 
palace,  the  only  comfort  of  her  parents  since 
the  death  of  her  brother,  who  was  carried  ojQf  by 
some  childish  malady  at  an  early  age. 

A  young  lady  tells  me  that  her  younger  sister, 
exactly  the  age  of  the  princess,  goes  frequently  to 
the  palace  to  play  with  her.    The  last  time  she 


112  WITH    FREDRIKA    BREMER. 

was  there,  they  had  amazing  fun  in  the  making 
and  baking  sugar-plums  in  a  little  kitchen 
which  belongs  to  the  princess .  She  is  very  fond  of 
cooking,  and  the  queen  sometimes  assists  her. 
Lilla  Prinsessan  is  never  solitary,  for  indepen- 
dently of  her  own  lively  nature  she  has  a  con- 
stant companion  in  a  daughter  of  one  of  the 
court  ladies,  besides  many  other  young  friends. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

A  GROUP  OF  CARTES  DE  VISITE. 

Oct.  30th. — I  will  now  introduce  a  few  of 
he  people  who  group  as  it  w^ere  around  Miss 
Bremer  and  with  whom  I  have  the  pleasure  of 
Qtercourse. 

First,  you  see  Professor  Bergfalk.  He  has 
ravelled  in  America,  and  was  a  great  favourite 
here,  but  as  nobody  could  pronounce  his  name, 
le  was  universally  known  as  '^  The  Professor." 
le  is  a  friend  of  Miss  Bremer's  early  youth  ; 
iiey  have  many  mutual  associations  with  the  past, 
nd  many  interests  in  common  in  the  present, 
le  is  profoundly  versed  in  jurisprudence,  and, 
liilst  in  the  United  States,  studied  the  Ameri- 
an  constitution  and  laws  that  he  might  benefit 
is  beloved  native  land  by  the  knowledge  he 
ms  acquired.     It  is  impossible  to   say  which 

the  most  ardent  patriot,  Miss  Bremer  or  him- 
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self.     Wherever    she  has   travelled,  whatever 
information    she  has   gained,    she   has  never 
ceased     to    think    how    she     might     benefit 
Sweden.     In  their  admiration  of  America  they 
also  entirely  accord.     Were  not  Miss  Bremer 
a  Swede  she  would  wish  to  be  an  American. 
She  grows  eloquent  as  she  speaks  of  the  won 
derful    capacities     of     that    vigorous    young 
country,  though  at  the  present  moment  mourn- 
ing grievously  over  the  fearful  war.     She  long! 
that  the  American  system  of  government  coulc 
be  introduced  into  Sweden,  so  far  that  each  pro 
vince  might  be  adequately  represented  in  th 
state.     She  believes  that  in  this  way  a  new  lif 
would   flow  into  the  dear    old   country,    thi 
hoary  land  of  runic  lore,  where  every  hill  an 
heath,  every  lake  and  river,  is  replete  with  hear 
stirring  tradition.     She  believes  that  a  glorioi 
future  of  true  human  greatness  is  before  it, 
greatness  to  be  developed  by  the  devotion  ar 
high  principle  of  its  children.     And  for  this  s] 
lives  and  is  ever  striving.     Whilst  in  Americ 
amongst  new  and  ever  varying  scenes  of  absor 
ing  interest,  her  inmost  heart  was  actively  ali 
for  the  good  of  Sweden.     She  laid  out  plans 
stories  never  yet  written,  the  characters  a:Wj 
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enery  of  which  were  always  Swedish,  and  by 
liich  her  new  knowledge  and  enlarged  ex- 
jrience  might  be  imparted  to  her  own  people. 
Iso,  when  Jenny  Lind — another  true  daughter 
'  the  North — and  she  met,  and  were  alone  to- 
other, these  two  idols  of  American  society  con- 
irsed  on  religious  subjects  and  their  own 
sar  native  land.  For,  as  Miss  Bremer  said, 
^eden,  the  beloved  friends  there,  and  religion 
3re  ever  uppermost  in  Jenny  Lind's  mind. 
Love  of  country  certainly  is  a  characteristic 
the  Swede.  All  those  wdth  whom  I  am 
ivileged  to  associate,  strike  me  as  singularly 
itriotic,  not  in  the  narrow  selfism  which  is  the 
ot  of  much  patriotism,  but  in  an  earnest  and 
ateful  sense  of  that  sterling  virtue  w^hich  is 
e  basis  of  the  Swedish  character,  and  which 
eks  only  to  glorify  their  country  by  develop- 
g  the  good  which  is  native  to  it. 
Professor  Bergfalk  comes  here  every  Friday 
ening,  and  so  regular  are  his  visits  that  if  he 
d  not  make  liis  appearance  it  would  be  a  cause 
uneasiness. 

Behold  him,  then,  sitting  opposite  Tante 
•edrika  in  liis  own  arm-chair,  for  every- 
'dy  has  a  comfortable  seat  appropriated  to 
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them  by  their  kind  hostess  ;  there  he  sits,  tall 
ing,  talking.  He  is  pouring  out  his  Swedish  tal 
Hke  an  ever-flowing  cascade.  Poland,  Franc( 
America,  their  several  conditions,  are  streamin 
forth  in  a  continuous  flood,  till  the  mind  of  h 
attentive  listener  must  he  full  to  overflowing 
He  ought  to  be  a  professor  of  modem  histor; 
As  to  America,  he  knows  every  detail  of  tl 
sorrowful  war,  whether  of  the  North  or  tl 
South,  and  speaks  of  every  battle  like  an  ey 
witness.  With  the  Revue  des  Deux  Monde 
which  he  has  brought,  lying  outspread  befo 
him,  as  a  reminder,  he  and  his  entertainer  di 
cuss  whatever  interesting  matter  it  may  co: 
tain,  new  geographical  discoveries,  or  the  po' 
tics  of  the  day. 

As  a  contrast  to  the  Professor,  you  now  t 
hold  the  Finnish  Major  M.,  a  tall,  spare,  eldei 
man,  of  an  erect  military  carriage.  He  is  ve 
silent,  with  a  melancholy  air  about  him  whi 
appears  to  me  to  accord  with  the  spirit  of  Fi 
land.  Sometimes  he  may  be  drawn  out  to  spe 
of  his  adventures  in  Spain  and  other  parts 
the  world,  when  he  charms  you  by  his  viv 
picturesque  descriptions.  Of  Poland,  where 
served,  he  never  can  be  induced  to  speak.  T. 
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dcence  may,  however,  proceed  from  modesty, 
•    lie    distinguished   himself  greatly   by  his 
avery  in  that  unhappy  country,  and  bears  the 
ars  of  many  a  wound  inflicted  by  Russian 
lapons.     He  is  greatly  respected  by  Prince 
:artorisky,    for   whom    he    lately    acted    as 
oxy  in  the  sponsorship  of  a  noble  Polish  child, 
le  brave  major  is  out  of  health,  and  will  soon 
sappear  from  this  circle  as  he  is  about  to 
nter  in  Italy.  He  and  the  Professor  are  excel- 
it  friends,  and  as  the  one  lives  in  Norrmalm 
id  the  other  in    Sodermalm — that  is  in  the 
^0  extremes  of  the  capital — this  forms  a  most 
[reeable  half-way  house  for  them. 
Our  next   carte  is  the  warm-hearted   Sven 
ilsson,  the  well-known  ethnologist  and  professor 
zoology.     He  owes  his  high  position  to  his 
vn  industiy  and  talents,  as  he  was  the  child  of 
)or  parents.     Let  us  listen  now  to  his  conver- 
btion,  for  he  is  speaking  on  a  subject  of  great 
iterest  to  him — the  early  Scandinavian  bronze 
^e,  and  he   assures   us  that   the  Phoenicians 
aded   to    Sweden,   though  scientific   men   of 
ngland  and  elsewhere  are  strongly  opposed  to 
lis  belief.     He  holds  in  his  hand  at  tliis  mo- 
.ent  some  sketches  made  by  his  daughter,  of 
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the  wonderful  Phoenician  remains  at  Scania,  anc 
which  he  tells  us  resemble  the  Irish  cairns  a- 
Drogheda  and  elsewhere  in  that  country,  akii 
also  to  the  remains  in  Malta,  where  the  Phceni 
cians  resorted  on  account  of  its  excellent  port 
and  convenient  maritime  position. 

He   tells  us  that  whilst  these   people,    a 
traders,  have  left  their  traces  on  so  many  sea 
coasts,  they  have  also  left  imperishable  token 
of  their  religious  faith  in  all  those  lands,  as  fc 
instance,  their  worship  of  the  sun,  which  aj 
pears  in  the  contest  between  Elijah  and    th 
priests  of  Baal  on  Mount  Carmel,  and  may  I 
traced  in  the  Baltan  of  Wales  and  in  Irelan< 
and  the  Highlands  of  Scotland  by  the  Bealteii 
or  Midsummer  fires,  which  are  also  kept  up  J 
Sweden  at  the  same  season,  though  there  ern 
neously  termed  Balder  fires. 

He  insists  upon  two  great  points,  which  a; 
pear  to  me  not  without  their  truth,  first  th 
every  change  in  the  religion  of  a  people  is  but 
blending  of  the  old  and  new,  whether  the  latt 
be  accepted  by  reason  or  forced  upon  a  people  1 
fire  and  sword.  The  new  faith  cannot  at  once  te 
up  all  the  delicate  roots  of  the  old  which  ha 
struck  deep  into  the  soul-life  of  a  nation. 
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requires  innumerable  generations,  thousands  of 
years  to  effect  this.  Secondly,  that  every  re- 
mains of  a  superseded  faith  becomes  supersti- 
tion, because  no  superstition  can  have  arisen  in 
an  isolated  form.  In  the  first  instance  it  was 
faith,  and  belonged  to  an  accepted  religion  ;  but 
when  that  faith  was  superseded  its  very  gods 
were  regarded  as  evil,  and  the  religious  faith  or 
customs  which  still  linger  amongst  the  people 
became  pure  superstition.  Thus  superstitions 
are  properly  the  ghosts  of  a  former  living  faith  ; 
they  are  the  ruins  of  a  mighty  temple  over- 
thrown some  thousands  of  years  before. 

These  are  some  of  Professor  Nilsson's  views 
on  this  subject,  but  his  mind  has  an  immense 
scope,  and  in  the  great  field  of  natural  history 
he  is  a  European  authority.  Though  an  elderly 
man,  his  mind  is  youthful  and  vigorous.  He  has 
moreover  a  kind  wife,  and  a  charming,  cheer- 
ful daughter  to  keep  him  juvenile. 

The  daughter,  yes,  you  must  see  his  daugh- 
ter ;  not  his  only  child,  but  the  last  left  at  home, 
the  others  being  scattered  far  and  wide.  One 
son  in  Auckland,  another  a  sailor  on  the  ocean, 
and  we  will  hope  with  a  successful  career  before 
him,  for  they  tell  that  w^hen  a  little  boy  sitting 
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with  the  others  in  the  twihght  playing  at  a 
wisliing  game,  and  it  came  to  his  turn  to  give  his 
three  wishes,  they  were  thus  expressed  ;  first, 
I  wish  to  be  a  good  boy ;  second,  I  wish  to  be  a 
sailor ;  and  third,  I  wish  to  have  a  ship  of  my 
own.     The  two  first  have  been  accomplished  to 
the  full ;  why  then  shall  not  the  third  ?     Of 
Ida,  the  daughter  also,  who  writes  poetry  and 
has  a  charming  faculty  of  telHng  droll  stories 
with  inimitable  humour,  I  have  heard  an  early 
anecdote.     When  quite  a  little  girl  her   ambi- 
tion was  to  act  the  character  of  King  David. 
For  this  purpose  a  Goliath  was  necessary,  her 
first  achievement  being  to  slay  the  giant.     By 
dint  of  persuasion   her    ''big   elder  brother'^ 
promised  to  take  upon  himself  this  part,  which 
he  did  with  great  courage,  standing  motionless 
to  receive  the  stone  from  her  sling.     She  slung 
the  pebble,  when  lo,  instead  of  Goliath  falling 
to  the  earth,  her  father  rushed  ft^om  his  study 
with  the  missive  in  his  hand,  which  had  broken 
a  pane  of  glass  in  the  window.     From  that  day 
she  abandoned  so  ambitious  an  aim,  and  now, 
a  disciple  of  the  witty   Fru   Lenngi-en,   writes 
poetry  which  would  not  discredit  her  genius. 
We  will  now  turn  to  Froken  Esselde,  a  young 
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lady  descended  from  a  noble  historical  line. 
There  is  no  family  name  more  honoured  in 
Swedish  history  than  hers,  but  she,  not  con- 
tented with  being  alone  an  aristocrat,  seeks  to 
become  truly  great  and  noble  in  her  life.  Her 
grandeur  consists  in  working  out  the  question 
of  woman's  true  sphere  in  Sweden  ;  and  second- 
ing every  effort  w4iich  is  made  for  her  liigher 
development.  Like  Miss  Bremer  herself,  whilst 
her  motto  is  ever  ^^onw^ard  and  upward,"  she,  in- 
stead of  transforming,  as  so  many  jealously 
imagine  must  be  the  case,  the  retiring  feminine 
character  into  something  unnatural  and  repulsive, 
merely  wishes  to  develope  and  expand  it  so  that  it 
may  harmoniously  dove- tail,  as  it  were,  into  the 
masculine  nature,  and  make  even  married  life 
a  still  nobler  condition  of  love  and  usefulness. 

Froken  Esselde  has  great  respect  for  all 
efforts  w^hich  have  been  made  in  this  direction 
in  England,  upholds  Bessie  Parkes  as  one  of 
Dur  admirable  women,  and  feels  great  sympathy 
kvith  her.  She  is  co-editress  with  a  noble- 
iiearted  woman,  the  wife  of  a  professor  in 
Qpsala,  of  a  periodical.  The  Home  MagaziiUy 
ntended  to  promote  those  really  noble  purposes 
;o  which  her  life  is  devoted. 
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These  ladies  have  been  fellow-labourers  in 
Miss  Bremer's  field,  doing  all  in  their  power 
to  induce  the  State  to  be  as  paternal  to 
its  daughters  as  to  its  sons,  and  must  now  have 
great  satisfaction  in  that  which  has  been  done. 

The  Swedish  Hows  Magazine  holds  up  a 
warning  finger  to  us  Englishwomen  by  the 
example  which  it  makes  of  us  in  every  kind 
of  good  work,  benevolent,  educational,  or 
sanitary.  Great  praise  many  amongst  us 
deserve  no  doubt,  but  I  feel  how  vast  is  our 
responsibility  when  we  are  thus  held  up  as 
beacons  by  another  nation  which  is  faithfully 
following  in  our  wake.  They  think,  however, 
that  we  are  able  to  do  more  than  is  really  the 
case,  as,  for  instance,  with  regard  to  workhouses 
£^nd  such  parish  business,  where  though  women 
have  tried  to  work  they  have  generally  been  coun- 
teracted or  driven  out.  So  it  is  in  Sweden. 
Many  even  of  the  clergy  dislike  the  interference 
of  women  in  their  parishes,  besides  which,  the 
health  of  the  Swedish  women  is  more  delicate 
on  the  whole  than  that  of  their  English  sisters, 
and  here  again  is  another  subject  for  the  earnest 
interference  of  the  Home  Magazine,  Swedish 
lads  play  out  in  the  snow,  skate,  and  enjoy  their 
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little  sledges,  thus  having  a  great  deal  of  open- 
air  exercise ;  the  girls,  on  the  contrary,  are 
shut  up  in  hot  rooms  during  the  long  winter, 
and  grow  up  like  hot-house  plants,  having  a 
great  tendency  to  consumption. 

People  constantly  say  to  me,  **  You  English- 
women walk  amazingly  !  '^ 

The  Home  Magazine  takes  the  trouble  of 
describing  English  girls'  skipping-ropes,  battle- 
dores, and  shuttlecocks,  and  eloquently  urges 
their  introduction  and  use.  To  us  they  are  as 
much  a  part  of  childhood  as  pinafores  and  thick 
bread  and  butter. 

Of  a  truth  we  Englishwomen  ought  to  mind 
what  we  are  about ;  for  everything  we  do  is  imi- 
tated. Froken  Esselde  intends  to  open  a  bureau 
in  Stockholm  for  the  purpose  of  employing 
women  as  law-copyists,  because  Miss  Eye  has 
done  the  same.  She  is  thankful  that  women 
may  be  employed  as  organists,  and  promotes 
the  instruction  of  young  women  as  telegraphists. 
Whatever  England  does  in  this  important 
direction  will  be  done  by  Sweden ;  for  there, 
as  with  us,  are  innumerable  women  of  all 
classes,  even  the  highest,  who  are  destitute. 

The  Swedes  are  not  a  wealthy  nation,  and 
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have  a  tendency  to  display,  and  this  again 
furnishes  occasion  for  earnest  labour  to  tlie 
editresses  of  the  Home  Magazine,  I  will  show 
you  why.  A  Swedish  family  would  be  consi- 
dered well  off  who  had  6,000  riksdalers  of 
annual  income,  tliat  is  about  J330.  1,000 
riksdalers  would  be  required  for  the  rent  of  a 
suite  of  rooms  in  a  fashionable  part  of  the  city ; 
the  gentleman  of  course  requires  his  winter 
card  and  dinner-parties,  his  cigars,  &c.  The 
lady  must  liave  her  silk  dresses  and  other 
elegancies  of  the  toilet,  and  what  with  one  thing 
and  what  with  another,  to  say  nothiag  of  the 
children's  education,  the  6,000  riksdalers  will 
not  cover  the  annual  expenditure.  Men  cannot 
afford  to  marry  whilst  they  are  young  in  this 
country,  consequently,  there  are  many  widows 
and  children  left  unprovided  .for  where  the 
bread-winning  head  of  the  family  has  been 
removed  by  death. 

This  state  of  things,  and  the  necessity  which 
it  produces  of  raising  money  by  loan,  are  a 
great  trouble  to  tlie  Home  Magazine,  As  re- 
gards the  loan  system  in  Sweden,  there  is  the 

Hypotheh   Society "    for    the    rich,    and    tlie 

Assistans  "for  the  poor. 
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*'Ali!"  si^li  these  good  ladies^  ^' if  our 
dear  Swedes  would  only  leave  off  l)or- 
rowing  money,  and  so  manage  to  live 
within  their  incomes,  and  have  a  little 
surplus  to  buy  books  instead  of  borrowing 
them  also,  what  a  difterent  Sweden  this  might 
be!" 

I  give  you  this  additional  information,  not  as 
the  furniture  of  the  carte-de-visite,  but  as  a 
portion  of  the  portraiture  itself,  because  such 
thoughts  and  such  labours  form  Froken 
Esselde's  character.  Hers  is  a  patient,  deter- 
mined mind,  resolved  to  go  on  bravely  and 
wisely  at  the  same  time,  on  the  principle  that 
every  testimony  to  the  truth  is  a  stroke  of  the 
hammer  on  the  old  iron  mass  of  prejudice,  and 
that  the  Swedish  nation,  though  slow  to  move, 
once  set  going  will  proceed  steadily  in  the 
right  direction. 

One  more  carte-de-visite  and  I  have  done. 
It  is  that  of  Lotten  Yennberg,  a  much-loved 
friend  of  Miss  Bremer's.  She  lives  with  her 
mother  and  sister,  near  at  hand,  and  is  often 
coming  backwards  and  forwards  on  some  deed 
of  love  or  other.  Thus  I  shall  not  have 
much  difficulty  in  sketching  a  likeness  of  her. 
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Would  that  it  could  be  the  perfectly  beau- 
tiful photograph  she  deserves,  instead  of 
the  poor,  blotched  attempt  I  can  only  send 
you! 

She  is  a  large,  middle-aged  woman,  who 
brings  in  with  her  an  atmosphere  of  cheerful 
activity.  The  moment  she  enters  Tante  Fred- 
rika's  countenance  becomes  radiant,  and  she 
exclaims,  *'  Welcome  my  Lotten  ! " 

She  does  not  alone  belong  to  Tante  Fredrika, 
but  to  the  whole  of  Stockholm.  She  is  the 
friend  of  the  royal  family,  who  love  to  consti- 
tute her  their  almoner.  She  is  the  friend  of 
the  merchants,  who  pour  money  into  her  purse 
to  employ  wisely  for  the  benefit  of  the  poor. 
She  is  the  friend  of  the  police,  for  she  has  the 
entree  of  every  dark  den  and  alley,  and,  always 
the  upholder  of  the  right,  helps  them  in  her 
cheerful,  merry  way,  to  maintain  the  law,  and 
even  to  turn  miscreants  into  honest  men.  The 
poor  claim  her  as  their  own,  though  she  never 
humours  them ;  "  She  is  on  our  side,"  they 
say,  **  she  is  our  champion  ! " 

She  has  her  hours  of  business  in  the  morn- 
ing, when  she  receives  all  sorts  of  poor  appli- 
cants, who  turn  to  her  in  every  kind  of  need ; 
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et  they  stand  in  awe  of  her,  and  dare  make  no 
ttempt  to  impose,  for  she  has  a  commanding  pre- 
ence,  is  well  dressed,  and  so  thoroughly  under- 
tands  the  poor  and  their  circumstances  that  she 
an,  as  it  were,  instinctively  detect  a  falsehood  or 
n  attempt  to  deceive.  She  is  acquainted  with 
very  benevolent  institution  in  Stockliolm ; 
nderstands  the  legal  bearing  of  any  question  ; 
nows  where  everybody  lives,  and  is  at  once  a 
ost- office  directory,  an  almanac,  and  an  official 
azette. 

The  afterpart  of  the  day  she  devotes  to  the 
arious  cases  she  has  on  hand ;  looks  in,  if 
.ecessary,  on  rich  men  of  business,  who  never 
bject  to  see  her  enter  their  counting-houses, 
lecause  she  brings  with  her  a  clear  head,  states 
ler  business  at  once,  has  a  cheerful  way  of 
Qoking  at  everything,  and  makes  no  attempt  to 
rork  on  people's  feelings.  She  can  go  at  all 
lours  into  the  back  slums  of  Stockliolm  and 
lever  be  insulted,  the  very  coarsest  natures 
•eing  subdued  by  the  presence  of  her  well- 
nown  goodness. 

i  You  would  imagine  that  she  owed  this  won- 
[erful  activity  of  mind  and  body,  and  this  fine, 
[enial  temperament  to  nature.     On  the  con- 
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trary ;   the  darling  of  her  father,  the  pet  of  a 
wealthy  household,  and  naturally  of  a  sluggish 
disposition,    though     hasty   temper,     and     of 
careless,    untidy    habits,    she    had   in   herself 
everything  to  contend  with.     Had  I  not  been 
assured  by  Miss  Bremer  that  this  was  the  case, 
I  should  not  have  believed  it.     Her  excellent 
mother,   Mrs.  Euphrosyne  Vennberg,  and  her 
own  good   sense   were  the  human  means  by 
which   she    overcame   these   unfortunate   ten- 
dencies.    Yet  even  as  a  girl  she  must  have 
been  kind-hearted  and  benevolent,  for  it  is  told 
of  her  that  she  took  a  little  girl  at  school  under 
her  protection  because  she  was  solitary  and  less 
gifted   than   herself.      Another    time    also,    a 
servant-lad  having  terribly  cut  his  knee  and  the 
surgeon  being  unable  to  come,  the  young  Lotten 
dressed  and  bound  up  the  wound,  which  under 
her  continued  and  all-sufficient  care  became  a 
perfect  cure.     On  another  occasion,  a  poor  boy 
suffering  from  a  fearful  disease,  under  circum- 
stances of  great  destitution,  was  told  b}^  the 
physician  who  had  seen  him  that  his  malady 
was  curable,  but  only  by  very  expensive  means. 
This   coming  to  the  knowledge  of  the  kind- 
hearted  Lotten,  suggested  but  one  idea,  namely, 
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[lat  the  boy  must  be  cured.  At  once  off  she 
:arte(l  to  obtain  amongst  friends  and  acquaint- 
Qce  tlie  sum  necessary  for  this  purpose  ;  and 
le  obtained  it  by  the  addition  of  some  little 
ivings  of  her  own.  Thus  the  poor  boy  was 
^stored. 

Another  reminiscence  and  I  have  done. 

One  midsummer  eve  in  the  country  a 
umber  of  young  girls  broke  the  white  of  eggs 
ito  wine-glasses,  which,  according  to  an  old 
3othsaying  tradition,  they  set  aside  till  the 
ext  day,  when  would  be  seen  in  them,  as  in  a 
im  mirror,  some  figure  denoting  to  each  one 
le  future  of  her  own  life.  No  typical  images 
^ere  presented  by  the  others,  but  in  that  of 
iotten  was  the  figure  of  a  crown. 

*' Heaven  knows  what  kind  of  queen  you  will 
lake,  dear  Lotten,"  said  her  young  friends  to 
er;  and  she  answered  merrily,  **  I  shall  be 
ne  in  the  Queen's  almshouses." 

Lotten  Vennberg  is,  however,  at  this  time  a 
ueen  amongst  women,  though  she  herself 
rould  be  the  last  to  acknowledge  it. 

Who  can  wonder  at  everybody  loving  her  ? 

Her  means  are  much  more  limited  than  for- 
lerly,  yet  out  of  these  she  provides  for  needy 
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people  when  other  sources  fail.  She  never 
grows  weary,  and  believing  always  that  Provi- 
dence works  with  her,  is  never  surprised  when 
relief  comes  at  the  most  unexpected  moments 
from  anonymous  or  even  the  most  unhkely 
quarters. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

SIGNS  OF  WINTER.     A  VISIT  TO  THE  DEAD. 

November  15^/^ — Old  Father  Winter  has 
irrived  in  Stockholm  from  the  North  Pole. 
People  put  forth  their  hands  and  greet  liim 
kindly ;  they  have  been  making  preparations 
for  him  for  some  time.  If  they  loved  him  ever 
30  fervently  they  could  not  do  much  more  for 
iiim.  All  kinds  of  skin  outer  garments,  birch 
logs,  and  double  casements  are  ready  for  him. 

Sable,  ermine,  and  squirrel  have  gone  home 
from  the  furrier,  who  has  kept  them  from  moth 
ill  the  summer.  Little  vessels  laden  with 
^ilvery  birch-timber,  their  flags  of  blue  with 
k  yellow  cross,  the  blue  and  red  of  poor 
STorw'ay  thrust  into  a  comer,  flying  in  the  wind, 
lave  sailed  up  sea  creeks  and  over  lakes  and 
anals,  bearing  forests  of  birch -wood  for  the 
/inter  consumption  of  the    capital.     Ladder- 

k2 


132       WITH  FREDRIKA  BREMER. 

sided  waggons,  toppling  with  birch  logs,  have 
crept  even  along  Drottninggatan  itself.  Logs 
have  covered  the  pavement  and  filled  court- 
yards, where  hundreds  of  Dalecarlian  men  have 
sawn  them  up  into  household  firewood  from  the 
dark  late  morning  till  the  dark  early  night. 

Jungfrus  have  been  all  astir,  carefully  bring- 
ing down  the  inner  casements  from  the  **vind,'* 
as  the  storey  in  the  roof  is  called,  and  glaziers 
have  rested  neither  day  nor  night  repairing 
and  fastening  them  in.  Country  people  have 
brought  in  grey  lichen,  moss,  and  bunches  of 
scarlet  barberries,  which  clever,  dexterous, 
market  women  have  fastened  with  a  good  deal 
of  taste  upon  little  strips  of  deal  to  be  fitted 
on  the  window-board,  between  the  two  case- 
ments. 

I  have  been  driven  from  pillar  to  post  to-day 
by  all  these  winter  doings. 

On  returning  from  the  Seminarium,  intend- 
ing to  have  a  quiet  time  for  the  winding  of  the 
wool  which  was  to  be  converted  into  a  Christ- j 
mas  present  for  dear  Tante  Fredrika,  and  I 
putting  the  key  into  my  door,  I  found  to  mj 
astonishment  that  it  would  not  enter,  thai 
another  key  was  in  the  lock,  and  the  door  ever 
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ajar.  The  next  moment  I  discovered  that  the 
whole  room  was  in  the  utmost  state  of  con- 
fusion. Two  strange  women  were  there,  the 
one  stitching  away  at  a  white  musHn  curtain, 
the  other  stretching  a  grand  green  and  grey 
drugget  upon  the  floor,  whilst  Fru  Knutsson 
herself  stood  in  an  admiring  attitude,  her  arms 
akimbo,  watcliing  the  movements  of  a  slim 
young  man  in  a  large -figured  dressing-gown 
and  crimson  fez,  who,  on  his  knees,  was  nailing 
do^vn  that  side  of  the  carpet  which  already  lay 
straight.  To  add  to  this  busy  scene  the 
wearer  of  the  cream-colom^ed  guernsey,  whe- 
ther jungfru  or  boarder,  was  mounted  on  a 
chair,  busily  engaged  cleaning  the  windows, 
whilst  Herman  stood  by  stirring  the  brush  in  a 
large  basin  of  paste,  and  Fritz  was  adjured  by 
some  celestial  power,  to  get  out  of  the  way  with 
his  slate. 

*' So  soon  back!  Ei !  ei!"  exclaimed  Fru 
Knutsson  at  sight  of  me.  *^  That  is  unfor- 
tunate, when  it  was  all  to  be  a  surprise  to 
Mees.  A  new  carpet  bought,  and  fresh  cur- 
tains to  be  put  up,  and  two  dear  neighbours 
come  in  to  help,  and  fiie  poor,  dear  grosshand- 
lare,  out  of  health  as  he  is,  willing  to  lend  a 
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helping  hand.      Ei  !     ei  !    but  Mees    cannot 
understand  ! " 

**  Yes,  I  do;  I  understand  every  word,'*  replied 
I.  *^  Only  find  me  some  place  where  to  lay 
my  books,  Fru  Knutsson  and  I  will  look  at 
nothing,  see  nothing  at  all,  and  go  out  of  the 
way." 

*'  That  is  really  ohleeschanngt  (obligeant)," 
returned  she,  '*  perhaps  then  Mees  would  like 
to  see  the  ornaments  for  the  windows ;  they 
are  the  prettiest  in  the  market,  selected  by 
Herman,  bless  him  !  "  and  with  that  she 
handed  me  a  pile  of  lichen  and  moss-covered 
strips  of  wood. 

I  was  all  admiration,  as  in  duty  bound,  and 
then  made  my  exit,  wondering  where  I  had 
better  go.  I  had  already  taken  a  walk,  and 
Miss  Bremer  might  be  engaged.  I  resolved, 
therefore,  to  make  a  voyage  of  discovery  in 
search  of  Hulda's  room,  for  I  knew  she  was  at 
home. 

Hardly,  however,  had  I  set  my  foot  on  the 
staircase  before  I  was  met  by  Sara  rushing 
do^Ti  in  great  haste  with  a  number  of  what 
looked  like  long  streamers  of  white  paper  on 
her  arm. 
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*' That's  right;  now  the  room  will  be 
pen,  and  I  can  bring  down  the  beautiful  win- 
ow  ornaments  whi€h  Mamsell  Bremer  and  I 
aye  been  making  for  the  good  Mamsell's  win- 
ows,"  exclaimed  she  all  in  a  breath,  and  then 
ontinued  in  the  same  eager  way  ;  *'  It's  really 
candalous  that  Fru  Knutsson  did  not  put  in 
iie  casements  a  week  ago,  but  I  told  her  my 
lind  about  it ;  she  said  she  could  not  get  a 
lazier  for  love  or  money,  and  now  she's  doing 
iiem  herself.  But,  between  ourselves,  its 
icky  the  windows  weren't  ready,  or  it  would 
ave  thrown  me  out  in  my  decorations, 
lamsell  Bremer,  she  has  been  getting  flowers 
sady  to  lay  on  cotton  wool  in  Mamsell's  win- 
ows,  but  as  white  cotton  wool  looks  beggarly 
1  my  eyes,  for  one  can  catch  hold  of  snow 
ay  day,  but  one  cannot  catch  hold  of  heaven,  so 
ve  had  a  dyeing,  and  have  got  some  beautiful 
lue  wadding  ready,  only  it  took  a  whole  week, 
nd  after  all  is  not  the  colour  I  wanted, 
.nd  these  are  strips  of  paper  which  j\Iam- 
3II  Bremer  has  cut  with  her  o^ti  hands  to 
aste  round  the  join  of  Mamsell's  windows. 
)ther  folks  don't  cut  them  straight,  which 
he  can't  bear  to  see.     But  now  I  must  be  oflf. 
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Ten  to  one  they  have  not  got  any  paste  down 
there!" 

I  wondered  how  Sara  would  settle  with  Fru 
Knutsson  as  to  the  window-ornaments.  I  felt 
it  to  be  a  very  delicate  point,  therefore  I  said 
nothing,  hoping  that  it  might  be  amicably 
adjusted,  and  that  Miss  Bremer's  kindness  might 
not  be  thrown  away. 

I  then  sped  upwards  into  the  skyey  regions 
in  search  of  my  angel  Hulda.  I  was  sure  of  a 
welcome  firom  her,  and  I  wished  to  see  her  in 
her  own  Httle  bower. 

Passing,  therefore,  through  a  large  open 
iron  door,  with  a  wondrous  anatomical  kind  of 
lock,  worthy  to  guard  an  imprisoned  princess, 
I  entered  an  unknown  region,  where  were 
sundry  doors,  each  with  its  heavy  padlock. 
None  of  these  could  lead  to  Hulda.  It  must, 
however,  be  she,  dear  soul,  who  had  bordered 
so  prettily  the  approach  to  her  door  with 
tender,  green  fir-twigs,  on  which  the  sun  shone 
as  if  in  admiring  love,  through  the  sky-light 
above.  This  pathway  surely  would  lead  me  toi; 
her,  and,  going  on  in  faith,  I  came  to  an  un- 
padlocked  door  which  I  opened,  and  then 
found  myself  in  a  spacious  attic  above  Miss 
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Bremer's  drawing-room.  A  wonderful  apart- 
ment it  was,  the  quintessence  of  neatness,  a 
perfect  upholsterer's  shop,  crammed  with  sofas, 
worked  cusliions,  curtains,  and  antimacassars, 
all  set  out,  as  if  to  the  greatest  advantage. 
The  genius  of  tlijs  realm,  however,  was  not  our 
Hulda,  but  a  tidy,  elderly  womai^,  in  a  drab 
dress  apparently  composed  of  flounces,  and  a 
black  silk  kerchief  over  her  head,  who,  step- 
ping forward,  thus  addressed  me,  without  a 
word  on  my  part  : — 

* '  Engelskan  wants  Mamsell  Dahl :  must  step 
to  the  opposite  door,  and  will  find  her  at  home." 

I  step  to  the  opposite  door,  but  it  is  locked 
inside.  I  rapidly  move  the  latch  as  if  impa- 
tient, and  Hulda  from  within  demands, 

''  Who's  there  ? 

*'  It  is  I,  dear  Hulda,  come  to  see  thee." 

A  sound  of  bustle  inside,  and  no  answer. 
Again  I  rattle  at  the  latch,  really  impatient 
this  time.  No  response,  but  more  bustle. 
Finally  the  key  is  turned,  the  door  pushed 
back,  and  Hulda  partially  appears,  a  piece  of 
red  and  white  silk  damask  hanging  to  her 
sleeve  in  some  mysterious  manner,  and  a 
smell  of  paint  issuing  forth. 
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**  Dear,  sweet  friend,"  says  Hiilda,  im- 
ploringly,. ^'  Forgive  that  I  cannot  admit  thee  ! 
But  my  room  is  small,  and  repairs  going  on, 
and—" 

**Very  good!  Adieu,  my  Swedish  sister  !" 
say  I,  and  vanish,  through  the  fir-twig  en- 
trance,  and  down  the  many  flights  of  stairs, 
back  to  the  Seminarium,  where  I  can  hear 
another  lecture.  I  could  not  think  Hulda  in- 
hospitable. Does  not  the  very  name  Hulda 
mean  kind,  tender,  gentle,  and  do  not  we  know 
that  names  represent  natures  ?  She  was 
painting,  no  doubt,  and  could  not  be  inter- 
rupted. I  should  as  soon  think  of  quarrelling 
with  my  guardian  ang^I  as  with  her* 

20f/i. — After  all  Hulda  was  preparing  a 
grand  arm-chair  for  me  ;  one  of  those  heir- 
looms of  Miss  Bremer's,  which  she  has  now 
disposed  of  between  Hulda,  Sara,  and  myself, 
only  mine  is  the  most  superb.  It  was  painted 
white  some  days  ago,  by  the  man  who  was  at 
the  moment  I  knocked  repairing  the  wall,  and 
Hulda,  clever  Hulda,  who  can  do  everything 
well,  was  then  covering  it  with  crimson 
and  white  damask  of  an  antique  pattern.     All 
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this  was  intencled  as  a  surprise  for  me,  and 
Hulda  was  as  jealous  of  my  kno^ving  before  the 
right  time  as  Fru  Knutsson  had  been  about  the 
carpet. 

Now,  however,  my  room  is  most  imposing, 
the  grand  arm-chair,  the  throne,  as  I  call  it, 
which  gives  an  aristocratic  air  to  the  whole,  is 
reserved  for  the  use  of  any  guest  whom  I  espe- 
cially desire  to  honour.  The  carpet  is  on  the 
floor,  the  double  casements  are  in,  the  mathe- 
matically accurate  strips  of  white  paper 
covering  the  joins  and  excluding  the  air,  but 
instead  of  the  artificial  flowers  on  the  sky- 
coloured  wadding  on  the  window-sill,  I  see  that 
the  moss  and  lichen,  and  barberries  have  car- 
ried the  day. 

Hulda  is  coming  in  to  see  me  on  her  way 
Tom  the  School  of  Besignj  I  shall,  there- 
jbre,  make  this  the  occasion  of  my  house- 
ivarming,  and  that  it  might  really  be  so  literally 
LS  well  as  metaphorically,  I  requested  the 
»wner  of  the  cream-coloured  guernsey  to  make 
no  a  fire.     To  which  she  replied  : 

''I'll  make  Mamsell's  fire.  But  I  wish 
Fainsell  to  know  that  I  inackorderar  (board) 

ith  Fru  Knutsson,  and  am  a  lady.      Mamsell 
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gives  me  her  goloshes  to  clean,  and  I  will  do 
them  for  Mamsell ;  but  Mamsell  must  bear  in 
mind  that  I  inackorderar," 

I  all  at  once  felt  very  humble  and  very 
grateful  for  past  favours,  but  it  is  evident 
that  I  must  be  careful  for  the  future. 

The  burning  logs  crackle  merrily  in  the  stove, 
a  cheery  warmth  diffuses  itself  tlnrough  the 
room,  and  I  hear  Hulda's  familiar  tap  at  the 
door. 

Come  in,  Min  Lilla  !'* 


I 


I 
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25th. — Miss  Bremer  requested  Hulda  and 
myself  to  go  to  Solna  churchyard  for  her, 
and  to  report  the  state  of  her  sister's  grave 
there. 

This  sister  was  Hedda,  who  grew  up  into  a 
very  good  and  excellent  woman,  so  much  so 
that,  without  any  assumption  on  her  part,  she 
was  universally  regarded  by  her  relatives  as  the 
saint  of  the  family. 

As  a  cliild  she  had  been  very  plain  in  person, 
and  her  character  was  not  appreciated  or  under- ; 
stood.     She   and   Fredrika  did  not   agree    as 
children ;  they  had  pitched  battles  about  their 
canaries.      These   childish  contentions  might 
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have  caused  a  lasting  pang  had  not  the  an- 
tagonism of  childhood,  and  even  the  indiffer- 
ence of  youth,  given  place  to  a  perfect  under- 
standing and  harmony  in  their  maturer  years, 
which  healed  every  wound  which  they  had  in- 
flicted in  earlier  life  on  each  other. 

Had  Miss  Hedda  Bremer  lived  she  would 
have  been  the  wife  of  a  most  estimable  man, 
who  thoroughly  appreciated  her  sterling  worth. 
As  it  was  she  died,  and  her  remains  were  laid 
in  Solna  churchyard. 

I  had  not  yet  been  there,  and  the  prospect 
of  the  walk  with  Hulda  was  very  agi-eeable. 

Water  now  is  everywhere  covered  with  an 
extremely  thick  coat  of  ice.  As  we  walked 
along  the  rural,  tree -planted  Norrtullsgatan,  a 
continuation  of  Drottninggatan,  leading  to 
Haga,  the  public  cemetery  and  the  land  of  my 
beloved  windmills,  we  met  crowds  of  lads 
speeding  along  with  their  skates  in  their  hands. 
Arrived  also  at  Carlberg,  the  great  military 
academy,  the  charming  park  and  splendid 
avenues  of  which  form  a  favourite  summer 
resort  of  the  Stockholmers,  we  found  great 
numbers  of  boys  and  young  men  in  their  blue 
uniforms  skating  on  a  pond,  and  making  a  good 
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winter  picture  with  the  dark  firs  and  the  leaf- 
less trees  around,  and  the  white  walls  of  the 
immense  chateau  rising  almost  from  the  water's 
edge.  The  great  pile  of  building  has  the 
character  of  most  of  the  churches  here,  solemn 
and  heavy,  yet  with  a  peculiar  something  which 
deeply  impresses  the  mind,  and  which  I  try  in 
vain  to  understand. 

The  broad,  formal  walks  of  the  old  park 
behind  the  house,  covered  with  grey,  stunted 
oaks  and  plantations  of  firs,  strangely  seized 
on  my  imagination ;  so  did  the  solitary  country 
beyond,  with  its  dark  fir-woods  rising  up 
against  an  expanse  of  snow. 

Solna  woods  are  much  beloved  by  the  Stock- 
hplmers  for  the  easy  seclusion  which  they  afford 
them.  Here  and  there  were  dotted  about  in  the 
open  country,  primitive  red  or  yellow-painted 
wooden  cottages,  backed  by  woods.  Hulda 
pointed  out  one  of  these  homesteads  soon  after 
leaving  Carlberg,  saying  that  it  enjoyed  the 
insignificant  name  of  '*  Nothing,"  the  reason 
for  which  she  thus  gave  : 

Some  king  asking  the  owner  of  this  place 
what  it  was  called,  he  replied  : 

'*  Oh,  your  majesty,  nothing!" 
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**  Nothing  !  Well,  Nothing  is  as  good  as  any 
other  name,"  replied  the  king,  ^'henceforth  it 
shall  have  no  other." 

''Nothing,"  therefore,  it  has  remained  from 
that  day  to  the  present. 

And  now  we  are  at  Solna  church,  a  quiet 
little  place,  with  the  usual  pepper-box  dome, 
but  extremely  interesting  from  the  fact  that  the 
middle  portion,  which  is  circular,  and  built  of 
round  stones,  is  considered  to  be  one  of  the 
oldest  buildings  in  Sweden,  and  is  supposed 
originally  to  have  been  a  temple  to  the  sun, 
even  before  the  worship  of  Balder,  in  the 
sterner  days  of  Odin  and  Thor,  and  to  have 
been  converted  eventually  into  a  church  durin 
the  earliest  era  of  Christianity  in  Sweden. 

Miss  Bremer  directed  us  to  look  near  the 
church  door  for  a  grey  stone  cross,  on  which 
«^as  carved  the  name  of  her  sister ;  but  none 
[Buch  could  we  find,  though  we  went  round  and 
tound  the  church.  There  was  a  rough  granite 
rock  to  Berzelius,  the  great  chemist,  but  no 
premer.  Not  even  when  we  had  tramped  round 
ijL  much  larger  space  in  our  goloshes  over  the 
i 'hawed  ground,  and  examined  every  circular 
mound  with  its  black  cross  or  tombstone,  many 
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with  a  slanting  leaf  of  metal  on  them  like  an  open 
page  of  the  Bible,  many  informing  the  passer- 
by, that  there  rested  John  Oaktwig,  or  Maria 
Sandhill,  or  humbler  still,  some  Andersson  or 
Eriksson,  but  no  Bremer.  We  were  quite  in 
despair.  I  must  remark,  however,  that  in  my 
search  I  came  upon  a  flat  stone  inscribed  to  the 
memory  of  Lady  Lyons,  who  died  in  Stockholm  I 
some  years  since,  when  her  husband  was  here  , 
as  English  ambassador.  m 

As  the  new  cemetery  was  at  no  great  distance 
I  suggested  that  we  probably  had  made  a  mis- 
take ;  but  Hulda  was  firm  in  the  assurance  that 
it  was  in  Solna  churchyard  and  nowhere  else. 
Therefore  we  began  our  search  again,  but  still 
to  no  purpose.  It  was  now  two  o'clock;  we 
were  a  long  way  from  home,  and  yet  must  be 
back  for  dinner  at  three. 

We  held  a  consultation,  and  determining  not 
to  disappoint  our  kind  friend,  now  resolved  to 
make  the  inquiry  from  the  churchyard- watchman 
or  sexton,  and  wondered  only  that  we  had  not 
done  so  at  first.  In  a  few  minutes,  therefore,  we 
knocked  at  the  door  of  a  little  wooden  house 
which  stood  near  the  church,  and  received  for 
reply  from  a  voice  within,  that  we  must  not  in 
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[uire  there,  but  at  another  little  wooden  house 
lard  by.  This  was  a  very  humble  cottage, 
v^ith  no  steps  leading  up  to  the  door.  The 
ioor,  however,  standing  open,  we  entered  and 
ound  a  little  old  madam  in  an  inner  room,  like 
.  little  old  woman  made  of  cotton  wool,  all 
►undled  up  in  soft  woolly  flannel  from  top  to 
oe.  But  she  was  not  the  right  one  for  us. 
Jlie  shook  her  head  at  our  inquiries  ;  no,  she 
lad  never  heard  of  such  a  grave,  not  she !  but 
5andqvist  would  be  sure  to  know ;  and  he  only 
ived  a  step  or  two  away,  near  the  new  ceme- 
ery.  We  must  keep  along  the  high-road,  then 
urn  to  the  left,  and  the  yellow  cottage  under 
he  wood  was  where  he  lived. 

Off  we  set,  and  in  about  ten  minutes  were  at 
kndqvist's.  We  mounted  the  wooden  steps 
.nd  found  ourselves  in  a  square,  unfurnished 
pom,  forming  the  middle  of  the  house. 
I  **  Sandqvist  is  wanted  !  "  shouted  a  woman 
l^ho  made  herself  visible  from  the  left-hand 
bartment,  and  elderly  Sandqvist,  still  masti- 
liting  the  mouthful  of  dinner  he  had  just  taken, 
:h1  wiping  his  mouth  at  the  same  time  with  his 
lien  shirt-sleeve,  stood  before  us. 

'•  Oh  yes,  the  grave  was  there,  plain  to  be 
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seen,  none  plainer,  all  surrounded  by  lilac 
bushes  as  beautiful  as  could  be.  It  was  next 
to  So-and-so's  grave." 

Sandqvist  evidently  thought  us  very  stupid. 
Hulda  had  noticed  So-and-so's  grave,  therefore 
we  joyously  retraced  our  steps,  and  by  this  land- 
mark discovered  the  spot,  but  to  our  credit 
found  that  the  lilac  bushes  had  been  allowed  to 
grow  wild,  and  damp  and  moss  had  effaced  the 
inscription,  leaving  only  now  visible  to  our  sight, 
^^Heddathe  Good." 

The  effect  of  our  report  will  cause  Sand- 
qvist to  be  called  to  account.  He  must  hence- 
forth attend  to  his  duty  better. 

At  the  conclusion  of  this  little  churchyard 
narrative,  in  which  I  have  referred  to  the  classes 
of  names  on  the  gravestones,  I  would  make  a  re- 
mark on  this  subject,  although  I  have  already 
spoken  of  the  natural  objects  of  which  many 
Swedish  names  are  composed. 

It  may  be  taken  as  a  general  rule  that  the 
names  of  the  middle  class  are  of  this  rural 
character,  the  patronymics  of  the  lower  class  ge- 
nerally end  in  son — simply  Eriksson  or  Anders- 
son,  and  so  on,  whilst  the  names  of  the  nobility 
may  be  called  heraldic,  and  have  frequently  re- 
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fercnce  to  weapons  or  armour,  often  golden  or 
3mbellished,  or  to  heraldic  supporters.  Thus 
Ne  find  Knightsshield,  Silverstaff,  Lionhcad, 
olden  star,  with  a  mixture  of  Hamiltons, 
)ouglases,  etc.,  from  Scotch  settlers  of  days 
one  by. 

Learned  men  of  low  origin  frequently  give  a 
jatin  termination  to  their  names,  as  Berzelius, 
e  chemist,  Afzelius,  the  learned  family  of  the  five 
elsius,  the  most  celebrated  of  whom,  Andrew, 
vented  the  thermometer  used  in  Sweden  and 
opted  in  France,  from  the  time  of  the  French 
volution,  when  those  decimal-loving  reformers 
once  saw  the  advantage  of  its  centigrade 
lale.  It  is  likewise  in  use  amongst  the  scientific 
m  of  Europe. 

The  family  of  Linnaeus  also,  that  stupid  boy 

whom   his   schoolmaster   reported  that  he 

Id  make  nothing,  was  possessed  of  a  sylvan 

le  from  the  Lime-tree,  and  he  is  still  Linne 

|his  native  land  though  Linnaeus  to  all  the 


it  of  the  world. 


turning  home  by"  another   route   for  the 

:e  of  variety,  we  met  a   lame   countryman 

'^I'||o  wished  us  good-day,  we  heartily  returning 
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the  little  compliment.     This  is  a  country  cus- 
tom, and  is  very  agreeable  from  the  sentiment  oj 
good- will  which  it  conveys,  and  it  led  Hulda  tc 
tell  me  of  an  old  country-woman  who  walked  tc 
Stockholm  for  the  first  time  in  her  life.    At  firs' 
the  salutation  was  only  made  now  and  then,  an( 
more  frequent  as  she  came  to  Haga,  but  whe: 
she  reached  NorrtuUsgatan  the  business  becami 
more  and  more  onerous,  it  was  almost  beyon 
her  power  to  wish  everybody  good  morning,  an 
when  she   came  to  the  top  of  Drottinggata: 
and  saw  the  throng  of  human  beings  on  the  pav( 
ment,  she  fairly  stood  still  in  amazement,  aD 
appalled  at  the  task  before  her  exclaimed, — 

**Nay,  never  can  I  wish  all  these  wort! 
folks  good  morning !  So  once  for  all,  I  sa 
A  happy  good  morning  to  all  who  walk  on  th 
side,  and  a  happy  good  morning  to  all  wl 
walk  on  this  side.  And  may  it  be  forgiven  r 
if  I  wish  nobody  else  a  good  morning  for  t 
rest  of  the  day." 

By  this  time  the  large  cemetery,  with  its  ire 
railing  was  on  our  left,  a  spacious  flat  inclosi;: 
laid  out  in  straight  walks  with  its  dazzling  c( 
fusion  of  black  crosses,  white  monuments,  a 
snow-covered  mounds.     In  the  garden  of 


II 


SIGNS    OF    WINTER.  149 

gate-keeper  grew  snow-berry  bushes,  and  a 
woman  outside  had  wreaths  of  moss  embeUished 
with  these  berries  to  sell.  A  gentleman  and 
lady,  both  in  deep  mourning,  he  carrying  three 
of  tliese  wreaths  carefully  on  liis  stick,  passed 
in  at  the  gate.  They  perhaps  were  about  to 
visit  their  children's  grave. 

Leaving  behind  us  the  gates  of  Haga-park, 
where  is  a  royal  summer  palace  but  little  used, 
we  were  soon  beyond  the  Octroi,  and  walking 
Jown  the  long,  interminable  boulevard  of  Norr- 
bullsgatan.  Many  people  were  out  enjoying 
the  fresh  winter  weather,  several  in  deep 
oaourning,  which  is  very  peculiar  here ;  the  ladies 
tvearing  lawn  aprons  and  deep  lawn  cuffs,  with 
mmense  pointed  collars  of  the  same  material, 
diich  might  belong  to  the  time  of  our  Common- 
fvealth.  A  funeral  likewise  passed  us ;  a 
triumphal  mourning  car,  with  a  canopy  sur- 
oaounted  with  black  and  white  plumes.  The 
3offin,  larger  than  an  English  one,  and  slanting 
^rom  the  head  to  the  feet,  stood  exposed  to 
new,  but  covered  with  a  pall.  Two  private 
3arriages  followed  filled  with  ladies,  whilst  two 
)pen  pleasure- vans,  respectively  the  '^  Swallow  " 
md  the  **  Garibaldi,"  brought  up  the  rear,  con- 
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taining  gentlemen  in  white  neckties,  which  are 
considered  proper  for  funerals  and  state  occa- 
sions. 

Altogether,  our  excursion  was  of  a  churchyard 
character. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

PEER  THOMASSON  AND  A  DOMESTIC  PORTEAIT. 

December  1st. — It  often  proves  a  mercy  that 
our  little  human  schemes  are  counteracted — even 
that  letters  miscarry.  I  thought  so  to-day  when 
Miss  Vennberg  brought  us  word  that  a  note 
which  Miss  Bremer  had  written  to  her  in  the 
summer  from  the  south  of  Sweden  had  only 
then  reached  her.  The  note  was  to  ask  her  to 
look  out  for  an  apartment  for  me,  under  the 
same  general  roof  as  Miss  Bremer.  No  letter 
arriving,  she,  of  course,  did  nothing,  which  was 
lucky  for  me,  as  the  great  Blackhelmet,  with  his 
stocks,  at  that  time  occupied  the  grand  apart- 
ment which  Miss  Bremer  herself  took  for  me  on 
her  return  to  Stockholm,  and  which  was  imme- 
liately  under  her  own. 

Every  event  of  life,  be  it  ever  so  small,  is 
issuredly  under  the  control  of  a  power  beyond 
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ourselves.  I  like  to  believe  tliis,  for  it  is  a  faith 
which  makes  me  unspeakably  happy.  In  connec- 
tion with  this  subject  I  will  relate  the  following 
perfectly  true  narrative  : — 

In  the  early  part  of  this  century,  two  peasant 
lads,  in  a  beautiful  part  of  the  south  of  Sweden, 
herded   their   small    flocks   by   the  side  of    a 
wood,  in  which  was  a  large  cave.     They  had 
glorious  times  together — they  had  not  a  care  ini 
the  world ;  and  when  their  sheep  or  goats,  o 
whatever  their  herd  might  consist  of,  were  safe 
they  would  retire  to  the  cave,  and  live  there 
life   happier   than   kings.      At    no   great   dis 
tance  from  this  place  stood  a  castle,  the  resi- 
dence of  a  noble  lady,  a  widow,  with  an  only 
son,  about  their  own  age.     By  some  chance  hef 
became  acquainted  with  the  herd-boys,— at  least, 
so  far  as  to  know  that  they  led  much  merrier 
lives  in  their  cave  than  he  did  in  his  castle ;  and 
after  a  little  while  he  was  invited  to  pay  them  a 
visit.     This  was,  of  all  things,  what  he  desired; 
but  still  he  only  dared  to  have  this  enjoyment 
by  stealing  away  from  his  home  unknown  to  his 
mother.     The   appointed   time   came,   and   he 
went,  none  of  the  three  thinking  at  all  about 
the  weather  nor  observing  the  lowering  clouds 
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which  gathered,  until  the  storm  burst  over  their 
1  leads  in  torrents  of  rain,  flashes  of  jagged 
liglitning,  and  heavy  rolhng  thunder. 

The  young  nobleman,  who  had  never  been 
exposed  to  the  elements  before,  trembled  from 
head  to  foot.  It  seemed  to  him  a  judgment 
from  heaven,  and  he  feared  he  should  never 
return  alive  to  his  castle. 

The  two  peasant  lads,  caring  nothing  for 
weather,  having  been  out  even  in  worse  storms 
^han  this,  and  with  perfectly  easy  minds,  did 
heir  best  to  reassure  their  visitor ;  wrapped  him 
n  their  coats,  placed  him  in  the  back  of  the 
ave,  and  stood  at  its  entrance  to  shut  out  the 
lerce  lightning. 

The  storm  passed  over,  but  only  to  give  place 
0  a  still  more  terrible  domestic  one.  The 
bsence  of  the  lad  during  the  thunder-storm 
rought  to  his  mother's  knowledge  wilier e  he 
ad  been,  and  she  then  sternly  forbade  his 
ver  again  associating  with  low  and  vulgar 
easants. 

The  farmers,  who  employed  them  to  herd 
leir  flocks,  were  informed  of  their  idle,  negli- 
ent  habits ;  the  cave -settlement  was  broken 
there   w^as   an   end   of  their  merry  times 
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together,  and  they  went  into  other  service,  one 
this  way  and  the  other  that. 

Years  passed  ;  the  boys  grew  into  men  with- 
out knowing  any  thing  further  of  each  other. 
One,  however,  he  with  whom  we  have  especially 
to  do,  Pehr  Thomasson,  developed  into  a  poet, 
and  became  known  throughout  all  Sweden  for 
his  patriotic  songs,  and  the  breath  of  fresh 
nature  which  permeates  them. 

On  one  occasion,  during  his  earlier  success, 
he  visited  the  capital ;  and,  amongst  other  places 
of  public  interest  which  he  inspected,  was  the 
great  prison  at  Vaxholm.  After  he  had  seen 
through  the  whole  place,  and  was  crossing  the 
court  to  leave,  he  was  accosted  by  a  thin,  woe- 1 
begone  looking  man,  who  said  : 

* "  Ah,   I  remember   you,    but   you   will   not 
recognize  me !" 

Pehr  Thomasson  could  not  but  confirm  the 
truth  of  his  words.  How  great  then  was  his 
emotion  when  he  discovered  that  this  sorrowful, 
poverty-stricken  man  was  the  great  aristocrat ; 
at  one  time  too  noble  to  associate  with  peasant  I 
boys,  yet  who  now,  a  prisoner  for  debt,  claimed 
his  acquaintance. 

On  another  occasion,  when  the  poet  was  again  ; 
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in  Stockholm,  he  visited  an  exhibition  of  new 
pictures,  when  at  once  his  eye  was  attracted  Ijy 
a  large  painting,  representing  the  interior  of  a 
cave  in  a  thunder-storm,  and  two  sturdy  peasant 
lads  screening  a  delicate  and  apparently  high- 
born youth  from  its  teiTors. 

Arrested  at  once  by  the  familiar  scene  of  his 
own  boyish  experience,  he  exclaimed  aloud  : 

'  Why,  here  we  are  to  the  life  !    Who  in  the 
world  has  painted  this  picture  ?" 

**I,"  said  a  voice  beliind  him,  *'your  old 
comrade,  brother  Thomasson — the  painter, 
Nordenberg!" 

You  can  imagine  the  meeting  better  than  I 
lean  describe  it. 

It  was  this  same  Nordenberg  who  exhibited 
the  International  Exhibition  the  clever 
ricture  of  The  Collection  of  Tithes  in  Scania, 
lis  own  district ;  and  which  would,  no  doubt,  be 
tainted  with  equal  fidelity  to  the  life. 

Pehr  Thomasson  is  now  in  Stockliolm,  and 
jomes  sometimes  in  the  evening  to  visit  Tante 
Vedrika. 

Kenan's  Life  of  Jesus,  translated  into  Swed- 
jh,  is  now  being  read  aloud  in  an  evening  by 
[ulda.     Miss  Bremer,  before  she  herself  had 
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read  it,  spoke  of  it  to  Pehr  Thomasson,  who 
remarked  that  he  considered  it  an  excellent 
book. 

**  How    so  ?"    asked    she,    somewhat   sur- 
prised. 

''  Because,"  said  he,  coolly,  ''its  meaning  is 
so  apparent." 

In  this  opinion  Miss  Bremer  now  entirely 
agrees  ;  and,  though  she  cannot  but  admire  the 
picturesqueness  of  the  style,  she  perceives  the 
shallowness  of  the  reasoning,  and  has  no  fear 
of  its  producing  any  lasting  harm.  She  has 
also  received  a  letter  on  the  subject  from  her 
dear,  highly  valued,  and  learned  friend,  the 
Rev.  P.  Boklin,  of  Christianstad,  a  clergyman 
high  in  the  church ;  who,  in  her  younger  days, 
acting  to  her  the  part  of  a  St.  George,  slew  her 
dragon  of  disbeUef,  and  so  doing,  opened  to 
her  a  new  existence.  Since  then  they  have 
continued  excellent  friends. 

He  now  writes  to  her:  ''that  as  we  have 
long  had  the  German  idea  of  a  Saviour,  so  now 
Renan  has  modelled  a  divine  Frenchman  for  us. 
Neither  of  these  can,  however,  possibly  super- 
sede the  all- comprising  Son  of  Humanity — the 
God-man,  Jesus  Christ." 
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Whilst  Mis9  Bremer  disapproves  of  Renan, 
she  upholds  religious  enquiry  and  the  ventilation 
of  accepted  dogmas,  and  considers  it  extremely 
unwise  to  dose  your  eyes,  as  some  excellent, 
well-meaning  Christians  do,  to  evei-y  discrepancy 
in  the  Scriptures ;  forcing  them,  as  it  were, 
into  a  literal  accordance,  forgetting  that  the 
spirit  of  the  whole  book,  instead  of  the  con- 
stantly quoted  stray  verses,  must  be  the  decisive 
ultimatum.  She  thinks  that  we  English  are 
faulty  in  this  respect,  inasmuch  as  we  forget  in 
part  the  living  Word  which  is  ever  with  us,  and 
turn  the  whole  Bible  into  the  Englishman's 
Pope. 

But  whether  Renan,  history,  or  philosophy 
are  being  read  or  discussed;  whether  w^e  are 
alone  or  have  visitors,  matters  little  to  one 
member  of  the  household — this  is  Sara,  cer- 
tainly one  of  the  most  independent  and  original 
of  jungfrus.  Not  unfrequently,  therefore,  in 
the  midst  of  some  deep  discussion,  the  door 
suddenly  opens,  and  Sara  looks  in,  abruptly 
exclaiming : — 

**  Mamsell  Bremer  must  have  found  the  pota- 
toes as  mealy  as  I  do.  They  are  really  delicate 
with  a  mouthful  of  hening.     I'll  ask  the  old 
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Madam  to  a  cup  of  coffee,  then  Mamsell  Bre- 
mer will  always  have  good  potatoes !" 

Sara's  whole  being  is  devoted  not  to  church 
and  state,  but  to  church  and  homfe.  Her  mis- 
tress, as  a  good  housewife,  feels,  she  believes, 
the  same  interest  in  household  matters  as  she 
does  ;  and  Miss  Bremer  so  fully  respects  her 
fidelity  to  her  own  position  that  she  bears  with 
her  as  few  others  would. 

A  young  girl  once  speaking  to  me  of  her  first 
interview  with  Miss  Bremer,  said  : — 

'^  She  sat  in  her  velvet  mantle  edged  with 
fur,  and  had  so  benign  a  presence  that  I  re- 
turned home  and  told  my  mother  I  had  been 
with  a  queen." 

Sara  would  have  opened  her  eyes  wide  at 
this,  and  have  exclaimed,  ** Bless  me!  it  was 
only  my  mistress !" 

The  hours  which  Miss  Bremer  considers  as 
her  best  are  from  the  early  morning  till  twelve 
o'clock.  These  hours  are,  therefore,  devoted 
to  her  more  important  literary  occupations. 
To  Sara,  however,  it  matters  not ;  her  mistress 
may  be  drawing  up  some  important  document 
for  a  charity,  or  be  at  the  critical  turning  point 
in  a  momentous  event  of  some  little  history ; 
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when  in  she  will  burst,  perhaps,  to  show  Mamsell 
Bremer  the  excellent  veal  she  has  just  pur- 
chased cheaper  than  last  week  ;  or  to  tell  her 
that  the  poor  woodcutter,  Lars,  who  sawed 
Mamsell  Bremer's  logs,  has  got  Fru  Somebody's 
custom  all  because  Sara  recommended  him. 


This  would  be  enough  to  make  anybody  else 
arious,  but  her  mistress  only  smiles  pleasantly, 

she  listens  wdth  patience. 

Miss  Bremer  sits  up  late  at  night ;  probably 
lese  hours  are  again  devoted  to  writing  or 
luly.  Be  that  as  it  may,  Sara  has  no  mercy 
I  her.  Sleeping,  therefore,  in  an  inner  room, 
yond  that  of  her  mistress,  the  latter  had  the 
her  night  just  fallen   asleep,  it  being  then 
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about  three  in  the  morning,  when  Sara  burst  in, 
exclaiming  : — 

**It's  of  no  use,  Mamsell  Bremer,  I  can't 
sleep  whilst  the  heavens  are  poming  down  all 
that  good  water  to  waste.  I  must  be  down, 
and  set  out  my  pails  in  the  court !"  i 

Down  stairs  she  went,  therefore,  and  set  out 
her  buckets  ;  after  which,  it  might  be  supposed 
that  she  would  quietly  go  to  bed  again,  but  no ! 
fearing  that  some  unconscientious  neighbour^ 
might  take  to  herself  the  water  in  the  morning, 
Sara  waited  till  the  buckets  were  full  and 
carried  them  up  stairs.  Then,  returning  to 
her  bed,  she  said  : — 

''  Well,  Mamsell  Bremer,  we've  done  a  good 
stroke  of  business  !  We've  got  plenty  of  good 
soft  water  in  the  house,  whilst  our  neighbours.] 
poor  sleepy  sluggards,  are  letting  it  all  rur 
away  !" 

In  excuse  for  Sara,  it  must  be  remembered  tha 
water  is  not  yet  laid  on  in  the  houses  of  Stock 
holm  generally.  Excepting  in  some  of  the  neT 
parts,  every  drop  of  water  has  to  be  fetched  int< 
the  house.  Ours  is  brought  some  distance  froB 
Brunkeberg  Torg.  Any  body  would  pity  poc 
Herman  and  Fritz  to  see  the  huge  metal  vessel 
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of  water  which  they  have  to  haul  up  the  stairs, 
and  feel  it  incumhent,  as  I  do,  to  keep  out  of 
their  way,  that  they  need  not  be  compelled,  at 
the  same  time,  to  make  the  profound  bow 
which  they  think  themselves  in  duty  bound  to 
make,  every  time  they  meet  me. 

It  is  not  very  long  since  gas  was  first  intro- 
duced into  Stockholm.  Let  us  hope,  therefore, 
that  in  the  steady  march  of  improvement,  water 
will,  before  many  more  years,  be  as  plentiful 
within  every  house  as  it  now  is  without. 

To  return  to  Sara.     She  stands  rigidly  on 

etiquette,    and   considers    it   proper  that   the 

wealthy  should  be  called  '^hdttrefolk,''  or  better 

people,  and  the  poor  ^^  sdmre  folk/'   or  worse 

leople.     She  likes  people  to  be  charitable,  but 

thinks  Mamsell  Bremer  allows  sdrnre  folk  to 

ake  undue  liberties.     It  was  a  f^reat  satisfac- 

I. 

lion  to  her  the  other  day  when  a  poor  person 

laying  to  dinner  sat,  by  accident,  alone,  for 

t  was  right,  she  said,  that  everybody  should 

now    their    place.     ''The    Fatherland,"    a 

ossiping   paper  read    by  servant-maids   and 

larket  women,  is  despised  by  Sara.  She  looks 

ito  ^lamsell  Bremer's  papers  in  an  evening 

hen  they  are  done  with,   generally  in  search 
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of  ecclesiastical  intelligence,  in  which  she  ifl 
much  interested.  She  regards  "  The  Father- 
land "  as  a  useful  rod  kept  in  pickle  for  the 
chastisement  of  such  of  the  sdmre  folk  as  offend 
her ;  and  then  the  worst  she  wishes  is  that  their 
names  may  figure  there  in  full. 

She  comes  from  the  country  and  declines 
acquaintance  in  general,  but  thinks  it  advan- 
tageous to  the  Mesdames  Bremer  and  Sara  to 
fraternize  with  the  milkwoman  and  other  re- 
gular comers  by  regaling  them  occasionally 
with  a  drop,  or  in  Swedish,  *'  a  tear,  "  of  coffee 
in  the  kitchen.  *' It  saves  Mamsell  Bremer's 
purse  in  the  long  run, "  is  her  mode  of 
reasoning. 

Sara  can  read  but  not  write,   therefore  he) 
letters  to  her  sister  are  dictated.     One  of  the 
was  as  follows  : — 

Dearest  Thou,— I  like  Stockholm  much 
and  one  sees  many  strange  things  here.  Sucl 
crowds  of  people,  and  houses  built  all  of  stone 
Yet  my  head  is  turned  sometimes.  Think  onl; 
of  a  peasant  in  broad-cloth  calling  here  an< 
leaving  his  card  for  Mamsell  Bremer  !  Is  th' 
end  of  the  world  at  hand  ? 
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CHAPTEE  XI. 

THE  DISSOLUTION  OF  THE  DIET. 

Dec.  2nd. — We  have  been  to-day  to  the 
liildariius,  or  House  of  Lords,  to  hear  the 
ebate  on  the  so-much-talked-of  war  in  Den- 
lark.  We  went  both  on  Monday  and  Tuesday, 
ut  the  debate  never  came  off.  Miss  Bremer 
ery  kindly  wishes  me  to  understand  the  Swedish 
lode  of  administration.  The  constitution  is  a 
mited  monarchy.  The  Diet,  now  on  the  eve 
f  dissokition,  and  consisting  of  representatives 
t  the  four  classes,  nobles,  clergy,  citizens,  and 
[basants,  has  the  privilege  of  levying  taxes 
liid  disposing  of  the  revenue.  By  its  consent 
iiily  can  new  laws  be  made,  loans  raised, 
Imies  levied,  or  any  change  made  in  the 
(image. 

The  Diet  meets  every  third  year.  The  Council 
c  State  consists  of    ten   members,    seven   of 

M  2 
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whom  are  at  the  head  of  the  seven  departments 
of  government.  They  give  their  opinion  on  all 
subjects,  but  the  King  finally  decides. 

After  we  had  visited  the  handsome  Riddar- 
hus,  with  its  walls  lined  with  the  coats  of  arm? 
of  the  Swedish  nobility,  heard  the  debate  fron 
the   gallery,   and  nodded  to  Tante  Fredrika'f 
relative,  young  Baron  Wrede,  a  clerk  of  th( 
House,  who  sat  scribbling  away  at  a  table,  wi 
went  to  the  three  other  chambers,  which  occupi 
a    much    plainer  edifice   behind   Riddarholn 
Church.     The  chamber  of  clergy,  which  give 
its  opinions  freely,  without  being  confined  t 
matters  of  pure  religion,   had  just  broken  uj 
and  well-to-do  clergymen  in  their  white  band 
were  leaving  the  hall. 

We,  therefore,  proceeded  to  the  chamber  ( 
citizens,  or  representatives  of  towns.  Stool 
holm  sends  ten,  being  divided  into  five  sectioni 
each  furnishing  two.  These  occupy  the  t^ 
first  benches  in  their  chamber.  On  the  secor 
to  the  right,  facing  the  speaker's  chair,  in  whic 
I  had  the  gratification  of  seeing  my  courteoi 
fellow-traveller  of  Gefle,  sit  the  three  membe 
for  Gothenburg ;  next,  in  order,  follow  the  oth  |'' 
towns. 
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Fourthly   is   the   chamber   of  peasants,    or 

3om  an -farmers,  small  proprietors  who  repre- 

mt  the  country  provinces.     This  probably  is 

le  chamber  which  would  be  most  interesting 

)  strangers.     Here  sate  Svensen,    a  fi'iencl  of 

liss   Bremer's,  and  one  of  the  most  liberal 

lembers  in  a  chamber  where  all  are  liberal. 

[r.   Svensen  spent  an  evening  at  her  house 

iely.     He  is  a  very  gentlemanly  person,  a  line 

cample  of  many  of  his  class.     I  recognised 

so  *'  Lille  Lars,  "  whom  having  once  seen,  it 

as  impossible  ever  again  to  forget. 

My  first  sight  of  Lille  Lars  was  in  this  wdse. 

Qe  day  when  walking  down  Drottninggatan, 

about  eleven  o'clock  in  the  forenoon,  I  saw  a 

rfect  giant  of  a  man  walking  there  also.     He 

jis   about   middle  age;    wore   a   long-lapped 

ck  coat  of  stout  cloth,   white  knitted  stock- 

s,  and  thick  shoes,  fitting  compactly  to  his 

ge  shapely  feet ;  he  had  a  round-crowned  hat 

fi  his  head,  the  brim  of  which  was  turned  up 

i  round.     Whether  the  hat  were  felt  or  beaver 

I  cannot   say,  but  it  looked  substantial  and 

liited  to  the  wearer.     A  sturdy,  round-headed 

Hulking- stick  completed  his  costume.     His  hair 

l|s  brown,  thick,  and  curly,  and  his  counte- 
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nance  ruddy,  bright,  and  pleasant-looking.  But 
it  was  not  alone  the  singular  appearance  of  the 
man  which  struck  me,  still  more  was  I  surprised 
by  the  innumerable  friendly  salutations  which 
he  had  to  return  as  he  passed  along. 

This  was  **  Lille  Lars,  "  so  called  as  a  term 
of  affection  or  regard,  otherwise  he  cannot  be 
designated  as  lille  or  little  Lars,  unless  on  the 
principle  of  Eobin  Hood's  gigantic  attendant 
being  called  little  John. 

Lille  Lars  is  one  of  the  members  for  the  Dales. 
Miss  Bremer  has  been  to  his  house  there,  where 
she  was  most  hospitably  entertained,  and  wheE 
she  met  him  in  one  of  the  great  thoroughfares 
not  long  since,  he  greeted  her  in  the  heartjl 
simple  manner  usual  to  him,  with  a  *^Well 
'  Mamsell  Bremer,  how  art  thou  ?  " 

Happy  natives  of  the  Dales  !  For  all  tb 
Dalecarlians,  since  the  time  of  Gustavus  Vasa 
have  the  privilege  of  saying  thou  to  every  one 
even  to  the  king,  and  of  shaking  hands  witj 
him.  They  need  not  trouble  themselves  i 
their  social  intercourse  with  circumlocutions 
passive  verbs,  or  you  associations  ! 

Dec,  7th. — To-morrow,  after  a  good  deal  ( 
delay,  the  dissolution  of  the  Diet  is  really  t 
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ikc  place.  Owiii^'  to  the  kindness  of  Mr.  von 
►uanten,  Miss  Bremer  und  I  had  ohtained 
titrance  to  the  lliddarhus.  Mr.  von  Q.  is  an 
xtremely  agreeahle  person,  connected  with  the 
ress,  and  hke  Miss  Bremer,  a  native  of  Finland. 
[e  conies  from  the  capital,  Helsingfors,  which 
e  left  at  the  time  of  the  disturbances  there  a  few 
ears  ago,  and  settled  in  Stockholm,  where  he 
;  regarded  as  a  naturalized  Swede.  He  has 
Iso  married  a  Swedish  lady,  an  accomplished 
nd  intellectual  woman,  who  has  translated 
arious  English  works  into  her  native  tongue. 
[e,  too,  speaks  English,  having  resided  for 
Nehe  months  at  the  Cape.  He  sits  in  the 
Uddarhus,  on  the  benches  reseiTed  for  the  noble 
ut  untitled  members. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  von  Quanten  being  here  the 
ther  evening,  kindly  said  that  I,  as  a  foreigner, 
ught  to  see  the  dissolution  of  the  Diet,  w^iich 
i,kes  place  in  the  throne -room  of  the  palace, 
singularly  enough  not  even  Miss  Bremer  had 
itnessed  it,  and  she  therefore  wrote  for 
ckets,  w^iich  were  immediately  sent  to  her  by 
Ir.  Svensen. 

Sth. — Hulda,  who  was  ilispatched  this  moni- 
ig  to  that  universal  encyclopia.  Miss  Vennberg, 
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to  enquire  if  bonnets  were  admissible  at  the 
ceremony,  returned  with  the  agreeable  intelli- 
gence that  they  are  so.  At  eleven,  therefore, 
Tante  Fredrika  and  I  set  off  for  the  palace, 
walking  there  although  the  morning  was  damp 
and  dark. 

When  at  the  Riddarhus  the  other  day,  I 
expressed  my  surprise  at  there  being  no  throne 
for  the  monarch. 

*'  Why  should  there  be  ? "  replied  Miss 
Bremer;  ^^  the  King  never  comes  here;  the 
Diet  goes  to  him  when  it  is  necessary.  " 

When  we  reached  the  south  entrance  of  the 
palace,  some  polite  officers  of  the  court,  in 
blue  and  silver  uniform,  requested  us  to  take 
our  places  behind  a  long  line  of  ladies  and 
gentlemen,  who  were  standing  patiently,  in 
triple  file,  with  blue  tickets  in  their  hands,  for 
the  actors  in  the  day's  drama  were  at  that  time 
attending  service  in  the  great  church  of  St. 
Nicholas,  adjoining  the  palace,  the  principal 
church  of  Stockholm.  The  throne -room  would 
not  be  open  till  half-past  eleven. 

The  waiting  here  was  by  no  means  disagree- 
able, for  there  was  no  dirty,  rough  mob  hem- 
ming us  in  or  pressing  upon  us,  only  two  or 
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three  girls  with  black  silk  kerchiefs  over  their 
heads,  and  a  lad  or  two  looking  on  wonder- 

ingly. 

Plain,  somewhat  heavily  built  carriages, 
often  without  any  attendants,  drove  past  and 
entered  the  palace  on  the  other  side.  Ladies  in 
full  dress,  or  gentlemen  in  uniform  sat  within, 
members  of  the  Diplomatic  corps. 

Whilst  we  stand  thus  congratulating  our- 
selves that  it  does  not  rain,  a  gentleman  of 
middle  height  and  middle  age,  with  a  youth 
leaning  on  his  arm,  bow  to  us  and  smile,  and 
triumphantly  hold  up  their  blue  tickets,  after 
which  they  take  their  places  at  the  queue  of 
the  expectant  waiters.  I  trust  there  was  no 
necessity  for  them  to  be  parted  in  taking  their 
places,  for  these  two  are  inseparable. 

They  are  not  father  and  son,  as  you  might 

suppose,  but  the  noble-hearted  Herr  Mecienas 

and  his  protege,  young  Trolle.     This  youth  is 

lithe    son    of  a  country  clergyman,    and  being 

Igifted   with   a  remarkable  talent   for  art,   his 

l|father  ignorantly  enough  apprenticed  him  to  a 

:  jhouse-painter,  supposing,  perhaps,  that  having 

iithus  paints  and  brushes  which  it  would  be  his 

;|duty  to  use,  nothing  more  was  needed,  nor,  as 
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it  proved,  was  it.  Mccsenas  by  chance  met 
with  the  lad,  and  surprised  by  his  abiHty  and 
seeing  at  once  how  unequal  his  position  was  to 
the  development  of  his  abilities,  took  him  under 
his  protection.  Being  a  man  of  independent 
means,  unmarried,  and  himself  a  connoisseur 
in  music  and  art,  he  adopted  him,  and  has 
since  then  devoted  his  whole  life  to  the  develop- 
ment of  his  talents.  Last  summer  he  took 
himto  Paris,  for  the  extension  of  his  art-educa- 
tion, and  this  next  summer  will  again  take  him 
abroad  for  the  same  purpose  ;  the  good  Princess 
Eugenie  having  also  settled  a  travelling  stipend 
upon  him  for  twelve  months. 

Herr  Mecaenas  and  young  TroUe  spend  an 
evening  occasionally  with  Miss  Bremer,  and 
never  are  they  long  in  the  room  before  the 
rejoicing  patron  produces  the  last  sketches  oi 
his  protege.  The  young  man  is  certainly 
clever,  has  a  lively  imagination,  and  draw^ 
with  great  rapidity,  and  being  also  an  immense 
admirer  of  Hans  Christian  Andersen's  Fairj 
Tales,  sketches  with  great '  predilection  elves, 
dwarfs,  and  little  hobgoblins,  or  anything  els( 
having  a  tendency  to  the  supernatural.  It  wa^ 
proposed   the   other   evening   that   he    shoulc 
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make  a  sketch  in  Miss  Bremer's  album ;  he  did 
so,  after  a  minute's  tliought,  and  produced  a 
very  clever  little  drawing. 

Herr  Mecaenas  does  not  alone  concern  him- 
self with  the  progress  of  Trolle's  art,  hut  like 
the  most  anxious  and  loving  father  he  desires- 
that  he  should  grow  up  into  a  model  character, 
nor  certainly  could  any  son  appear  more  willing 
in  every  way  to  conform  to  the  wishes  of  a 
parent. 

To  me,  therefore,  they  are  always  an  inte- 
resting couple,  and  it  was  with  no  small  pleasure 
that  I  now  saw  them  here ;  for  the  good 
Mecaenas  will  witness  all  through  the  youth's 
eyes,  and  Trolle  will  have  his  pleasure  doubled 
by  adding  to  that  of  his  friend. 

Our  threefold  string  of  waiting  spectators 
begins  now  to  be  drawn  forward  under  the 
groat  poi-tal  of  the  palace,  and  I  look  around 
me  with  attention,  as  we  enter  the  large  stone 
vestibule.  On  the  right  hand  winds  the  double 
staircase  to  the  royal  chapel ;  on  the  left,  a 
similar  staircase  to  the  throne-room,  the^ 
heavenly  and  earthly  throne-rooms  occupying 
the  entire  length  of  the  southern  side  of  the 
)alace.     There   is  a  small   gathering  of  poor 
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folks  on  the  chapel  steps,  waiting  to  see  the 
greater  crowd  winding  its  way  up  the  opposite 
flights  of  stairs  between  two  lines  of  soldiers. 

After  delivering  up  our  tickets  at  the  door  of 
the  throne-room,  we  are  requested  yet  to  ascend 
a  narrow  staircase  to  the  right.  This  leads  us 
into  one  of  the  galleries  which  run  along  two 
sides  of  this  fine  hall,  the  largest  and  most 
splendidly  decorated  state  apartment  in  Sweden. 
Here  there  is  already  a  crowd,  but  we  obtain 
good  places,  and  are  able  to  see  everything  that 
goes  forward.  Our  next  neighbours  are  two 
Seminarium  girls,  with  whom  we  become  very 
friendly. 

We  have  again  a  long  time  to  wait,  but  we 
are  interested  in  everything  we  see.  The  hall, 
which  is  oblong,  is  lighted  by  many  windows, 
placed  high,  but  the  gloomy  day  and  the  pre-  ' 
vailing  dark  blue  cloth,  studded  at  regular 
distances  with  orange  crowns,  deep  blue  and 
orange  being  the  Swedish  colours,,  produced  a 
sombre  effect.  This  hall  is  merely  used  when 
the  King  opens  or  dissolves  the  Diet,  for  the 
coronation  ball,  and  other  rare  and  important 
occasions.  The  whole  apartment,  with  its  rows 
of  raised  seats,  divided  by  a  centre  passage, 
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looked  at  this  moment  as  if  solely  intended  to 
gaze  upon  majesty.  The  seats  in  the  area  face 
the  west  end  of  the  hall,  where  stands  the 
silver  throne  on  a  dais,  hacked  by  a  lofty  blue 
canopy  studded  with  gold.  Two  marble  statues, 
those  of  Gustavus  Adolphus  and  Bemadotte,  as 
protectors  of  the  Swedish  throne,  guard  it  on 
either  side.  Two  distinct  galleries,  draped  with 
blue  cloth,  look  do^vn  on  the  precincts  of  the 
throne,  before  which  are  placed  stools  covered 
with  paler  blue  silk,  and  benches  covered  with 
blue  cloth. 

One  of  these  galleries,  at  the  end  opposite  to 
us,  contains  the  Diplomatic  corps.  The  httle 
lively  lady  in  ermine  is  the  wife  of  the  American 
minister.  Near  her  sits  the  handsome  French 
ambassadress,  and  beyond,  the  Sardinian  am- 
bassador. These  are  Miss  Bremer's  especial 
acquaintance  amongst  the  foreign  elite  assem- 
bled on  this  occasion. 

As  we  have  still  to  wait  for  the  entrance  of 
the  grand  actors  of  the  day,  let  me  fill  the  time 
by  one  or  two  little  facts  related  to  us  the  other 
evening  by  this  handsome  Italian  marquis,  the 
Sardinian  minister. 

He  looks  about  three-and-thirtv,  but  he  must 
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bo  considerably  older,  as  he  mentioned  having 
been  employed  in  the  Diplomatic  service  for 
twenty-four  years.  He  is  partial  to  Sweden, 
regretting  only  that  it  cannot  be  bjought  more 
into  the  south  of  Europe.  As  a  boy  he  had,  he 
said,  an  intense  passion  for  travelling,  a  passion 
which  has  never  yet  been  gratified  to  the  full ; 
and  this  it  is  which,  contrary  to  the  entreaties 
of  his  family,  has  led  him  to  become  a  foreign 
envoy.  High  military  and  other  appointments 
have  been  offered  him  in  his  own  land,  but  to 
no  purpose.  From  the  age  of  eighteen  he  has 
known  foreign  service  ;  has  been  sent  to  Tur- 
key, Spain,  Brussels,  London,  America ;  has 
experienced  every  kind  of  accident  of  travel,! 
excepting  on  a  railway.  At  nineteen  he  was 
gent  by  his  sovereign  to  Athens,  to  present  King 
Otho  with  the  most  important  Order  of  the 
Kealm,  equal  to  the  Swedish  Seraphim  or  the 
English  Garter.  He  remained  a  month  at 
Athens  ;  and  just  before  leaving  received  a 
sudden  visit  from  an  officer,  despatched  by  the 
King,  to  present  him  with  an  Order  accompanied ; 
by  a  letter,  in  the  royal  hand,  the  ink  of  wliich 
was  hardly  dry.  The  surprise  was  so  great, 
and  he  felt  the  honour  so  much,  that,  to  the 
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loiicem  of  the  consul  and  his  wife,  with  whom 
le  was  staying,  he  lost  his  appetite.  Since 
hen,  however,  he  has  growTi  callous,  and 
eceived  the  other  day,  with  perfect  indiffe- 
ence,  the  announcement  that  his  own  sovereign 
lad  conferred  upon  him  an  important  Italian 
)rder. 

Another  episode  in  his  early  Diplomatic  life 
>ccun*ed  in  Spain,  in  which  country  he  has 
I  large  estate,  and  where  one  of  his  ancestors 
eft  property  burdened  with  the  payment  of  a 
lowry  to  every  maiden,  either  on  her  marriage 
•r  on  entering  a  convent,  who  could  prove  lier- 
elf  to  be  descended  from  him. 

The  young  marquis  was  an  attache  in  Madrid 
,t  the  very  time  when  Charles  Albert  arrived  in 
Jpain  after  the  fatal  battle  of  Novara.  When 
he  news  reached  the  ambassador  of  the  King's 
bdication,  he  was  in  utter  consternation,  know- 
Qg  that  it  was  illegal ;  nevertheless,  he  set 
ut  to  meet  him,  but  miluckily  missing  him  the 
ayal  refugee  reached  Madrid  in  his  absence, 
lere  being  nobody  to  receive  or  arrange 
latters  of  State  for  liim,  but  the  young  attache; 
ad  unluckily,  of  all  days  in  the  year,  it  was 

cod  Friday,  when  no  carriage  may  appear  in 
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the  streets,  not  even  that  of  the  Queen ;  and 
the  younf(  man  had  to  fly  hither  and  thither  to 
ministers,  lawyers,  and  diplomatists.  At  last, 
however,  things  were  cobbled  up  some  way,  and 
the  King's  abdication  was  acknowledged. 

Another  time,  and  this  was  when  he  went  to 
America,  as  ambassador,  after  being  shipwrecked 
off  Halifax,  he  arrived  at  New  York,  in  the 
dark,  and  immediately  entering  an  omnibus 
desired  to  be  set  down  at  Willard's  Hotel.  One 
other  gentleman  and  himself  were  the  sole 
occupants  of  the  vehicle,  and  presently  the 
fellow  passenger,  turning  to  him,  inquired  if  he 
knew  him  ?  But  it  was  too  dark  to  recognize 
the  silhouette  beside  him,  and  he  replied  in  the 
negative.  '^  I  am  Garibaldi,"  said  the  othe 
And  so  it  w^as,  fresh  from  the  affair  at  Kom 
then  arriving,  for  the  first  time,  in  America. 

On  reaching  the  hotel,  the  landlord  could 
offer  them  but  one  room,  the  house  being  full, 
**But  no  doubt,  gentlemen,"  said  he,  '' you'll 
be  happy  to  share  it  together."  j 

So  they  might;   but  it  would  hardly  hav( 
done  for  Garibaldi,  the  revolter,  and  the  Sar 
dinian  minister  to  have  been  hand  and  glov<| 
together  ;  therefore,  the  landlord  at  last  foun( 
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second  apartment.  Nevertheless,  for  tlie 
iree  following  days  they  were  inseparable,  and 
iw  everything  together  in  that  great  city, 
here  they  were  as  yet  unknow^n.  Garibaldi 
as  not  forgotten  that  pleasant  time  any  more 
lan  the  marquis,  to  whom  he  sent  a  message, 
)me  time  since,  through  his  mother,  whom  he 
let  at  an  Italian  bath. 

Last  summer,  too,  he  had  his  travelling 
Jventures  in  Norway  with  Prince  Humbert, 
le  heir-apparent  of  Italy.  The  prince,  who 
not  more  than  seventeen,  has  immense 
limal  spirits  and  love  of  adventure.  They 
avelled  through  the  country  in  four  carriages, 
id,  whether  wet  or  dry,  saw  everything  that 
18  prince  had  a  fancy  to  see.  His  capacity 
r  travelling  was  almost  greater  than  that  of 
le  marquis,  for,  on  their  passage  from  Norway 
>  Gothenburg,  when  the  marquis  was  lying  on 
3ck  very  squeamish  and  out  of  order,  and  the 
iptain  himself  had  disappeared,  the  prince 
as  desperately  impatient  for  his  breakfast,  and, 
I  the  surprise  of  every  one,  devoured  a  dish  of 
3efsteaks  w^ith  just  as  good  a  relish  as  if  he 
id  been  on  land. 

During  the  last  montli,  the  ambassador  has 
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been  much  engrossed  in  procuring  capercailies 
for  Victor  Emmanuel,  who  wished  to  introduce 
them  into  the  Itahan  mountains.  These  birds 
are  not  unusual  in  the  markets,  where  they  sell 
for  about  four  riksdalers  each ;  but,  for  the 
king's  purpose,  they  must  be  alive.  Thanks, 
however,  to  his  brother  monarch  of  Sweden,  it 
has  been  accomplished  ;  and  the  marquis  is  no 
little  pleased  to  have  sent  off  the  number  which 
Victor  Emmanuel  required  for  stocking  the 
mountains,  though  at  a  great  cost  each. 

But  we  must  leave  these  extraneous  subjects, 
for  hark !  there  is  a  clashing  of  arms  outside, 
as  of  soldiers  saluting  some  high  arrival !  The 
band  of  little  soldiers,  in  blue  uniforms  and 
small  helmets,  in  the  marble  gallery  high  above 
the  entrance  door,  suddenly  become  on  the  qui 
vive.  Every  countenance  glows  with  expecta- 
tion ;  but  only  a  bevy  of  ladies  in  full  drese 
enter  one  of  the  galleries,  and  take  the  places  re- 
served for  them.  Nevertheless,  royalty  is  at  hand, 

Now  enters,  from  a  side  door  near  the  throne 
a  file  of  human  wasps ;  the  grandest,  biggesi  ^ 
wasps  ever  seen.    It  is  the  king's  body-guard  ir 
black  and  gold ;  the  costume,  that  of  the  tim( 
of  Charles  XII.,  revived  by  the  present  king. 
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Two  and  two  they  advance  along  the  centre 

lisle,  twenty- four  m  number.     Then  follow  six 

3ages  daintily  attired  in  their  soft,  glossy  satin, 

ooking  very  much  as  if  they  might  be  used  as 

Dincushions ;  and  after  them,  six  other  youths 

n  magnificent  dresses.     Heralds  follow  two  and 

;wo,  whom  I  could  easily  have   mistaken   for 

30urt-fools,   so  wonderfully  were  they  clad,  in 

^old-bespangled  black  velvet  tunics  reaching  to 

:he  knee,   and  black  velvet  caps,   from  which 

[;Ower  half  a  dozen  black  and  white  ostrich  fea- 

hers,  standing  as  bolt  upright  as  if  they  were 

tiffened  with  wire,  or  pride.     This  cortege  lines 

be  middle  aisle  on  either  side  to  about   the 

eiitre  of  the  hall.     The  chamber  of  peasants 

cxt  appear,  dressed  in  their  ordinary  modern 

arments,  with  the  exception  of  one  man,  w^ho 

ears  his  homely  white    sheepskin,   and   take 

jieir  seats  on  the   raised   benches   below  us. 

ye   recognize   Mr.    Svensen    amongst    them. 

jhey  are  followed  by  the  chamber  of  citizens 

id  the  clergy,  who  completely  occupy  our  side. 

)on,  also,  the  nobles,  in  their  blue  and  gold 

informs  and  rich  court-dresses,  fill  the  side 

Inches  near  the  throne.    Courtiers  in  gorgeous 

lire   appear   behind   the    silver   chair,  music 

N   2 
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floats  forth  from  the  gallery,  the  vast  assembly 
rises  en  masse,  and  a  stately  figure  in  crimson 
velvet,  glittering  with  gold,  ascends  the  throne. 
His  long,  costly  train  carefully  arranged  over 
the  back  of  the  chair,  forms  a  rich  crimson 
background  ;  on  his  head  glitters,  sparkles  a 
bejewelled  crown ;  splendid  insignia  beam  forth 
as  they  repose  on  the  pure  ermine  mantle  w^hich 
envelopes  the  shoulders.  A  golden  sceptre  isi 
swayed  in  the  delicately  w^hite -gloved  right 
hand.  It  is  all  so  brilliantly  magnificent,  that 
it  is  difficult  for  the  mind  to  admit  the  idea, 
that  the  centre  of  all  this  pomp  and  glory  j 
should  be  a  human  soul,  weak  and  naked  in 
itself,  yet  yearning  after  the  imperishable  glorjj 
•of  a  still  higher  life.  Yet  so  it  is ;  and  he  who 
sits  there  in  all  his  supremacy  of  outward  splen- 
dour, has  spoken  from  the  depths  of  his  owd| 
heart  : —  | 

"  Though  earthly  fires  may  call  forth  my  devotion,         i 
Yet  I  forget  not  Heaven's  pure  flame  within.  } 

Amidst  the  ashes  still  a  spark  surviveth, 
Which  ever  yeameth  heavenward,  ever  striveth 
To  be  with  God,  who  is  my  home." 

On  the  king's  right  hand  sits  Prince  Oscar,  i 
gorgeous  in  coronet,  ermine,   blue  velvet  anc 
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fid.  Both  are  remarkably  handsome  men. 
be  royal  ladies  sit  in  the  gallery  to  their 
ft.  The  Diplomatic  corps  in  that  on  the  right. 
[1  the  silk-covered  seats  before  them,  grand 
ts  of  poor  humanity  in  flowing  ermine, 
Lzzling  with  jewels,  and  with  tall  ostrich 
athers  waving  erect  in  the  air.  What  a  pic- 
re  of  mediaeval  pageantry  it  is,  more  dazzling 
ith  jewels  than  any  old  painting  with  gold 
Lck-ground  of  the  middle  ages.  The  dull 
Ly  throws  a  certain  dreamlike  character  over 
e  whole,  to  which  the  opening  music  gives 
ill  deeper  effect. 

Miss  Bremer  said  that  it  reminded  her  of  a 
•ectacle  which  made  a  lasting  impression  upon 
jr.  It  was,  wdien,  after  the  coronation  of  the 
te  king  Oscar,  his  three  handsome  boys,  in 
leir  coronets  and  crimson  velvet  mantles,  ren- 
jred  their  homage,  Idssing  his  hand  in  acknow- 
tlgment  of  his  sovereignty  ;  the  most  touching 
cident  of  which,  however,  was  that  the  good 
ince  Gustaf  knelt  before  his  father,  and  the 
Qg,  acknowledging  the  act,  laid  his  hand  on 
e  young  filial  head  as  if  invoking  a  blessing. 
It  certainly  is  well  now  and  then  to  witness 
man  pageantry,  for  thereby  one  is  able,  as  it 
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were,  to  realize  the  higher  grandeur  of  the 
other  Hfe,  of  which  this,  in  its  proudest  endea- 
vours, is  but  a  type. 

The  land-marshal,  president  of  the  cham- 
ber of  lords,  reads  the  address  of  the  nobles. 
He  stood  in  his  blue  uniform  before  the  throne, 
and  reminded  me  of  a  naval  English  officer. 
He  sits  thus  attired  in  the  Diet,  and,  being  a 
very  important  individual,  has  a  court  carriage 
devoted  to  him,  in  which  he  drives  about,  with 
an  attendant  behind  looking  very  military,  in 
green  uniform  and  a  cocked  hat,  with  a  falling 
plume  of  green  and  white  ostrich  feathers. 

The  Lord  Earl  Marshal  Gyllenstolpe,  one  ol 
the  most  sumptuously  bedecked  individuals 
before  the  throne,  rose  from  his  seat,  made  a 
low  reverence,  and  then  struck  on  the  ground 
with  his  gold-headed  staff  for  the  next  speakei 
to  advance. 

The  archbishop,  as  the  representative  of  the 
clergy,  next  came  forward  in  his  long  blact 
robe  glittering  with  orders,  read  his  address, 
bowed  before  the  throne,  being  succeeded  bj 
the  speakers  of  the  other  chambers,  all  simplj 
attired. 

This  being    done,   the   king    delivered   hi^ 
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speech,  in  a  remarkably  clear  and  strong  voice, 
every  subject,  from  Prince  Oscar  downwards, 
standing,  the  king  alone  seated. 

He  condoled  with  his  royal  neighbour,  Fre- 
derick of  Denmark ;  and  the  speech  altogether 
was  reckoned  satisfactory. 

Melodious  music  again  floats  dreamily  through 
the  hall.  The  court  grandees  bow  before  the 
king  and  disappear.  The  land-marshal,  the 
archbishop,  the  speakers  of  the  lower  chambers, 
advance  and  kiss  the  monarch's  now  ungloved 
hand.  Every  nobleman  passes  before  the 
throne,  and  bows  low  in  so  doing.  Many  of 
them,  however,  having  brought  their  great-coats, 
on  account  of  the  damp  morning,  are  obliged 
to  leave  them  behind.  We  will  hope  that  each 
may  find  his  own  afterwards. 

Prince  Oscar  rises,  his  train  is  lifted  by 
pages,  he  bows  gravely  before  the  king  and 
passes  out.  Now  the  king  himself  rises,  and 
turning  round  good-naturedly,  as  if  he  gi'eatly 
I  enjoyed  it,  or  was  glad  it  was  over,  bowed  to 
ithe  Diplomatic  corps,  who  respectfully  returned 
ihis  salutation  ;  after  which,  he  passed  out,  his 
splendid  and  somewhat  grotesque  retinue  fol- 
lowing. 
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One  thing  only  I  regretted,  and  it  astonished 
me  at  the  same  time  in  this  liberal  Sweden  ; 
namely,  that  the  citizens  and  peasants  did  not 
also  pass  in  order  before  the  monarch. 


CHAPTEK  XII. 
THE  SILENT  SCHOOL. 

December  13th. — This  morDing,  whilst  I  was 
lusy  reading  in  my  own  room,  the  door  sud- 
[enly  opened,  and  in  came  Fru  Knutsson, 
ihimped  herself  do\vn  on  the  sofa,  and,  witli- 
lut  a  word  of  preamhle,  hegan  : — 

"  It  took  Mces  a  long  time  to  come  hy  train 
rom  Mees's  fatherland." 

*'  Fru  Knutsson  means  from  Gothenhurg," 
eturned  I,  rather  surprised. 

**  No  ;  from  England,  by  train,  I  mean  ! " 

*'  That  would  be  impossible,"  said  I.  ''  Fru 
Cnutsson  forgets  the'  sea  which  lies  between 
Cngland  and  Sweden." 

**Jrt.9a/"    with  an    immense  emphasis    on 

o 

a.  "  Herman  and  Fritz  know  about  such 
hings  ;  they  have  great  understandings  !  Not 
)ut  that  I  am  acquainted  with  the  water,  seeing 
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I  have  twice  been  to  Copenhagen  and  back  ;  I 
took  the  restauration-department  on  the  packet. 
There!  that  I  did." 

And  with  this  Fru  Knutsson  suddenly  made 
her  exit. 

The  *'poor,  young  grosshandlare "  has  de- 
parted, and  there  would  be  a  very  agreeable 
lull  in  the  house  had  he  not  bequeathed  his 
concertina  to  his  young  admirers,  Herman  and 
Fritz,  who,  whenever  *at  leisure,  struggle 
away  to  produce  the  grosshandlare's  everlasting 
ditty  ;  managing  the  first  bars,  then 
come  to  utter  confusion,  but  with  inde- 
fatigable perseverance,  "worthy  of  a  nobler 
object,  recommence  with  the  same  inevitable 
result.  M 

•  They  are  now  eagerly  counting  the  hours  to 
the  Christmas  holidays,  when  they  will  have  a 
short  cessation  from  their  daily  studies  at  the 
large  parish  school  of  Clara,  whence  they 
bring  each. week  a  little  book  to  be  filled  in,  as 
regards  their  home  conduct,  bv  their  mother. 
I  suppose  this  is  the  usual  plan,  as  I  have  heard 
of  a  father,  a  great  economist  of  time  as  well 
as  ink,  who  filled  up  his  child's  conduct-report 
for  the  entire  coming  month,  saying,  "  that  one 
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lip  of  ink  would  do,  and  that  it  came  to  the 
;ame  thing  in  the  end." 

You  ask  about  poor  Marie,  on  Mosebacke. 
lulda  went  to  see  her  the  other  day,  and  found 
ler  worse.  She  remained  with  her,  therefore, 
IS  a  sister  of  mercy,  through  the  night,  tow^ards 
he  close  of  which  she  peacefully  passed  away. 
riie  good  physician  and  his  family  were  inde- 
atigable  in  their  kindness,  not  only  to  the  poor 
lying  woman,  bat  also  to  our  dear  Hulda  during 
ler  sorrowful  watch. 

Tante  Fredrika  arranged  and  paid  for  the 
'uncral,  and  w^ould  herself  have  attended  it,  I 
iccompanying  her,  had  not  the  wild,  winterly 
^^eatlier  made  it  dangerous,  especially  as  the 
nterment  took  place  in  a  remote  churchyard 
n  Sodermalm,  but  she  has  sent  a  wreath  for 
;he  grave,  and  will  shortly  have  a  cross  erected 
ipon  it. 

Miss  Bremer  acts  very  much  in  the  spirit  of 
;he  following  anecdote,  wdiich  she  related  to  me 
!ihe  other  day  : — 

A  young  widow  came  to  Stockholm  with 
barely  sufficient  money  for  her  journey,  in  order 
to  seek  some  means  of  livelihood  there.     On 
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arrival,  however,  she  suddenly  fell  ill  at  the  inn, 
and  was  thus  placed  in  the  saddest  circum- 
stances of  want  and  inability  to  work. 

Next  door  to  the  inn  lived  an  old  lady  of 
seventy  who,  hearing  of  the  sick  young  woman's 
unhappy  condition,  had  her  immediately  re- 
moved to  her  own  dwelling,  where  she  nursed 
her  with  all  imaginable  care  till  she  was  quite 
recovered.  When  the  convalescent  patient 
poured  forth  her  gratitude,  the  old  lady  refused 
her  remarks,  saying  : — 

*^  At  my  age  I  ought  to  esteem  myself  for- 
tunate if  I  can  be  of  use  to  anybody  ! " 

Perpetual  acts  of  kindness  flow  forth  silently 
from  Miss  Bremer. 

Hulda  tells  me  of  a  gentleman  who  formerly 
read  aloud  to  her,  and  who,  possessing  great 
talent  for  study,  had  yet  no  means  to  devote 
himself  to  it.  Miss  Bremer,  however,  knowing 
his  circumstances  and  his  ability,  provided  the 
means,  allowing  him  the  hope  of  sometime 
repaying  her,  thus  to  decrease  the  sense  of  his 
obligation.  He  is  now  successfully  studying  in 
one  of  the  Swedish  universities. 


I 
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To-day   (Sunday),    Miss   Bremer  took  me, 
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after  semce,  to  see  the  little  Deaf  and  Duml) 
Institution,  the  Silent  School,  as  she  has  named 
it,  in  Grabei'f^sgatan,  a  remote  rural  street, 
amongst  tlie  old  windmills,  with  near-lying 
rocks,  woods,  and  moorland  country. 

It  was  one  o'clock  when  we  started,  the  air 
clear,  frosty,  and  sunshiny.  We  carried  with 
us  a  large  parcel  of  knitted  stockings  wiiich  had 
been  sent,  I  fancy,  from  Froken  Esselde,  as  a 
present  to  the  institution. 

There  is  in  the  Djurgard,  near  the  shores  of 
the  Baltic,  an  immense  institution  for  the 
blind,  the  deaf,  and  the  dumb,  called  Manilla. 
Although  it  is  quite  a  colony,  yet  so  great, 
unfortunately,  is  the  prevalence  of  the  deaf  and 
dumb  in  Sweden,  that  there  are  many  wiio 
must  remain  neglected  because  there  is  no  room 
for  them  in  the  asylum. 

It  is  for  some  of  these,  and  for  other  little 

pupils  similarly  afflicted,  that  the  noble-hearted 

Jeanette  Berglind,  a  poor  cripple,   born  with 

deficient   hearing    herself,    opened    the   minor 

nstitution  to  which  we  are  now  bound. 

As  we  w^alked  along  Miss  Bremer  told  me 
her  history,  in  order  that  I  miglit  fully 
appreciate  her  when  I  saw  her.      I  had  also 
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read  an  interesting  memoir  of  her  written  by 
Froken  Esselde,  and  as  her  narrative  gives  the 
substance  of  Miss  Bremer's,  I  will  take  the 
liberty  of  repeating,  in  some  degree,  her 
words : — 

Mamsell  Berglind  was  an  orphan,  and  being 
poor  was  obhged  to  work  for  her  living.  An 
insatiable  desire,  however,  to  help  the  deaf  and 
dumb  had  always  been  strong  within  her,  and 
she  herself  having  in  her  early  life  been  brought 
up  at  Manilla,  had  seen  how  inadequate  was  even 
that  great  institution  to  meet  the  needs  of  this  un- 
fortunate class.  Besides,  she  longed  to  try  the 
experiment  of  children  being  placed  rather  in  a 
home  than  in  a  large  educational  factory.  But 
she  was  so  poor,  that  year  after  year  went 
on  without  affording  her  the  least  chance  of 
realizing  the  day-dream.  Spite  of  this  she 
never  lost  hope,  strengthening  herself  with  the 
thought,  ^^  God  will  help  me." 

She  returned  to  Manilla,  worked  there 
altogether  for  fifteen  years,  with  the  never- 
abated  desire  of  carrying  out  her  scheme.  In 
the  mean  time,  a  little  property,  four  hundred 
riksdalers,  scarcely  more  than  twenty  pounds, 
came  to  her,  and  in  order  to  become  mistress 
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of  tliis  inheritance,  she  demanded  her  majority, 
which,  after  a  great  opposition  from  her  family, 
she  ohtained. 

She  lost  no  time  in  commencing  her  long- 
cherished  plan,  but  having  no  means  beyond 
her  own,  it  seemed  like  madness  to  her  friends, 
for  what  could  fom^  hundred  riksdalers  effect 
in  such  an  undertaking?  ^^God  will  help!" 
she  still  said,  and  confidently  hired  a  small 
house  in  Norrmalm.  Her  money  w^as  all  ex- 
pended in  furniture  and  school-materials,  but 
nothing  daunted,  she  announced  that  deaf  and 
dumb  children  were  taken  in  to  board,  the 
terms  being  moderate. 

Various  friends  and  relations  of  deaf  and 
dumb  children  visited  the  school,  but  none,  in 
spite  of  the  warm  testimonial  she  produced  fi'om 
'  the  head  of  the  Manilla  asylum,  were  willing  to 
imake  the  first  attempt.  Again  she  was  assailed 
t  by  entreaties  to  give  up  her  wild  scheme  rather 
than  plunge  herself  in  inextricable  difficulties. 
;It  was  all  in  vain.  She  knew  that  the  school 
I  was  needed,  and  felt  positive  that  in  the  end  it 
iwould  succeed.  Paying  scholars,  however,  fail- 
ing, she  went  out  into  the  highways  and 
liodges,    and  gathered  together  such  numbers 
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that  the  dwclhng  became  too  small  to  hold 
them,  besides  which,  the  situation  in  the  town 
was  disadvantageous.  She  removed,  therefore, 
with  her  children  to  her  present  domicile  in  the 
autumn  of  18G1.  Here  the  most  advantageous 
results  followed  ;  the  poor,  puny  children  throve 
wonderfully ;  they  grew  not  only  rosy  and  active 
under  the  motherly  care  of  their  protectress, 
but  under  the  skilful  instruction  of  an  assistant, 
who  gave  his  services  for  his  board  and  lodg- 
ing, were  so  eager  to  learn,  and  developed  so 
much  talent  and  general  intelligence  as  would 
have  been  astonishing  even  amongst  the  mor 
fortunate  children  of  the  higher  classes. 

A  second  deaf  and  dumb  teacher  was  en- 
gaged, who  willingly  devoted  himself,  in  the 
still  struggling  state  of  the  school,  on  the  same 
terms  as  the  first,  besides  a  young  female' 
assistant  who  had  faithfully  stood  by  Mamsell 
Berglind  from  the  beginning,  without  the 
slightest  remuneration.  A  young  deaf  and 
dumb  girl  from  Manilla,  who  acted  as  servant, 
completed  the  interesting   little  establishment. 

Thus  the  school  was  set  a-going  in  the  new 
home,  with  the  full  approbation  of  the  superin- 
tendent of  Manilla,    who  pronounced  it  to  be 
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ecisoly  the  preparatory  institution  which   liad 
ag  been  needed. 

It  was,   here,  therefore,  that  we  were  now 
ing. 

Turning  into  a  country  by-road,  just  at  the 
tsldrts  of  the  town,  we  soon  reached  a  gate 
a  wooden  fence,  over  wliich  was  painted, 
)VISABERG,  such  being  the  appellation  of  the 
3af  and  Dumb  School,  and  so  called  from  the 
leen,  who  is  not  only  friendly  to  it,  but  who 
,s  placed  a  child  there. 

The  house,  standing  on  a  little  lawn,  with 
rm  buildings  on  one  side,  is  built  of  wood, 
d  painted  red.  The  front  door  stood  wide 
en,  and  led  into  a  passage  or  lobby,  the  walls 
which  were  painted  to  represent  the  trees 
d  shrubs  of  a  conseiwatory,  with  surrounding 
idscape.  We  opened  the  door  of  one  of  the 
3ms,  for  Miss  Bremer  is  evidently  well  acquaint- 
with  the  topography  of  the  house,  and  found 
rselves  in  a  warm,  sunny  school-room,  looking 
:o  a  wide  field,  which  had  probably  grown 
tatoes,  and  to  a  pleasant  country  beyond, 
le  cloth  was  laid  for  the  dinner  of  about 
elve  children  who  were  assembled  there. 
ley  made  many  peculiar  articulations  of  plea- 
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sure,  whercupou  poor,  deformed  Mamsell  Berg- 
lind  appeared  from  the  inner  room,  her  face 
radiant  with  joy  and  kindly  benevolence.  She 
seemed  to  me  to  have  a  halo  of  goodness  around 
her. 

After  a  very  cordial  welcome,  she  and  Miss 
Bremer  retired  to  the  adjoining  room  which  she 
had  left,  her  sitting  and  bed-room  combined, 
I  preferring  to  remain  with  the  young  teacher, 
the  only  assistant  at  this  moment,  and  whom  I 
knew  to  be  kind-hearted,  and  warmly  interested 
in  the  school.  Born  dumb,  he  has  now,  in  a 
measure,  acquired  the  use  of  speech.  He  talks 
somewhat  indistinctly,  it  is  true,  but  still  mar- 
vellously well  for  one  in  his  condition,  and  we 
were  quite  able  to  carry  on  a  conversation. 

The  ability  displayed  by  this  young  man  re 
minds  me  of  a  deaf  person  whom  I  have  seen 
in  Stockholm.  Although  stone-deaf,  he  is  able 
to  converse  with  any  one,  in  their  usual  tone  of 
voice,  simply  by  watching  the  movement  of 
their  lips.  m 

The  young  teacher  assisted  me  in  amusing  the 
children ;  indeed,  I  should  have  managed  very 
indifferently  without  him.  I  had  brought  witU 
me  some  of  Hulda's  cuttings  as  a  httle  present. 
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lul  these  gave  infinite  delight.  They  cackled 
nd  clapped  their  arms  for  wings  as  they  saw 
ne  group,  that  of  an  old  woman  feeding  poultry. 

We  had  also  brought  a  number  of  little 
oloured  picture-cards,  which  have  been  adopted 
ere,  together  with  many  translations  of  Eng- 
sh  tracts,  by  the  Swedish  Tract  Society,  none 
eing  more  popular  than  those  of  the  Rev. 
[ewman  Hall. 

The  cards  were  distributed  amongst  the  chil- 
ren,  two  boys,  and  the  rest  girls,  all  boai'ders, 
16  day-pupils  not  attending  on  Sundays.  It 
jemed  a  perfect  insult  to  the  children  to  call 
lem  deaf  and  dumb,  for  every  action  and 
lovement  spoke.  I  watched  them  conversing 
ith  each  other  on  the  various  subjects  of  the 
ttle  picture-cards. 

Miss  Bremer  now  reappeared,  and,  asking  for 
few  empty  plates,  poured  out  from  her  won- 
)rful  bag  a  quantity  of  Danske  karameller 
lid  gingerbread  nuts,  with  which  childish 
jhghts  she  is  supplied  by  an  old  woman  at  the 
id  of  Drottninggatan.  On  this,  there  was  a 
l|ry  natural  outburst  of  joy,  which  the  children 
Jew  no  better  way  of  expressing  than  by 
Ipntaneously  shaking  hands. 
'  o2 
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It  was,  altogether,  one  of  the  happiest  scene 
I  ever  witnessed,  and  one  of  the  most  interest 
ing.  I  shall  anticipate  going  there  again  wit] 
much  pleasure. 

Mamsell  Berglind  gives  her  present  teache 
an  excellent  character  for  his  unswerving  good 
ness  and  patience ;  as  a  proof  of  which,  sh 
says,  he  is  never  tired  of  telling  the  childrei 
long  stories  on  his  fingers. 

On  our  way  home  I  learned  that  this  schoo 
was  in  great  distress  during  the  last  winter 
which  so  troubled  Miss  Bremer,  that  she  ad 
dressed  a  letter  to  the  **  Talking  Children  o 
Sweden  on  behalf  of  the  Silent  School." 

The  answer  was  money,  sent  by  children  fron 
the  length  and  breadth  of  Sweden,  an  answei 
which  entirely  removed  the  difficulties  unde: 
which  it  was  then  struggling.  May  the  schoo 
go  on  and  prosper  ! 

I  have  since  learned  that  the  Diet  has  mad 
a  grant,  for  three  years,  to  the  Silent  School,  i 
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CHAPTEE  XIII. 

THE  S^V^EDISII  ACADEMY. 

December  21st. — The  shortest  clay ;  yet 
ot  so  short  as  I  should  have  expected.  It  is 
ow,  however,  becoming  dusk,  and  I  shall  light 
ly  caudle  outwardly  to  enlighteu  me  whilst  I 
Tite  of  the  eighteen  great  literary  lumina- 
ies  of  the  land. 

Yesterday,  the  20tli,  was  the  annual  com- 
lemoration  day  of  the  Swedish  Academy,  which 
onsists  of  eighteen  members. 

This  Institution,  founded  by  the  literary 
aonarch  Gustavus  III.,  in  178G,  has  ever  had 
3r  its  aim  the  improvement  both  of  literature 
nd  language,  and  the  preservation  of  the  me- 
lory  of  the  great  departed.  Whilst  doing 
luch  good,  it  has,  hke  many  other  academies, 
dhcred  to  old  systems,  and  consequently  been 
3lt  as  a  clog  by  young  and  ardent  genius.    Now, 
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however,  the  Academy,  the  members  of  which 
are  chosen  from  the  most  distinguished  writers, 
is,  according  to  many  opinions,  becoming  less 
conservative,  and  more  wilHng  to  walk  hand  in 
hand  with  the  young  aspirants  of  the  present 
time. 

The    annual    meeting   of    the   Academy  is 

always  an  important  and  interesting  occasion, 

and  Miss  Bremer  was  desirous  that  Hulda  and 

myself    should   both   be  present.     She  wrote, 

therefore,  to  her  friend  Baron  von  Beskow,  the 

secretary,  requesting  tickets,   and  immediately 

received  from  him  the  number  which  she  desired. 

This  was  on  Friday. .    On  Saturday  morning,  at 

breakfast,  two  were  given  to  Hulda,  for  herself 

and  her  sister,  which  was  a  great  delight  to  her, 

as  she  had  never  seen  anything  of  the  kind. 

Hulda,  who  at  this  moment  is  working  extremely 

hard  at  the  School  of  Design,  set  off,  Tvdthout 

particularly  regarding  the  date  of  the  festival, 

and  painted  and  drew  with  double  application ; 

came  home,  dressed  herself,  and  set  off  to  her 

sister's,  and  then  only  discovered  that  she  had; 

been  needlessly  exerting  herself,  for  that  the 

great    event  would   not    take   place    till    the 

morrow. 
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The  following  evening,  I  being  Lcfittingly 
tired,  Sara  appeared  at  my  door  at  half- past 
re  to  attend  me  to  Professor  Nilsson's,  for  I 
as  to  have  the  pleasure  of  going  with  them, 
nmediately  I  had  on  my  warm,  wadded  black 
Ik  hood  and  other  wraps,  and  we  were  walking 
p  Master  Samuel  Street,  when  we  met  a  tall, 
>mewhat  masculine  woman  of  the  lower  class, 
ith  a  black  silk  kerchief  over  her  head. 

Sara,  at  once,  all  excitement,  directed  my 
tention  to  her ;  and  no  sooner  had  she  passed 
an  her  history  was  poured  into  my  ears.  She 
as    Jungfru    Arberg,    once  a    servant,    now 

a  state  of  comfortable  independence  through 
jr  wonderful  skill  in  the  removal  of  warts  and 
her  cutaneous  growths.  Throngs  of  people 
)  to  her  for  advice,  for  though  she  is  by  no 
eans  particular  about  not  causing  pain,  she 
ostly  produces  a  cure.  Rough  and  ready  is 
3r  system ;  and  even  medical  men  send  their 
itients  to  her,  saying,  *^  we  can  do  nothing  for 
)u,  you  had  better  therefore  go  to  Jungfru 
rberg." 

*'  But,  continued  Sara,  **  she  is  neither  stuck 
p  nor  miserly  with  her  money !  she  gives  a 
pod  deal  away,  and  there's  no  end  of    poor 
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folks   that    come    on  fixed  days  to  dine  wit] 
her." 

I  found  Ida  Nilsson  and  her  agreeable  aunt 
who  resides  with  them,  ready  dressed,  waitin* 
for  me,  and  the  moment  afterwards,  bein{ 
joined  by  Professor  Nilsson,  we  started  for  th( 
city. 

The  light  of  the  full  moon  lit  up  the  hard 
well-worn  expanse  of  snow  on  Gustaf  Adolf i 
Torg,  and  glittered  on  the  quiet  expanse  of  thi 
Malar.  Crowds  of  people  were  out  and  throngec 
the  well-lighted  Norrbro,  the  lamps  casting  i 
red  light  through  the  silvery  moonlight,  whils' 
the  merry  sledges  sped  along  with  their  joyouj 
little  bells.  It  was  fascinating,  and  I  felt  sorr) 
w^hen  we  had  reached  the  Exchange,  a  large 
building  in  the  heart  of  the  city,  though  not  fai 
from  the  Palace. 

Here,  in  an  upper  hall  used  for  the  grand  Ne'w 
Year's  ball  and  other  festivities,  the  meeting  o 
the  Swedish  Academy  was,  as  usual,  to  tak( 
place.  A  row  of  soldiers  Hned  each  side  of  th< 
entrance  and  hedged  out  an  actual  crowd,      g 

On   reaching   an   ante-room   we   doffed  on 
cloaks,  the  Professor  m'ging  us  to  speed,  as  w 

were  already  late.     He  himself,  now  freed  froi 

■  /\ 
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lis  large  fur  cloak,  stood  fortli^  spleiuliJ,  with 
.n  order  suspended  from  his  neck,  and  two  large 
rosses  on  liis  breast,  the  one  conferred  on  him 
ly  tlie  King  of  Denmark,  the  other  a  Swedish 
rder.  It  was  proper  that  he  who  takes  so 
ligh  a  rank  tlnoughout  Europe  for  his  ethno- 
ogical  researches  should  be  there. 

Under  so  worthy  an  escort  w^e  proceeded  to  a 
econd  saloon,  where  such  illustrious  members 
,s  would  be  present  were  already  assembled. 
Jl  were  in  coui^t  dress,  with  their  many  orders, 
^he  one  who  struck  me  most  was  Baron  von 
Jeskow,  secretary  of  the  Academy,  a  worthy 
ompeer  of  Geijer,  the  celebrated  poet  and 
istorian,  a  native  of  the  iron  distiicts  of 
''ermland.  Tegner,  the  author  of  the  noble 
Fritliiof's  Saga,"  and  the  '' Children  of  the 
iord's  Supper,"  known  to  Enghsli  readers  by 
jongfellow's  admirable  translation,  was  also  from 
''ennland. 

These  men,  w^ith  Ling  and  Franzrn,  wTre 
1  Sweden  at  about  the  same  period  that  which 
lir  Walter  Scott,  Wordsworth,  and  Southey 
^ere  in  England  ;  men  \igorous  in  the 
rigiuality  and  strength  of  nature,  and  hating 
verything    false    and    artilicial.        Such   also 
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was  Wallin,  the  sweet  psalmist  of  the  north, 
who  gave  to  Sweden  hymns  worthy  of  her 
people. 

No  author  at  the  present  time  stands  higher 
than  Bernhard  von  Beskow,  not  merely  on 
account  of  the  diversity  of  subjects  treated  by 
him,  but  for  his  generous,  justice-loving  spirit. 
From  1834,  when  on  the  demise  of  Franzen 
he  was  appointed  secretary  of  the  Academy,  of 
which  he  had  already  been  a  member  for  ten 
years,  until  the  present  time,  he  has  laboured 
for  the  Academy  and  for  the  advancement  of 
literature  with  a  degree  of  zeal  evinced  by  no 
previous  secretary. 

In  accordance  with  the  aim  of  the  Academy  to 
preserve  the  memory  of  deceased  great  men,  he  has 
written  a  number  of  masterly  biographies,  which 
are  remarkable  for  their  broad,  appreciative 
spirit,  and  for  the  justice  done  by  him  to  many 
a  character  which  had  been  previously  disre- 
garded or  misunderstood.  His  dramas  alone 
would  have  made  him  a  reputation.  The  late 
King  Oscar,  who  knew  Baron  von  Beskow 
intimately,  from  his  having  acted  as  his 
secretary  whilst  he  was  Crown  Prince,  set  his 
drama  of  "  The  Troubadour"  to  music. 
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His  travels  are  interesting  from  their  eloquent 
tyle  and  the  number  of  remarkable  characters 
jiih  whom  he  came  in  contact.  In  his  youth 
e  is  said  to  have  sho^vn  talents  equally  for 
lusic,  painting,  and  literature,  so  that  it  was 
ifficult  to  say  to  which  he  might  ultimately 
evote  himself.  The  king  ennobled  his  family 
n  account  of  his  literary  merits,  at  the  same 
ime  he  is  Court  Marshal  and  Commander  of 
be  Order  of  the  North  Star. 

After  Professor  Nilsson  had  introduced  us  to 
[lis  distinguished  man,  w^e  passed  on  into  the 
reat  saloon,  which  is  large  and  brilliant  with 
lirrors,  wliite  paint,  and  gilding,  and  now 
)oked  dazzling  from  the  crowd  of  ladies  in 
andsome  evening  dresses,  and  gentlemen  in 
niform  or  court  dress,  adorned  with  their  orders, 
ipite  of  the  hall  being  full  and  we  somewhat 
ite,  we  fortunately  obtained  seats  near  the 
loyal  Gallery,  which  was  slightly  raised  above 
16  audience,  and  to  me  best  of  all  close  to  my 
3loved  Inge])org,  wiio  was  accompanied  by  her 
iends.  We  could  not  do  more  than  greet  in 
issing,  for  almost  immediately  the  literary 
i|minaries  entered  and  proceeded  solemnly 
i  the  long,  narrow  table,  covered  with  blue, 
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which  ran  down  the  centre  of  the  hall,  and  on 
wliich  stood  ranged,  two  and  two,  eighteen 
massive  silver  candlesticks,  with  candles  burning 
in  all,  each  one  before  a  chair  covered  with  light 
blue  silk  and  with  gilt  arms.  The  candles 
represent  eighteen  distinguished  literary  men  of 
Sweden,  I  will  not  say  the  eighteen,  because  I 
feel  it  somewhat  invidious,  when  there  are  so 
many  literary  men  thus  unrepresented  here. 
At  the  time  of  the  institution  of  the  Academy 
probably  eighteen  might  comprise  all  who 
deserved  this  distinction,  but  it  is  not  so  now. 
I  will,  however,  leave  that  part  of  the  subject, 
and  looking  on  at  this  interesting  assembly 
proceed  with  my  description. 

The  chairs  stand,  as  I  said,  one  before  eac 
candle  ;  chair  and  candle  alike  represent  thJ 
man ;  there  can  be  no  confusion,  each  chair 
belongs  to  its  individual,  and  remains  so  as  long 
as  he  lives.  It  goes  down  in  its  line  of  suc- 
cession as  scrupulously  as  if  it  were  a  throne. 
The  eighteenth  chair  is  now  occupied  by  the 
celebrated  preacher  and  social  reformer,  Tho- 
mander,  who,  besides  his  theological  writings, 
has  translated  Shakespear  and  Voltaire,  witl 
other  incongruous  writers.    To  him  it  descendec 
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om  Professor  Ling,  of  whom  I  shall  have 
)me thing  to  say  hereafter,  and  whose  daughter 
recognised  amongst  the  company. 

I  ought  ah-eady  to  have  mentioned  that  the 
[ueen  Dowager,  looking  very  young,  adorned 
ith  diamonds  and  enveloped  in  a  magnificent 
hite  lace  shawl,  entered  together  with  tlie  King, 
Kieen,  and  Prince  Oscar,  and  had  taken  their 
laces  attended  by  their  suites,  previously  to 
tie  procession  of  the  literary  luminaries.  Their 
resence  especially  harmonized  with  the  spirit 
f  the  festival,  although  no  public  celebration  in 
Stockholm  is  complete  without  them,  so  fully 
.0  they  identify  themselves  with  the  pleasures 
,nd  interests  of  their  people. 

The  whole  number,  however,  of  the  members 
ms   unfortunately  not   present,  nor  were  the 
.nnals   of  the  past  year,  according  to  Baron 
;on  Beskow,  by  any  means  remarkable. 
I   Strandberg,  the  president  of  the  Academy  for 

fie   year,  a  patriotic,  liberty-loving  poet,  and 
anslator  of  Byron,  read  a  poetical  narrative 
ent  by  Fahlcrantz,  the  witty  bishop,  about  the 
Ihine,  in  which  the   Drachenfels    and  other 
haracteristic  features  figured. 
These  annual  festivals  are  intended  also  to  ho- 
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nour  some  departed  great  man  whose  name  and 
bust  are  given  on  the  medal  of  tlie  year.    It  was 
on  this  occasion  Carl  Gustaf  Tessin,  horn  1G95, 
the  celebrated  son  and  grandson  of  two  archi- 
tects ;  Nicodemus,  his  father,  having  commenced 
the  building  of  the  palace  which  was  completed 
under  the  son's  superintendence.     Carl  Gustaf 
was  also  employed  in  diplomatic  service,  and 
was  much  connected  with  the  court ;  he  was 
the  governor  of  Gustavus  III.  when  a  boy.    He 
died  in  1770,  and  with  him  the  name  of  Tessin 
became  extinct  in  Sweden.     It  still,  however, 
lives  in  the  buildings  and  other  works  of  three 
distinguished  men  of  three  generations.     The 
Carl  Johan  prize  was  bestowed  on  the   useful 
author  and  clergyman  Wieselgren,  in  lieu  of  a 
vacant  chair.   To  none  of  the  competition  papers 
sent  in  were  prizes  awarded.     It  was  a  satis- 
faction, however,  to  learn  from  the  president's 
address  that  literary  persons  in  destitute  circum- 
stances are  relieved  by  an  especial  parliamen-j 
tary  grants  for  which  the  academy  now  expressed 
itself  grateful.     At  about  eight  o'clock  the  en-^ 
tertainment  was  ended,  and  I  returned  with  the 
Nilssons  to  supper. 
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Heniiau  has  jnst  come  iii,  brinf^ng  a  cuul, 
jsli  influx  of  air.  His  face  is  crimson  from 
i  exercise  in  the  snow.  He  has  now  the 
icity  of  relinquishing  the  school  studies  for 
}  quick  sliding  sledge,  which  is  kej^t  in  con- 
mt  use  in  the  square.  He  acts,  however,  as 
f  little  page,  and  now  rushes  in  for  my  letter, 
lich  he  is  to  di*op  into  one  of  the  innumerable 
ick  letter-boxes  in  general  use  here,  as  there 
but  one  regular  post-office,  and  that  in  the 
y.  He  is  impatient,  but  I  still  have  some- 
ing  more  to  add. 

At  two  o'clock,  Sara  fetched  me  upstairs  in 
eat  haste,  because  Baron  von  Beskow  had 
lied,  and  I  was  wanted. 
I  speedily  obeyed,  and  found  the  Baron  even 
)re  courteous  than  on  the  preceding  evening. 
3  was  the  bearer  of  two  silver  medals,  one  of 
lich  he  presented  to  Miss  Bremer,  the  other 
me,  to  be  forwarded  to  my  mother  in  recog- 
iion  of  the  good  services  which  she  had  done 
I  introducing  Miss  Bremer's  works  to  the 
Iglish  nation. 

jHe  has  also  promised  to  send  me  some  of 
i  memoirs. 
He  called  our  attention  with  some  degree  of 
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pride  to  his  handsome  gold-headed  walking 
stick,  which  had  been  a  present  from  Queen 
Desideria's  predecessor,  Queen  Hedvig  Ehza- 
beth,  to  Bishop  Wallin,  who  bequeathed  it  to 
him. 

Miss  Bremer,  as  a  woman,  cannot  become  a 
member  of  the  academy,  though  she  has  long 
been  one  of  the  literary  luminaries  of  the  land ; 
she  however,  in  1831,  received  from  the  aca- 
demy a  gold  medal,  and  again,  in  1844,  the 
highest  prize  which  it  can  confer.  Had  women 
been  considered  worthy  of  membership  from 
the  beginning,  the  witty  Fru  Lenngren  would 
certainly  have  occupied  a  chair,  for  none  de- 
served it  better,  none  ever  painted  the  life  of 
Sweden,  with  all  its  peculiar  foibles  and  virtues, 
more  faithfully  than  she,  with  a  wit  and  humour 
which  will  never  lose  their  point  or  cease  to 
charm.  She  in  the  last  generation,  and  Miss 
Bremer  in  the  present,  are  the  two  cleverest 
female  writers  that  Sweden  has  known.  Had: 
Fru  Lenngren,  therefore,  occupied  a  chair  in 
the  academy.  Miss  Bremer  would  have  beeni 
her  worthy  successor.  i 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

CHRISTMAS    DOINGS. 

Dec.  23ed. — There  has  been  great  consulta- 
tion upstah^s  as  to  the  share  which  Miss  Bremer 
Aill  take  in  a  certain  Christmas  dinner,  which 
^ood  Miss  Vennberg  is  preparing  for  a  number 
)f  indigent  ladies,  and  at  which  we  young  people 
ire  to  be  present.  In  the  first  place,  however, 
et  me  tell  you  somewhat  about  these  ladies. 

One  evening  at  the  beginning  of  the  month, 

found  upstairs  a  comfortable  elderly  lady 
iressed  in  purple  and  black  silk,  and  a  black 
jice  shawl,  seated  in  my  particular  easy-chair, 

id   good,  merry. Miss  Vennberg  in  another. 

was  glad  to  see  them,  for  I  knew  the  beautiful 

u'pose  of  their  visit. 

The  stranger  was  the  Countess   Schwerin,  a 

end  of  Miss  Bremer's,  who  has  lately  given 
1  e  upper  floor  of  a  large  two-storeyed  house 

p 
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as  an  asylum  for  paiwres  honteuses.  Poor,  strug- 
gling, scmi-gcntility,  which  cannot  work  and 
to  beg  is  ashamed.  Both  Miss  Bremer  and 
Miss  Vennberg  are  much  pleased  with  the 
scheme.  The  former  has  long  desired  that 
there  should  be  a  home  in  Stockholm  similar 
to  the  Belgian  Beguinage,  where  poor  ladies 
who  have  neither  tastes  nor  the  peculiar  quali- 
fications for  Protestant  deaconesses,  nor  yet  for 
the  teaching  of  children,  might  each  live  in  her 
own  little  room,  work,  read,  say  her  prayers, 
and  enjoy  a  quiet  life  before  being  called  hence. 
She  thus  desires  that  solitary  atoms  of  humanity 
may  be  brought  into  pleasant  proximity,  anc 
lose  their  sorrowful  sense  of  uncared-fo;; 
desolation.  How  warmly,  therefore,  she  ha^, 
'received  the  idea  of  this  little  home  in  Lundt 
makare  Gatan  may  be  imagined. 

Miss  Vennberg,  too,  is  greatly  pleased,  foi 
she  says,  if  one  asylum  be  needed  more  tha 
another  it  is  for  this  class.  Spite,  there 
fore,  of  her  having  scores  of  sick,  maimec 
naked,  hungry  mortals  already  dependent  upo 
her,  she  will  become  an  active  co-operator  i 
this  new  good  work. 

She  says,   *^  thank  you,"  when  a  favour 
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asked  from  her,  and  is  always  glad  to  be  help- 
ful in  doing  good. 

The  wonder  is,  how  with  all  this  incessant, 
absorbing  occupation,  she  yet  can  accept  so 
many  invitations  to  evening  parties,  for  she 
^oes  everywhere,  and  is  at  the  same  time  a 
most  attentive  relative  to  a  large  circle  of  kins- 
folk. She  is  always  doing.  As  she  goes  on 
her  way  on  some  errand  of  mercy,  she  tarns 
into  one  shop  and  buys  an  amusing  book  for 
some  poor  melancholy  soul,  and  into  another 
for  a  few  yards  of  trimming,  which  somebody 
else  is  at  their  wits'-end  to  obtain. 

One  day  Hulda  and  I  went  to  her  on  some 
little  bu^ness,  and  found  her  putting  on  her 
best  bonnet.  ^^  I  am  just  going  to  the  Queen," 
she  said.  **But  don't  be  in  a  hurry.  Sit 
down,  darlings  !  Oh,  it  is  Miss  Bremer,  who 
wants  me.     I  will  take  her  house  on  my  way." 

That  which  pleases  me  so  greatly  in  this  ex- 
cellent woman,  is  her  broad  sympathy  ;  a  sym- 
pathy which  embraces  all.  It  is  not  requisite 
that  a  person  should  stand  before  her  in  rags, 
with  an  empty  cupboard,  and  a  group  of  starving 
children  to,  call  forth  her  sympathy.  She 
knows  and  feels  the  concealed  suffering  and  the 

p  2 
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untold  sorrow,  and  does  not  wait  to  be  appealec 
to  with  sighs  and  tears. 

When  out  at  her  frequent  evening  parties, 
handsomely  dressed,  and  looking  as  bright  anc 
happy  as  the  gayest,  she  tells  such  amusingj 
warm-hearted  stories,  that  she  is  sure  to  leave 
with  a  warm  woollen  shawl  for  some  old  woman, 
troubled  with  rheumatism,  or  she  has,  in  the 
easiest,  merriest  way  possible,  provided  for  life 
for  some  orphan  child. 

I  sit  on  the  sofa,  knitting,  and  listen  to  the 
conversation  that  goes  on,  and  thus  I  learn 
that  the  little  asylum  for  the  imuvres  honteusei 
consists  of  ten  rooms,  each  of  which  has  already 
its  occupant,  although  only  just  opeiied.  Th( 
tenants  are  to  pay  twenty-five  riksdalers  a  yeai 
for  the  best  rooms,  that  is  to  say,  if  they  are 
able.  One  little  trouble,  however,  seems  to  b( 
that  these  apartments  being  en  suite,  after  th( 
fashion  of  house -building  here,  cannot  afforc 
the  same  privacy  as  if  each  were  self-contained 
still,  by  means  of  screens  and  partitions,  an< 
the  bringing  together,  as  much  as  possible,  con 
genial  elements,  the  Countess  hopes  that  thi' 
disadvantage  may  be  lessened,  if  not  obviated,  i 

The  inmates  are  of  various  grades,  beginninf 
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with  a  decayed  Countess.  I  only  hope  all  the 
dear,  good  souls  may  live  together  without 
bickering  and  heart-burning. 

The  Countess  Schwerin  and  various  other 
ladies  will  do  all  in  their  power  to  make  the 
whole  work  together  smoothly.  Two  philan- 
thropic gentlemen,  Carlsson  and  Arfvidsson, 
have  also  joined  in  the  Direction. 

This  excellent  Countess  Schwerin,  the 
mother  of  ten  children,  is,  after  all,  not  one  of 
the  wealthiest  of  the  nobility  ;  at  all  events,  she 
has  had  her  experiences  in  economy  and 
management.  She  told  us,  for  instance,  how, 
during  two  severe  winters  she  had  to  buy  large 
barrels  of  dried  peas,  meal,  &c.,  for  the  use  of 
the  suffering  peasants  on  her  estate,  and  how 
by  this  means,  and  by  opening  a  market  for 
the  disposal  of  their  weaving,  she  contrived 
to  keep  hunger  and  misery  from  their  midst. 


Dec,  26th. — I  sit  down  quietly  for  an  hour 

to  put  down  on  paper  a  few  of  the  pleasant 

ii!  incidents  which  have  already  occurred.     In  the 

.[first  place,   let  me,  however,  remark  that  the 

)||  true  Christmas  time  of  rejoicing  does  not  end 
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in  Sweden,  as  with  us  busy  English,  on  Twelfth 
Day.  People  here  will  dance  and  sing,  and 
make  merry  till  the  twentieth  day.  Nor  does 
this  northern  winter  freeze  up  nor  even  chill 
people's  energies ;  on  the  contrary,  it  seems 
greatly  to  increase  them. 

For  the  last  three  weeks  certainly,  Stock- 
holm has  been  in  a  perfect  scramble.  Girls 
have  sat  up  half  the  night  preparing  their 
JulUappar,  (pronounced  yule,)  Christmas 
gifts.  Fathers  and  mothers  have  been 
drawing  the  paper  riksdalers  out  of  their 
pocket-books  from  morning  till  night  for  pre- 
sents for  household  servants  and  poor  depend- 
ents, or  to  prepare  for  Christmas  doings.  If 
you  beg  of  the  laundress  to  get  you  up  some 
fextra  trifle,  her  reply  is  ;  ''  Ah,  Mamsell,  I'm 
up  to  my  ears  in  work  !  I  would  oblige  Mam- 
sell, but  I  must  work  night  and  day  as  it  is  !  *' 
The  same  with  the  dressmaker:  **Ah,  Mam- 
sell !  I'm  working  my  fingers  off !  I  would  ob- 
lige Mamsell,  but  everybody  wants  something 
new  at  Christmas." 

* 

We,  too,  were  in  a  regular  hurry ;  not  good 
Tante  Fredrika,  though ;  she  remained  caln 
and  collected,  and  kept  all  her  little  secrets  tc 
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herself— but  Hulda,  Sara,  and  I.  For  instance, 
Hulda,  wlio  is  the  universal  genius  of  the  house, 
had  to  make  a  beautiful  new  dress  for  Miss 
Bremer,  a  Christmas  present  from  Mrs.  Fred- 

rika  L ,   the  making  of  which  was  to  be 

Hulda's  present ;  yet  not  a  syllable  was  to  be 
said  about  it ;  the  measure  was  to  be  stolen 
from  another  dress,  and  the  fitting  on  done  by 
the  eye,  and  all  in  secret,  a  few  stitches  at  a 
time,    the     School    of     Design     giving     but 
short    holidays,    and     dear,    innocent     Tante 
Fredrika  asking  of  Hulda  incessantly  to  help 
her  in   endless    little    Christmas    kindnesses. 
Sara,  too,  had  her  secrets,  and  was  all  busy 
activity.     Like   most   other   Swedes,  the  cold 
weather  enchants  her.     Instead  of  frost  and 
snow   turning    Stockholm   into   a   desert,    the 
streets  are  thronged  with  carriages  and  foot- 
passengers,  enjoying  the  brisk,  invigorating  air, 
and  with  a  warm  circulation  of  Christmas  good- 
will animating  their  whole  being. 

In  the  afternoon  of  the  24th,  preparatory  to 
Christmas  Eve,  Sara  was  dispatched  on  one  of 
her  many  excursions  into  the  market  to  buy  us 
the  prettiest  tree  on  its  wooden  stand,  which 
she  could  find.     The  ground  and  the  house- 
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tops  lay  deep  in  snow,  and  many  of  the  market- 
women  sat  in  tubs,  set  on  end,  with  an  opening 
in  the  side  and  a  seat  within ;  each  a  female 
Diogenes,  tolerably  warm  and  snug.  The 
whole  was  a  perfect  throng,  for  on  this  particular 
day  every  gap  in  the  market  was  filled  with  fir- 
trees  and  stalls  of  toys,  gingerbread,  and  all 
kinds  of  sweetmeats. 

•As  soon  as  dinner  was  over.  Miss  Bremer 
asked  us  to  assist  her  in  decorating  the  tree,  for' 
she  expected  company  that  evening.  We  tied 
on  the  candles,  the  gingerbread  and  sugar- 
plums, and  placed  round  the  tree  some  superb 
apples,  choice  specimens, — German,  Swedish, 
Danish,  and  English,  amongst  the  latter  a 
"  Eipston  Pippin,"  for  all  were  carefully 
wrapped  in  white  paper  and  labelled,  they  being 
a  present  from  Magister  Eneroth,  a  great  horti- 
culturist and  well-known  writer, — a  sort  of 
Swedish  Sir  Joseph  Paxton, — who  was  also  ex- 
pected in  the  evening.  -gl 

The  first  event  in  the  celebration  of  Christ- 
mas Eve  was  our  visit  to  the  Christmas  fair  on 
the  Great  Square  in  the  city  near  the  Exchange, 
in  order  that  I  might  have  an  idea  of  the  out- 
door Christmas  Eve. 
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We  set  out  at  six  o'clock ;  the  streets  were 
brilliant  from  the  lights  in  all  the  house-win- 
dows, for  people  never  dream  of  shutters  here. 
Prince  Oscar's  palace  looked  ablaze  within, 
where  preparations  were  going  on  for  the 
amusement  of  the  three  little  princes  and  their 
young  friends,  who  were  to  have  the  delight, 
not  of  one  Christmas-tree,  but  a  whole  grove, 
arranged  round  a  splendid  apartment. 

Sledges  were  speeding  over  the  snow,  now 
ground  to  fine  grey  powder.  Men,  women,  and 
children  were  out ;  some  carrying  parcels,  some 
gingerbread,  others  empty-handed.  There  was 
such  a  crowd  in  the  city  that  we  could  hardly 
pass  along  the  narrow  thoroughfare. 

The  moon  shone  pleasantly  on  the  quaint 
old  houses  of  the  Great  Square,  and  on  the  rows 
of  booths  lighted  by  their  tallow  candles,  filled 
with  all  the  coarsely-made,  unsatisfactory  gim- 
cracks  and  trumpery,  common  to  fairs.  Yet 
,poor  folks  were  pressing  between  the  narrow 
I  rows  and  buying  little  presents  for  their  small 
Chrismas-trees  and  Christmas  rejoicings. 

A  pleasanter  sight  was  this  than  that  which  was 
witnessed  in  this  very  square  in  the  winter  time 
of  1520,  that  awful  massacre,  the  Bath  of  Blood, 
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as  it  is  called  in  Swedish  history,  by  which  the 
un-christian  Christian  II.  signalized  his  coro- 
nation. 

That  sweet  young  girl,  too,  buying  a  little 
picture  of  Jenny  Lind,  might  sit  for  the  lovely 
Karin  Mansdotter,  the  '*  Lilla  Karin "  of 
Swedish  history,  the  poor,  motherless,  peasant 
girl  from  far  northern  Medelpad,  who  sold 
nuts  bashfully  in  this  very  square,  according 
to  the  charming  historical  romance,  published 
under  the  pseudonym  of  ^*  Wilhelmina,"  until 
Froken  Elizabeth,  the  youngest  and  most  love- 
able  daughter  of  Gustavus  Yasa,  hearing  her 
touching  story,  sent  for  her  that  she  might  see 
her  and  learn  it  from  her  own  lips.  When 
Jungfru  Gunilla,  the  Froken's  lady,  therefore, 
mounted  on  her  richly- caparisoned  palfrey, 
dressed  in  her  closely-fitting  red  silk  habit,  her 
hat  of  white  satin,  and  a  ruffle  of  rich  lace, 
and  attended  by  her  woman  and  two  grooms, 
rode  across  this  square  to  do  the  bidding  of  the 
princess,  what  a  wonder  there  was  in  the  mar- 
ket, and  how  the  people  afterwards  thronged 
round  the  girl  to  learn  what  the  Jungfru 
Gunilla  had  to  say  to  her  from  the  king's 
sister.  f 
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How  much  greater  still  became  the  amaze- 
ment even  of  the  whole  nation,  yet  how  well 
content  at  the  same  time,  when  Karin,  the 
protege  of  Elizabeth,  carefully  educated  at  court, 
finally  became  the  wife  of  the  melancholy, 
highly-gifted,  but  most  unfortunate  King  Erik, 
once  the  persistent  lover  of  our  Queen  Eliza- 
beth, and  the  aspirant  also  to  the  hand  of 
Mary  Queen  of  Scots. 

Karin  Mansdotter,  though  raised  to  the 
throne,  never  forgot  her  peasant  origin,  and 
ever  remained,  through  little  weal  and  much 
woe,  the  guardian  angel,  the  consoler,  the  paci- 
fying light-giver  of  the  beclouded,  frenzied  king. 
I  The  poem  of  Lilla  Karin,  written  by  the 
king  to  his  truly  better- half,  and  which  he 
sung  so  continually  to  his  lute,  remains  to  be 
one  of  the  most  favourite  popular  songs  in  the 
Swedish  language.     It  opens  thus  : — 

Blest  is  he  whose  path  embraces 
No  dizzy  cliffs,  but  valleys*  low  ; 

Oft  slips  his  foot  who  on  high  places 
Is  doomed  to  travel  to  and  fro. 

Let  each  man  follow  his  own  will, 

I  love  my  simple  maiden  still. 

To  return  to  the  Christmas  Eve.     We  has- 
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toned    back    without    loading    ourselves   with 
purchases,    and    Hulda,    on    reaching    home, 
before  taking  off  her  things,  carried  joyfully  to 
Miss  Yennberg  a  wonderful  little  old  woman,  a 
regular  Stockholm  madam,  who  held    in   one 
hand  an  amusing  little  speech  written  by  Miss 
Bremer,  and  which  she  was  supposed  to  utter, 
whilst  presenting  a  handsome  silver  fork,  en- 
graved with   the  initials  L.  V.,  a  Christmas 
present  from  Miss  Bremer  to  her  friend.     This 
fork  will  certainly  never  share  the  fate  to  which 
various  of  good  Miss  Vennberg's  plate  is  sub- 
jected, that  of  doing  duty  for  her  at  the  Assis- 
tans,  otherwise  pawnbroker's,  when  some  urgent 
need  demands  help  and    she   has   no  monej 
herself,  and  the  hearts  of  the  rich  happen  tc 
'be  hard.     But  good  Miss  Vennberg  was  gont 
to    spend    the    evening   with   her   brother,   i 
married  officer  at  Carlberg.     The  old  woman 
therefore,  was  placed  in  her  bedroom  to  awai 
her  return. 

At  about  a  quarter-past  seven  Miss  Bremer'i 
guests  arrived,  Magister  Eneroth,  Hulda,  anc 
myself  being  the  first  arrivals.  We  sat  in  ou: 
best  in  the  drawing-room,  and  were  regale( 
with  dainty  bon-bons,  an  indispensable  part  c, 
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blie  Christmas  fare,  with  which  a  handsome 
lish  standing  in  the  middle  of  the  table  was 
filled. 

Magister  Eneroth  interested  me  much  6n 
the  subject  of  Swedish  plants  and  flowers.  He 
lias  been  also  in  England,  and  is  acquainted 
with  English  literature. 

*^  In  England,"  he  said,  **you  hold  the  holly 
in  great  esteem,  and  decorate  not  only  your 
bouses  but  your  churches  with  it.  A  few  years 
since,  an  interesting  young  Scotch  lady  wished 
me  a  merry  Christmas  and  a  happy  new  year, 
by  a  very  pretty  card  surrounded  with  holly, 
and  enclosing  a  robin-redbreast.  Such  cards 
are  not  known  here  any  more  than  holly  and 
misletoe.  Fir-trees  and  candles  are  our  modes 
of  decoration." 

The  holly,  I  find,  however,  grows  in  the 
south  of  Sweden,  but  it  is  not  met  with  here 
except  in  conservatories,  with  laurels  and  bays. 
It  is  not  merely  the  severity  of  the  climate 
which  excludes  these  southern  shrubs  from 
iDut-door  growth  here,  but  that  then*  branches 
ire  incapable  of  sustaining  the  great  weight  of 
mow  which  falls.  We  have  seen  the  effect  of 
bhis  even  in  England  on  extraordinary  occa- 
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sions,  when  the  fragile  branches  of  the  arbutus 
and  other  evergreens  have  broken  under  a 
sudden  snow-fall. 

It  seems  singular  to  me  that  here,  where 
firewood  is  cheap  and  the  modes  of  heating 
apartments  easy,  hot-houses  are  not  more 
general,  for  in  them  even  tropical  plants  mighl 
be  cultivated,  to  say  nothing  of  camelias  anc 
azalias,  which  latter  owe  their  name  to  the 
Swede,  Adam  Afzelius. 

Scarcely  had  Hulda  lighted  the  tree  befon 
the  company  arrived ;  first  Mamsell  Flora,  th( 
adopted  daughter  of  the  lady  of  the  uppe: 
storey,  Hulda' s  landlady,  the  inhabitant  of  th( 
carpeted,  sofaed,  and  cushioned  room  int< 
which  I  unwittingly  entered.  This  youni; 
mamsell  came  in  a  blue  flounced  frock,  and  he 
hair  fashionably  dressed. 

Shortly  afterwards  appeared  Herman  an 
Fritz  from  my  region  below,  attired  in  thei 
Sunday  frock-coats,  made  I  suspect  fror 
ancient  heir-loom  cloth,  yet  in  excellent  pr( 
servation.  Bowing  profoundly,  they  advance 
into  the  room.  Herman  carrying  a  beautifi 
white  primula,  the  pot  concealed  by  elaborateh 
cut    paper,    stepped     forward    and    presente 
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it  to  Miss  Bremer ;  Fritz  afterwards,  with 
another  bow,  begging  me  to  accept  a  similar 
one. 

Cakes  and  bon-bons  were  cut  from  the  tree 
and  distributed,  crackers  were  let  off,  and  the 
more  youthful  generation  regaled  with  all  kinds 
of  good  things.  The  two  boys,  who  had  pre- 
viously sent  up  a  message  requesting  permission 
to  add  to  the  evening's  entertainment  by  singing, 
were  now  most  politely  requested  to  do  so,  and 
they,  standing  side  by  side,  after  a  little  hesita- 
tion, blushing,  and  humming  the  tune,  dashed 
off  into  Bjomeborgarne's  March,  the  spirit- 
stirring  words  by  the  Finnish  poet,  Euneberg, 
in  which  we  were  conscious  of  trumpets  blow- 
ing, drums  beating,  and  •  all  kinds  of  martial 
exuberation. 

And  now,  each  with  a  lighted  candle  in  his 
hand  and  their  arms  filled  with  presents,  the 
two  boys  bow  themselves  out,  and  Mamsell 
Flora  curtseys  herself,  her  candle,  and  her 
presents  through  the  door,  and  we  are  left  to 
extinguish  the  tapers,  for  the  tree  has  yet  to  do 
duty  a  second  time. 

The  evening  meal  consists  of  a  savoury  stew 
of  some  kind  of  game,  rich  turnovers  of  apple 
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and  preserve,  and  various  kinds  of  festival 
bread.  To-morrow  we  are  to  eat  lutfish,  a 
peculiar  kind  of  dried  cod  prepared  in  a  lye  of 
ashes,  which  is  really  very  good,  not  at  all  salt, 
accompanied  with  dried  green  peas. 

Every  Swede  eats  lutfisk,  as  we  eat  turkey, 
and  even  Swedish  nobility  abroad  have  missed 
it  in  the  Christmas  fare.  Baked  rich  milk 
rice-pudding  is  also  an  essential  item. 

The  pleasant  evening  closed  with  the  distri- 
bution of  our  own  little  presents  so  affection- 
ately prepared.  Xante  Fredrika  gave  to 
Magister  Eneroth,  as  well  as  to  ourselves,  a 
packet  of  candles.  The  milk-woman  in  the 
morning  is  also  to  receive  candles.  This  is 
custom  Miss  Bremer  clings  to.  It  is  associated 
with  her  early  life,  when  every  old  woman  on 
her  father's  estate  received  a  candle  and  a 
spiced  bun-loaf  at  Christmas. 

At  half-past  ten  the  little  party  broke  up, 
and  so  ended  our  Christmas  Eve. 

On  Christmas  Day,  whilst  it  was  still  bar  el  j 
light,  Miss  Bremer  was  pouring  out  coffee  foi 
Hulda  and  me,  who  took  it  standing,  eating 
with    it    the    usual   Christmas    saffron-bread 
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Who  can  even  imagine  the  immense  saffron- 
loaf  sent  from  Miss  Vennberg  the  evening 
before,  as  a  present,  so  huge  that  even  Sara 
wondered  how  it  was  to  be  eaten  !  Yet  as  I 
write,  only  the  day  after,  the  loaf  has  greatly 
diminished  in  its  proportions. 

We  were  up  thus  early  in  order  that  Hiilda 
and  I  might  go  to  the  Christmas  matins,  Jid- 
ottan,  as  the  service  is  called,  which  is  one  of 
the  marked  features  of  Christmas,  otta  meaning 
very  early,  just  about  cock-crow. 

Julottan  is  kept  all  over  Sweden.  The 
interior  of  country  churches  is  all  ablaze 
with  myriads  of  candles,  types  of  Christ,  the 
True  Light,  shining  in  the  dark  land  ;  and  it 
is  in  this  beautiful  symbolism  that  Miss 
Bremer  so  strictly  adheres  to  her  gift  of  yule- 
candles. 

Happy  peasants  on  this  joyous  morning, 
forgetting  the  badness  of  the  past  year's  rye  or 
jpotato-harvest,  or  the  scarcity  of  labour,  stai*t 
iTom  their  lighted-up  little  cottages  in  the 
lark  pine  woods,  and  speed  along  in  their 
lumble  sledges  with  their  merry,  ringing  bells 
)ver  the  crisp  snow,  meeting  other  humble 
iledges,  all  bound  for  the  church,  which  shines 
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forth  from  its  dark  rocky  eminence  across  the 
sea  of  snow. 

It  is  thus  that  Samuel  Odmann  describes  the 
Julottan  in   his    dean's   parish   in    Smaland 
*' At   two    o'clock   in   the   morning    the   first 
church   bell   rang,  the   second   at  three,   and 
finally  the  matin  hymn  was  struck  up  at  four. 
As  at  that  time  sledging  was  not  common,  the 
young  people  of  the  parish  set  out  on  foot. 
Every  household  also  furnished   an   immensf 
torch,  which  was  carried  before  the  company  tc 
guide  them  through  the  darkness.     It  was  8 
glorious  sight  at  about  four  o'clock  to  see  thos( 
torches  approaching  on  all  sides,  followed  bi 
cheerful  church-goers.     Arrived  at  the  church 
everyone  threw  his  torch   into    a   pile,  whicl 
thus  formed  an  immense  bonfire.     The  servic- 
was  so  arranged  that  with  the  first  streaks  g 
dawn   the   congregation   sang,    *  This   blesse^ 
day.'     Never  could  the  expression  of  a  bound 
less  rejoicing  be  more  fully  given  than  in  th 
singing  of  that  hymn.     It  could  only  be  con 
pared  with  the  jubilant  cry  of  the  Greek  Churc 

on   the    Resurrection    morning,     '  Christ  hf| 

•       iff) 
arisen ! 

We,  however,  of  this  modern  day,  went  at  i 
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untimely  hour.  The  moon  was  still  shining 
and  the  sky  serene,  yet  we  had  to  make  use  of 
our  umhrellas,  as  a  thaw  had  set  in  and  was 
sending  doAvn  showers  of  water  from  every  roof, 
whilst  without  goloshes  we  could  not  have 
taken  a  step. 

Hulda  thought  it  best  for  us  to  go  to  St. 
James's  church  by  Carl  XIII.  Torg.  She  felt 
herself  half  inclined  for  the  little  Lasare  chapel, 
which  was  much  nearer  to  our  house,  as  this 
simple  people,  though  otherwise  rejecting  forms, 
still  adhere  with  double  zeal  to  Julottan  ; 
but,  unfortunately,  the  hour  did  not  suit  us. 

The  vast  edifice  of  St.  James  appeared  very 
brilliant  as  we  emerged  upon  it  from  the  dark 
'  street.  Beads  of  gas  encircled  the  church  ;  the 
back  of  the  altar  was  resplendent  with  light. 
The  light  streamed  on  the  priest  in  his  mag- 
nificent crimson  velvet  robe,  embroidered  with 
gold;  it  streamed  on  the  masses  of  human 
;beings  in  the  galleries  and  below.  The  whole 
icongregation,  however,  looked  black  and  pink, 
black  being  the  usual  holiday  and  state  dress 
here ;  the  women,  who  composed  the  greater 
part  of  the  congregation,  having  also  black 
head-gear,  this  sombre  colouring  being    alone 
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relieved  by   the   faces,   which  looked  brightly] 
pink. 

How  impressively  the  music  pealed  through! 
the  great  church,  and  the  voices  sent  up  as  if  to 
heaven  the  rejoicing  song,  of  which,  however,] 
I  give  only  an  imperfect  version — 

Bless  and  preserve  us  ; 

Let  the  light  of  Thy  countenance  shine  upon  us, 

And  bless  Thy  people  with  peace. 

Here,  oh,  God,  we  extol  Thee  ! 

Hereafter  we  will  praise  Thee  better ; 

Will  praise  Thee,  oh  God,  eternally ; 

With  Thy  cherubim, 

And  Thy  seraphim, 

Singing  Hosianna  ! 
Grod  is  holy,  God  of  all  worlds, 
God  of  all  wisdom,  all  might,  all  mercy ! 


CHAPTER  XV. 
THE  PAUVRES  HONTEUSES. 

By  half-past  one,  to  our  great  joy,  Miss 
Bremer,  Hulda,  and  I,  stood  at  the  door  of  the 
ow,  old-fashioned  house  in  Lundtmakare  Gat  an . 
j[  say  to  our  great  joy,  because  we  were  laden 
[vith  much  fragile  ware,  pastry,  cakes,  clierry- 
jvine,  and  glasses,  and  had  to  pick  our  way 
through  the  slippery  streets,  almost  expecting 
|5ach  minute  a  downfall  on  the  now  half- thawed 
i^et  still  icy  pavement,  and  worst  of  all,  bringing 
>ur  delicate  burdens  to  grief. 

We  turned  in  under  the  first  archway,  and 
iaounting  a  little  stone  staircase,  found  our- 
elves  in  a  kitchen,  where  meat  simmering  in 
iiuge  vessels,  and  piles  of  smoking  potatoes,  on 
he  eve  of  being  stripped  of  their  skins  under 
lie  quick  fingers  of  one  of  the  female  iiimates, 
ore  witness  to  the  coming  feast. 
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On  seeing  us,  a  spruce  little  woman  with  a 
saucepan  in  her  hand,  exclaimed  in  a  shrill 
voice — 

'^The  gentlefolks  have  come  up  the  wrong 
way ;  but  if  the  gentlefolks  will  have  the  good- 
ness to  go  to  the  door  opposite,  the  gentlefolks 
will  be  conducted  right." 

We  retreated,  and  knocked  at  the  opposite 
door,  which  being  immediately  opened,  we 
found  ourselves  in  the  abode  of  Mrs.  Stenkil, 
she,  good  lady,  in  an  immense  white  collar,  her- 
self receiving  us.  How  smiling  she  was,  and 
what  a  warm  welcome  she  gave  Miss  Bremer  ! 
then  said  she  would  shew  us  the  way. 

We  could  not  but  apologize,  as  we  enterec 
the  next  room,  it  being  again  a  separate 
'dwelling,  but  as  I  have  said,  this  arrangemem 
is  inevitable.  But  it  seemed  to  us  that  hen 
an  apology  was  doubly  requisite,  for  a  sicl 
lady,  Mrs.  Jernsida,  lay  on  her  bed,  and  he 
young  daughter,  neatly  dressed  in  a  black  an( 
white  gingham,  was  reading  in  the  Bible  to  hei 

Next  we'  were  in  a  passage  strewn  over  wit^ 
fresh   aromatic   fir-twigs    in    honour    of    ilor 
.festival. 

*^  This  is  the  dining-room,"  said  Mrs.  Stenki] 
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**if  Mamsell  Bremer  enters  some  one  shall  be 
sent." 

Miss  Bremer  begged  that  no  one  might  be 
disturbed,  for  she  could  well  understand  that 
the  important  duties  of  the  toilette  were  gene- 
rally being  j^erformed.  We  therefore  took  off 
our  things  in  an  adjoining  unoccupied  room, 
after  which  we  assisted  in  laying  the  cloth,  and 
arranged  the  final  course,  the  delicacies  which 
we  had  brought  with  us. 

There  was  some  little  waiting  for  the  guests 
even  after  the  covers  were  laid  and  the  knacke- 
brod  and  barley-bread  placed  by  each  plate. 
At  length  a  gigantic  leg  of  slightly  salted  pork 
was  triumphantly  brought  in,  accompanied  by 
prodigious  bowls  of  well- stewed  brown  haricot 
beans  and  the  above-mentioned  infinitude  of 
potatoes,  after  which,  the  variously  quaintly 
ittired  and  more  or  less  feeble  inmates  ap- 
peared and  took  their  seats. 
I  Countess  Schwerin  also  arrived,  her  head 
laauffled  in  a  shawl,  for  she  was  not  well,  and 
|\Iiss  Vennberg,  who  brightened  the  room  with 
jier  presence  only  for  a  short  time,  before 
l^tarting  off  to  visit  a  number  of  her  Clmstmas 
bensioners. 
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Miss  Bremer's  little  white  hands  carved  the^ 
huge  joint  of  i}ork  to  the  utter  amazement  of 
the  Countess  Schwerin,  of  Fruken  Segersall,  the 
quiet,  resigned-looking  daughter  of  the  countess- 
inmate,  who  was  too  ill  to  appear  at  table, 
of  the  three  Mesdames  Vendelkraka,  the  poor 
dressmakers,  who  had  weak  eyes  and  a  room  in 
the  house,  and  of  Mrs.  Widow  Yisbur,  who  was 
allowed  to  have  her  two  boys  as  a  great  privi- 
lege. What  admiration  did  not  this  dexterous 
carving  call  forth,  especially  of  such  liberal 
supplies,  and  the  beans  and  the  potatoes,  so 
exquisitely  fine ! 

^^It's   horribly   delicious!''    exclaimed    one 
lady,  in  common  Stockholm  parlance. 

*^  It's  dreadfully  good  !"  replied  another. 

*'A1I   is    so  diverting,  so  galant!"    cried  8 
third. 

But  the  Mesdames  Vendelkraka  could  notic< 
nothing,  could  admire  nothing,  till  everybody 
had  noticed  and  admired  ' '  Lilla  Engelskan';: 
dress,  which  fitted  so  well!"  Her  ladyshipj 
the  Countess  Schwerin,  must  know  that  tJie^ 
had  made  Engelskan's  dress. 

Dinner  had  therefore  to  be  stayed  and  everyj 
body  to  look  up  from  theu'  plates  whilst  th* 
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countess  examined  and  admired  Engelskan's 
black  French  merino,  after  which  the  poor 
Vendelkrakas  were  happy,  and  ready  for  their 
dinners  with  an  improved  appetite. 

In  the  meantime  the  sick  had  not  been 
forgotten.  Indeed,  one  plate  was  carried  off 
voluntarily  by  a  relative,  so  piled  with  pork, 
beans,  potatoes,  and  barley-bread,  that  both 
Hulda  and  I  hoped  the  poor  invalid  might  sur- 
vive it,  if,  indeed,  she  ate  it. 

After  dinner,  I  had  the  honour  of  conversing 
with  Mrs.  Widow  Visbur's  two  boys,  and  finally 
with  poor  Froken  Segersall,  who,  when  not 
interinipted  by  her  hollow  cough,  told  me  of 
the  delicate  embroidery  which  she  did  to 
support  her  mother,  and  about  her  wonderful 
canaries. 

Before  we  left,  Count  Schwerin,  a  tall  elderly 
gentleman,  came  also  to  bring  his  Christmas 
good- wishes  to  his  wife's  pensioners.  As  he 
j  kindly  helped  me  on  with  my  cloak,  for  we 
I  were  expected  home  at  four,  he  ventured  a 
I  timid  *'  good-bye,"  in  English,  which  pleased  me. 
j  Hulda  dreamed  last  night  of  being  in  a  room 
!  where  she  had  never  been  before,  in  which  a 
;  sick  woman  lay. 
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After  breakfast,  sh-e  took  a  cough  mixture  to 
Froken  Segersall,  and  she  has  just  told  me 
that  to  her  utter  astonishment  it  was  precisely 
the  room  of  her  dream,  and  the  Countess 
Segersali  was  no  other  than  the  sick  woman. 
Hulda  says  that  in  the  course  of  her  life  she 
has  had  many  remarkable  dreams. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 

THE  CHURCH. 

To-day,  Second  Christmas  Day,  all  the  shops 
are  shut,  and  Hulda  and  I  have  been  to  St. 
Nicholas's  Church,  and  heard  young  Beskow, 
the  nephew  of  the  Baron,  preach  to  a  large 
;  congregation  who  were  deeply  moved  by  his 
words. 

Clergymen  in  the  capital  do  not  remain  at 

I  one  particular  church,  but  may  be  called  wan- 

^  dering   preachers,    holding   forth  first   in   one 

I  place  of  worship  then  in  another.    Yet  all  must 

preach  from    one   and   the    same   text,    every 

.  Sunday  and  every  holiday  having  its  appointed 

verse  of  Scripture.     Until  1860,  year  out  and 

year  in,  th€  same  set  of  texts  were  preached 

from,  year  after  year.     Since  then  the  number 

of  appointed  texts   has  been  tripled,  so  that 

:  they  now  extend  through  three  yeai's,  and  then 
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begin  again.  Earnest  preachers  greatly  ap- 
prove of  this  change.  Those,  on  the  other 
hand,  who  do  not  Hke  going  out  of  beaten  tracks, 
and  who  know  that  new  texts  will  require  more 
exercise  of  mind,  more  knowledge,  and  conse- 
quently more  study,  think  the  change  no 
amendment. 

The  Swedish  Church  appears  to  me  as  a 
grand  state  coach  in  which  you  may  be  drawn 
slowly  and  easily  to  heaven.  Individuals  who 
prefer  railroad  travelling  on  their  way  thither, 
and  who  may  even  make  balloon  attempts  to 
reach  that  desirable  goal,  receive  but  little 
countenance  in  Sweden. 

The  King  and  all  officers  of  the  State  must 
belong  to  the  established  form  of  religion. 
Parties  there  may  be  and  are  in  the  Church, 
but  all  are  expected  to  worship  in  the  build- 
ing erected  by  the  State  unless  they  be  Catholics, 
when  they  have  their  own  chapeL  Foreigners, 
as  Catholics,  are  tolerated,  and  even  respected, 
the  Queen  Dowager  being  their  Jiead,  but  woe 
to  the  native  Swede  who  apostatises  to  this 
faith !  Jews  also  have  their  synagogue.  I 
heard  a  beautiful  anecdote  of  a  Jew  of  Gothen- 
burg  the   other   day,    which   I   must   record. 
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When  the  cholera  raged  in  that  town  a  Jew 
went  inclefatigably  from  one  Christian  dwelling 
to  another,  as  a  physician  and  helper ;  but  on 
his  name  being  asked  he  replied,  "  My  name  is 
of  no  consequence." 

The  clergy  have  great  influence  in  the  Diet, 
even  as  regards  temporal  subjects,  whilst  the 
King,  as  sovereign  ruler  of  the  Church,  counter- 
balances their  power  in  the  ecclesiastic  and 
legal  departments  of  government. 

Sweden  is^divided  into  twelve  dioceses.  There 
are  two  hundred  and  eighteen  deaneries,  -and 
one  thousand  five  hundred  and  eight  pastorates, 
some  of  which  contain  as  many  as  fifteen 
thousand  souls. 

The  clergyman  of  a  parish  is  called  pastor,  and 
is  assisted  by  a  commimster  or  perpetual  curate, 
or  by  an  adjunct,  or  ordinary  curate.  You  may 
thus  have,  in  the  ponderous  Swedish  mode  of  ad- 
dress, to  speak  to  the  perpetual  curate's  curate. 

The  one  archbishop,  called  Archbishop  of 
TJpsala,  has  no  metropolitan  rights ;  he  is 
merely  prinms  inter  parus ;  consecrates  bishops, 
crowns  the  king,  and  is  the  head  of  the  order 
of  clergy  in  the  Diet.  The  Swedish  Church 
believes  in  apostolic  succession.     Each  bishop 
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is  the  president  of  a  chapter,  which  consists  of 
himself,  a  domprost,  or  chief  dean,  as  vice- 
president,  and  six  lecturers  of  the  Gymnasium, 
such  an  educational  institution  having  existed 
since  1620  in  every  cathedral  town.  In  Up- 
sala  and  Lund,  however,  where  there  are  univer- 
sities, two  professors  of  theology  in  each, 
under  the  name  of  assessors,  take  the  place  of 
the  Gymnasium  lecturers.  Every  pastor  has  also 
a  sort  of  lesser  chapter  of  his  own,  consisting  of 
himself,  the  landed  proprietors  of  his  parish, 
and  four  or  five  respected  parishioners. 

In  the  election  of  bishops,  three  names  are 
chosen,  for  one  of  which  each  member  of  the 
chapter  and  the  clergy  of  the  diocese  vote. 
The  names  and  votes  are  given  into  the  Ejngj 
and  he  nominates  the  one  who  has  the  largesi 
number  of  votes.  A  similar  system  musi 
exist  in  the  election  of  pastors,  for  Miss  Bremei 
has  described  to  me  the  excitement  in  th( 
little  country  church  which  she  attended  in  he] 
early  life,  on  the  arrival  of  the  three  clergy mei 
who  had  to  preach  in  succession  their  tria 
sermons.  The  one  most , approved  obtains,  o 
course,  the  greatest  number  of  votes.  Bu 
what   unchristian  rivalry  and  ceaseless  heart 
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burnings  these  occasions  must  give  rise  to ! 
Frequently  learned  clergymen  who  have  never 
had  livings,  but  who  are  considered  likely  to  do 
honour  to  the  Cliurch,  are  nominated  as  bishops. 
Bishop  Fahlcrantz,  the  witty,  sarcastic  poet, 
and  staunch  supporter  of  the  Church,  is,  I 
believe,  an  instance  of  this  kind. 

It  is  merely  by  special  royal  concession  tliat 
a  clergyman  may  obtain  a  living  in  other  than 
his  native  diocese,  nor  is  it  considered  expedient 
for  a  country  clergyman  to  labour  in  a  neigh- 
bouring parish.     He  must  restrict  himself  to 
1  his  own  often  immense  but  sparsely  populated 
district,  and  this  frequently  is  too  much  for  the 
strength  of  any  one  man.     A  great  desire  is 
therefore  felt  by  some  for  the  introduction  of 
home  missionaries,  so  that  the  Gospel  might  be 
,  efficiently  preached  throughout  the  land.     One 
'such  there  has  been,  a  woman,   and  of  her  I 
will  now  speak,  though,  in  fact,  she  did  not 
properly  belong  to   the  pai-ty  in  the    Church 
which  desires  home  missionary  labour.     This 
was  Amelie  von  Braun. 

Strongly  attached  to  the  Church  of  Sweden, 
;md  deeply  moumiag  over  such  as  heretics  who 
in  any  way  differed  from  it,  she  yet  deplored  its 
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coldness,  and  reliance  on  outward  ceremonies, 
and  often  raised  her  voice  against  it,  as  a 
Church  recreant  to  its  high  origin  and  authority. 

These  oj)inions,  however,  were  less  strongly 
spoken  out  in  her  lifetime  than  in  her  ^'Pictures 
of  Christian  Life  in  our  Days,"  a  work  written 
under  much  prayer,  which  she  left  as  a  legacy 
to  her  nation.  She  acted  out  the  principles, 
however,  which  she  desired  should  reanimate 
the  Church, 

Born  in  1811,  one  of  the  several  daughters 
of  a  lieutenant- colonel,  whose  small  means  were 
expended  on  the  education  of  his  sons,  Amelie 
spent  the  earlier  years  of  her  life  in  spinning, 
weaving,  and  perhaps,  even  on  an  emergency, 
scouring   a   floor.     All   her   household   duties 
were,     however,     conscientiously     performed, 
although  she  devoured  every  book  that  came  in 
her  way,  digesting  its  contents  over  her  mechani- 
cal labours,  so  that  even  when  thus  employed, 
her  mind  was  developing.     From  the  early  ag( 
of  five,  she  knew  that  she  had  a  Father  ii 
heaven,  and  though  encountering  by  the  wa;^ 
many  a  difficulty,  many  an  impediment,  she  ye 
advanced  onward,   ever    onward,    towards  he:J 
heavenly  home. 
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She  was  a  singularly  dntifal  daughter,  never 
oder taking  anything  without  the  advice  and 
lessing  of  her  father.  This  also  speaks  much 
)r  the  character  of  the  parent.  Nevertheless, 
lere  was  one  higher  than  her  earthly  father, 
3  she  says,  "  From  my  tenderest  years  I  have 
irown  myself  upon  Jesus  alone,  nor  has  any 
ndertaking  of  mine  prospered  in  which  I  have 
)llowed  human  advice,  or  obeyed  the  will  of 
thers  in  opposition  to  the  warning  of  an  inner 
oice." 

In  1843,  she  began  to  work  quietly  amongst 
lie  poor  of  Carlshamn,  where  her  family  was 
jien  residing.  She  visited  the  lowest  cabins  of 
n  and  misery,  carrying  with  her  a  clean  cloth 
lid  candles.  The  cloth  she  spread  on  a  table 
iid  the  candles  she  lighted,  for  to  the  Swedes 
<lean  table-linen  and  lighted  candles  convey 
ie  idea  of  the  highest  rejoicing  and  festivity, 
.aving  done  this,  made  all  beautifully  im- 
Jessive  and  attractive,  she  then  poured  out 
»rds  of  divine  truth  and  kindliness  into  the 
larts  of  the  poor  inmates.  She  produced  in 
tis  way  such  an  extraordinary  effect,  that  the 
{or,  wretched  people  used  to  clean  up  their 
t  serable  abodes  in  the  hope  of  her  coming 
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that  she  might  see  she  was  expected  and  made 
welcome. 

For  nine  years  she  carried  on  a  large  Sunday- 
school.     She  laboured  too  amongst  the  sailors 
and  the  most  demoralized  class  of  workmen,  am 
found  throughout  the  experience  of  her   life,' 
men  more  easy  to  influence  than  women. 

In  1856  a  still  more  extensive  field  of  laboui 
was  opened  to  her.     She  came  to  Stockholn 
for  the  purpose  of  conversing  with  religious 
minded  persons,  whose  views  accorded  with  he 
own,   and  especially  as  regarded  certain  tenif 
dencies  which  she  greatly  deplored.    H  ere  she  wa 
strongly  urged  to  proceed  to  Dalecarlia,  whei 
the  church  was  much  shaken.     She  hesitated  i 
first,  for  the  distance  was  great  and  the  peopi,^, 
strange  to  her.     At  length,  believing  it  to  tj 
the  Divine  will,  she  went  there,  and  talking  witj 
the  people  great  numbers  thronged  to  liste 
She  conversed  with  them  also  in  private, 
culated  orthodox  works,  and  was  regarded 
them  as   a   messenger   of    God,    and    at 
urgent  entreaty  of  many,  returned  to  them  tj 
following  year. 

From  this  time  forth  she  became  a  religioj 
lecturer  amongst  the  poorer  orders  general 
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3r  whom  she  exercised  great  power.  With 
5  cultivated  classes  she  could  do  less ;  those 
3  intended  to  benefit  by  her  pen,  and  that 
ly  after  her  death,  for  she  feared  that  ex- 
isive  partiality  on  one  side,  and  rancour  on 
}  other  might  destroy  the  wholesome  effect 
which  she  aimed. 

She  had  not,  strange  to  say,  much  influence 
h  children,  but  she  trusted  that  felling  some 
;at  trees  little  ones  might  be  brought  down 
h.  them,  and  rejoiced  that  there  were  so  many 
iing  women  who  especially  could  work 
ongst  the  young. 

Bpite  of  her  simple,  unassuming  manners, 
iich  vanquished  the  prejudices  of  many, 
B might  naturally  be  expected,  she  met  with 
ilent  opposition ;  still,  without  any  effort  on 
i  part,  as  one  door  of  usefulness  was  closed 
rther  opened. 

arious  clergymen  warmly  espoused  her  cause, 

I  ting  her  to  their  districts  during  the  great 

;ils  of  the  Church.    She  would  then,  after 

)nclusion  of  the  service,  hold  meetings  in 

usummer  in  the  open  air.     These  meetings 

111  with   a   hymn,    in  which   hundreds   of 
y  affected  voices  joined.     Her  discourses 
R  2 
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continued  for  two,  sometimes  even  for  threi 
hours,  the  people  listening  with  rapt  attention 
Her  voice  was  tenderly  persuasive,  and  as  sh 
would  describe  to  them  the  poor  prodigal  ma; 
or  woman  returning  to  the  Father's  house,  oft<j 
giving  them  her  own  experiences,  many  wei 
the  hearts  which  she  won.     She  exhorted  the] 
also  to  obey  the  authority  of  the  law,  for  t 
Lord's  sake,  nor  did  she  omit  earnest  pray 
for  the  Church  and  its  ministers,  especially  i 
eluding  the  pastor  of  their  own  parish  and  I 
family.  "^ 

Her  journeyings  through  the  woods,  and  1: 
abode  in  desolate  country  cabins,  undermic 
her  health,  yet  she  never  gave  up  her  woi 
which  she  regarded  as  her  calling  from  G(. 
When  not  labouring  abroad  she  continued  ]J 
''  Pictures." 

During  the  winter  of  1859,  she  had  a  falln 
the  ice,  by  which  she  was  considerably  hu ; 
nevertheless,  though  suffering  great  pain,  le 
continued  the  journey  she  was  then  upon,)r 
eight  days  longer,  preaching  for  many  h(| 
during  the  day,  and  sleeping  at  night  in  s<j 
humble  homestead,  forgetting,  as  she  says, 
pain  and  uneasiness  she  endured  in  the  k 
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ss  of  her  sisters  in  the  faith,  and  the  pray- 
y,  singing,  reading,  and  conversation  of  her 
iritual  brothers. 

Towards  the  end  of  February  of  the  same 
nter,  waiting  one  Sunday  for  some  friend  in 
cold  churchyard  after  service,  she  was 
illed,  and  subsequently  preaching  in  a  small, 
er-heated  cabin,  she  became  seriously  unwxll. 
'om  this  day  her  last  illness  dates,  and  on 
e  30th  of  the  following  month  she  departed 
is  life,  some  of  her  last  words  being,  "My 
irit  is  well — onwards  ! — onwards  !  Victory 
d  light !  I  see  now  clearly — much  more 
iarly!" 

An  intense  hatred  of  sin,  of  indolence,  and 
mry,  may  be  stated  as  the  prevailing  charac- 
•  of  her  "  Pictures  of  Christian  Life,"  which, 
Dugh  not  quite  completed,  have  been  pub- 
ihed  as  she  left  them.  Although,  perhaps, 
little  vein  of  narrow-mindedness  runs  through 
uj)m,  yet  there  can  now  be  no  doubt  but  that 
l|3  was  a  chosen  instrument  to  reinvigorate 
i  Church. 

As  instruments,  also,  of  the  same  kind  may  be 
Intioned  the  three  principal  sects  which  have 
csen  out  of  the  Church,  and  which,  though 
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tinged  themselves  with  somewhat  of  bigotry  an 
exclusiveness,  have  yet  stood  as  a  testimoD 
against  lethargy  and  self-complacency. 

Of    these    the    Swedenborgians    appear  i 
have  less  influence  than  might  have  been  look( 
for.     Swedenborg  is  respected  in  the  North 
a  scientific  man,  but  is  no  prophet  in  his  o\< 
country.     Of  the  second  sect,  the  followers 
Hedberg,  a  Finnish  clergyman,  I  am  able  to  SJ 
nothing,  but  will  turn  to  the  Lasare,  of  whom 
can  speak  more  confidently,   having  attend 
their  place  of  worship,  and  possessing  the  exp 
sition  of  their  faith  by  their  advocate  Thorelii 

At  the  opposite  corner  of  our  side-street,  a; 
exactly  facing  the  entrance  to  the  Seminariu] 
stands  a  large,  plain  edifice  called  Bethlehe: 
often  lighted  up  on  the  evenings  of  week- da; 
and  whither,  forenoon  and  evening  of  Sunda;, 
you  see  humbly-dressed  people  wending  thr 
way. 

A  sister  of  Hulda's  has  a  sitting  there,  wh 
is  at   the    service  of  any  of    us  whenever  e 
choose  to  go. 

The  service  commences  by  a  serious  yoig 
man  rising  up  in  the  gallery  behind  the  U 
pulpit,  and   placing   black  paper  letters  or 
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round-glass  frame.  This  indicates  the  num- 
er  of  the  hymn  to  be  sung,  in  an  old  psalm- 
ook,  for  of  the  present  revised  hymn-book 
tiey  make  no  use.  At  once  the  whole  congre- 
ation,  the  greater  number  of  whom,  however, 
re  w^omen,  with  sombre-coloured  kerchiefs  on 
leir  heads,  have  found  their  places,  and  the 
oung  man  in  the  gallery  leading,  all  burst 
)rth  into  singing.  In  the  meantime  a  stout 
Iderly  gentleman  enters  the  pulpit,  which  takes 
lie  place  of  the  altar,  and  when  the  singing 
J  over,  gives  a  warm,  extempore  sermon  of 
bout  an  hour's  length,  the  congregation  deeply 
ttentive,  and  many  shedding  tears.  Then 
}llows  a  prayer,  in  which,  perhaps,  '*  the  sick 
id,  whom  we  all  know%  and  have  upon  our 
earts,"  is  prayed  for,  another  verse  sung, 
nd  the  congregation  passing  out  collect  in  a 
Teat  body  in  the  street  comfortably  to  talk  in 
he  thee  and  thou  style  to  each  other,  and  ex- 
hange  friendly  greetings. 
i  TheLiisare  cling  very  much  together,  for  in 
be  world  they  are  somewhat  persecuted,  and 
iieir  name  is  a  term  of  reproach ;  anything 
lanctimonious,  exaggerated  or  bigoted  being 
aought  worthy  of  a  poor  Liisare. 
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The  sect  and  its  name  originated  in  the  las 
century,  when  some  pious  people  in  Norrland, 
who  dwelt  a  long  way  from   any  church,  used 
to  meet  together  to  read  the   Bible  and  the 
works  of  Luther,  and  this,  in  the  first  instance, 
under  the  sanction  of  the  clergyman.     A  wani 
in  the  minds  of  the  people  being  thus  answered.j 
the  movement  spread,  and  the  peasants  meeting 
and   studying  the  scriptures   became   serious 
minded,  and  zealous  to  avoid  whatever  they  con 
sidered  as  tending  to  sin.     Hence  they  gave  u] 
dancing,  card-playing,  drinking,  and  swearing!^ 
and  devoted  the   Sunday  entirely  to  religiouF 
exercises.    The  name  Lasare  was  not  assume 
by  themselves,  for  they  declare,  like  the  follower 
of  Wesley,  that  they  belong  to  the  Establishe 
Church,  and  merely  desire  to  live  up  to  tb 
Bible    precepts,    and   the   true    spirit    of    th 
Church.     But,   in  fact,  Lasare,  which  simp] 
means  Reader,  would  not  have  been  an  inaj 
propriate  term  to  apply  to  them,  had  it  not  bee 
intended  to  vilify  them,  as  much  as  by  sayir 
that  they  read  a  great  deal  but  did  not  practis 
were   merely  religious   bookworms ;    and  ve: 
properly  they  say  that  every  Christian  oug' 
to  be  a  Lasare  as  much  as  themselves. 


,j1j 
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The  LiisarG  are  now  spread  over  Sweden,  and 
even  extend  into  Norway,  where  the  Bishop  of 
Christiania  has  borne  his  testimony  to  their 
being  a  serious  and  virtuous  people,  walking 
uprightly,  and  respecting  the  public  services  of 
the  church,  whilst  even  their  peculiar  tenden- 
cies created  his  respect,  though  he  had  not 
given  them  his  sanction. 

There  are  two  sections  of  Lasare  in  Sweden. 
Those  in  the  north  and  east,  where  the  national 
character  is  more  open  and  communicative,  are 
called  Experimental  Lasare.  Their  hearts  burn 
with  the  good  tidings  of  salvation ;  they  long 
that  all  should  feel  as  they  do.  ^^  Come  to 
Jesus"  is  their  watchword,  which  they  virtually 
shout  aloud.  They  walk  together,  and  have 
religious  meetings  for  reading  the  Bible, 
Luther,  and  other  favourite  authors ;  com- 
municate their  religious  experiences  in  a 
simple,  unadorned  style ;  pray  and  sing  from 
their  hearts.  This  outward,  fearless  profession 
of  their  faith  may  lead  to  persecution,  but  that 
only  makes  them  more^ fervent,  for  such  prac- 
tices they  argue  are  necessary  for  keeping  the 
spiritual  being  alive.  They  also  are  great  sup- 
porters of  missionary  and  temperance  meetings. 
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The  other  section  of  Liisarc,  the  Forstand 
or  EeasoningLiisare,  are  found  in  the  south-west 
of  Sweden,  and  in  accordance  with  the  prevalent 
tone  of  mind  there,  are  quiet,  reserved,  and 
more  self-absorbed.  They  look  only  within  ; 
their  brethren  look  from  within  outward.  A 
life  strictly  in  hannony  with  the  commands  of 
the  Bible  is  their  aim.  Their  watchword  is, 
**If  ye  love  me,  keep  my  commandments." 
They  prefer  the  writings  of  Schartau  to  those 
of  Luther,  disapprove  of  public  meetings,  and 
even  question  if  family  worship  may  not  be 
detrimental  to  the  pure  interior  growth  of  the 
soul.  They  attend  the  common  services  of  the 
Church,  and  conforming  thus  outwardly  pass 
much  more  comfortably  through  the  world  than 
their  more  impulsive  brethren,  or  even  those 
who  take  a  middk  course. 

Both  bodies,  however,  agree  in  the  necessity 
of  constantly  feeding  on  the  Word  of  God,  in 
venerating  Luther,  and  other  religious  teachers. 
They  do  not,  however,  like  the  Swedish 
church,  consider  infant  baptism  sufficient,  but 
require  a  self- experienced  new  birth. 

The  Forstand  Lasare  divide  the  world  into 
three    classes — the   called,    but   unconverted; 
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the  converted,  and  the  pardoned.  The  whole 
body  feels  great  sympathy  with  the  German 
Pietists. 

The  deaconesses  of  Sweden  are  much  asso- 
ciated with  the  Lasare,  but  of  these  excellent 
and  useful  women  I  shall  speak  elsewhere. 

Turning  again  to  the  Established  Church, 
how  justly  may  it  be  proud  of  John  Olof 
Wallin,  born  in  the  Dales,  and  who  died  Arch- 
bishop of  Upsala  in  1839.  Both  as  a  preacher 
and  poet,  he  was  remarkable.  Many  of  the 
finest  hymns  in  the  new  Swedish  hymn-book, 
used  since  1819,  are  from  his  inspired  pen, 
whilst  his  sublime  poem,  "  The  Angel  of 
Death,"  consoles  his  country-people  in  their 
seasons  of  affliction,  [and  strengthens  many  a 
one  to  run  a  noble  race  whilst  it  is  yet  day,  and 
before  the  night  comes. 

The  Eeformation  received  no  opposition  in 
Sweden  as  in  other  countries.  It  was  accepted 
quietly  and  as  a  matter  of  course  ;  thus  many 
symbols  and  usages  remained  undisturbed 
which  were  overthrown  in  more  energetic,  pro- 
testing countries.  The  grand  dresses  of  the 
priests  still  remain  to  the  clergy  ;  hence,  on 
state  occasions,  they  are  perfectly  gorgeous  in 
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velvet  and  gold,  and  preaching  from  gilded 
pulpits,  might  easily  be  transported  into  a 
Roman  Catholic  church.  I  have  seen  three 
priests  at  the  altar  in  crimson  velvet  chasubles, 
with  immense  gold  crosses  embroidered  on  the 
back.  In  St.  Nicholas  Church,  a  clergyman  on 
one  occasion  wore  a  crimson  velvet  chasuble  on 
which  was  embroidered  a  death's  head  and  cross- 
bones,  with  a  date  of  last  century.  It  was,  I 
must  confess,  revolting. 

A  great  part  of  the  service  consists,  as  in  a 
German  Lutheran  Church,  of  the  singing  of 
long  hymns,  every  one  sitting.  They  retain 
the  same  posture  in  prayer,  not  standing  as  in 
Germany.  Yet  their  gigantic  organs  seem 
thoroughly  penetrated  by  the  German-Lutheran 
spirit.  They  send  forth  the  same  slow,  mea- 
sured, deeply-resounding  music  ;  seem  to  be 
self-collected  and  serious.  Very  different  are 
Roman  Catholic  organs,  which  seem  to  feel 
themselves  ecstatic  in  every  fibre. 

A  person  whom  you  have  seen  entering 
church  when  the  service  was  half  over,  will  yet 
say  to  you  afterwards,  ^^Iwas  just  in  right 
time!" 

This  seems  strange  at  first.     But  presently 
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you  come  to  know  that  the  sermon  is  con- 
sidered the  essential  part  of  worship.  The 
hody  of  the  church  is  filled  with  heavy  hoxes 
rather  than  pews,  each  of  which  is  locked,  the 
possessors  of  sittings  having  each  a  ponderous 
key  to  let  himself  in  when  he  comes.  But  as 
popular  preachers  are  the  rage,  and  preachers 
circulate,  the  people  follow  the  shepherd  like 
good  sheep,  leaving  their  own  seats  in  their 
own  church  unoccupied,  unless  he  should 
happen  to  preach  there.  The  aisle  of  the 
church  is,  therefore,  frequently  crammed  full  of 
people,  all  standing  wearily,  there  being  but 
few  free  seats,  and  the  pews  are  reserved  until 
the  sermon  begins.  Then,  however,  the  verger 
goes  round  and  unlocks  all  the  yet-locked-up 
pens,  and  a  regular  scramble  for  seats  com- 
mences ;  people  thinking  themselves  very  lucky 
to  get  a  seat  for  the  whole  sermon,  which 
mostly  lasts  an  hour,  and  indeed  would  be  a 
great  disappointment  if  it  were  less.  There- 
fore, as  I  said  above,  whoever  is  in  time  for  the 
sermon  thinks  he  is  all  right. 

When  the  Sacrament  is  administered,  a  deli- 
cate lawn  corpus-cloth  edged  with  lace  is 
spread   on   the   altar.     At    other  times    it   is 
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splendid  in  its  rich  altar-cloth,  candles,  and  pro- 
bably crucifix.  The  paten  and  chalice  are 
brought  in  during  the  service,  and  wafers,  not 
bread,  are  administered.  The  name  of  the  com- 
municant must  be  previously  sent  in,  and  he  is 
expected  to  attend  ^*  Confession."  I  translate 
the  word  literally ;  the  act,  however,  is  a 
public  one,  and  very  passive  on  the  part  of  the 
penitent.  The  Sacrament  is  administered 
frequently,  and  the  confession  or  preparatory 
service,  takes  place  either  on  the  Saturday  or 
Sunday  before  the  usual  service.  The  latter 
makes  the  duty  almost  too  fatiguing,  for  the 
preparation  beginning  at  nine,  consists  of  an 
address  from  the  clergyman  to  the  commu- 
nicants, which  lasts  an  hour  and  a  half,  by 
which  time  the  ordinary  service  commences, 
concluding  with  the  Sacrament, 

On  one  occasion,  when  Hulda  and  I  were 
standing  in  the  aisle  with  many  others  in  St, 
Nicholas  Church,  and  were  near  the  chancel, 
just  under  the  pulpit,  she  asked  me,  with  a 
little  smile,  to  move  aside  somewhat.  On  lea\dng 
the  church  she  told  me  that  an  old  lady,  sitting 
on  a  bench  behind  us,  had  been  greatly  disturbed 
by  my   standing  before   her.     At  length   she 
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whispered  to  Hulda,  '^  Tell  that  young  lady  to 
move !  She  interferes  with  my  seeing  the 
preacher's  face.  I  am  going  to  the  Lord's 
Supper,  and  every  guest  should  be  able  to  see 
the  preacher's  face." 

Communicants  go  in  black.  Gentlemen  in 
dress  coats  and  white  kid  gloves — indeed, 
these  are  worn  by  all,  both  men  and  women, 
even  the  very  poorest.  The  congregation  is  at 
liberty  to  remain  during  the  administration. 
Many  do  so,  and  very  impressive  it  is  when  the 
partakers  kneel  around  the  altar,  the  rest  of 
the  congregation,  accompanied  by  the  pealing 
organ,  singing  solemn  triumphant  hymns  on 
their  behalf. 

Besides  the  ordinary  Swedish  churches,  there 
is  the  simple,  quaint  little  Finnish  church. 
Tante  Fredrika,  Hulda,  and  I  shall  go  there 
to-morrow ;  not,  however,  to  the  Finnish 
Lutheran  service,  which  is  very  early  in  the 
morning,  but  to  the  Swedish  service  to  hear 
Mr.  Bergman.  He  is  a  real  Christian,  who 
speaks  with  a  childlike  faith  of  another  and 
a  higher  life  in  which  he  naturally  lives 
and  breathes.  Sara  entertains  great  respect 
for   him,  and  when  he  has   spent  the  evening 
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here,    has     felt    as    much    gratified  as   our- 
selves. 

The  newspapers  announce  at  which  church 
the  different  clergymen  will  preach  on  the 
following  Sunday.  Sara  studies  this  list,  and 
generally  intimates  to  what  church  it  is  her 
wish  that  we  should  go.  As  to  Mr.  Bergman, 
she  would  like  the  whole  household  to  follow 
him  every  week. 

There  is  also  the  French  Protestant  church  with 
an  equally  earnest  minister,  a  young  Swiss,  a 
friend  of  Miss  Bremer's,  besides  an  English 
church,  which  I  do  not  attend,  preferring  whilst 
here,  to  live  entirely  amongst  Swedes.  Finally 
the  important  German  church,  with  a  Swedish 
service  once  a  month.  The  edifice  is  large, 
old,  and  lofty,  with  a  remarkable  double  gallery, 
the  front  of  which  is  decorated  with  pictures  in 
oil,  on  panels  in  gilt  framing.  The  pulpit  is  of 
ebony,  with  white  marble  figures  in  niches. 
One  corner  near  the  pulpit  is  filled  with  a  sort 
of  glass-house,  to  which  a  flight  of  steps  leads. 
It  looks  like  a  miniature  Dutch  town-hall,  or  a 
prince's  coach  in  a  fairy-tale.  No  doubt  it  is 
the  royal  pew. 

This  church  also  boasts  the  only  carillon  in 
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Sweden,  which  rings  forth  from  the  lofty  tower 
5very  Tuesday  and  Friday  between  eleven  and 
me.  In  Sweden  there  are  neither  merry  chimes 
lor  painted  windows,  as  in  England.  Immense 
)lain  glass  windows,  white-washed  walls,  ela- 
borately constructed  and  gilded  pulpits  and 
candelabra,  together  with  altars,  decorated  as  I 
lave  already  described, — these  are  the  features 
)f  the  Swedish  churches. 

To-day,  St.  Stephen's  day,  if  the  untimely  thaw 
lad  not  set  in  yesterday,  everybody  w^ould  have 
)een  out  sledging  in  honour  of  the  saint.  Not 
he  first  Christian  martyr,  how^ever,  but  the'first 
5wedish  one,  here  called  Staffan,  who  w^as 
^ery  fond  of  animals,  especially  horses,  and 
s  therefore  considered  as  their  patron  saint. 
^Ve  are  told  that  he  had  no  less  than  five 
)eautiful,  well-groomed  horses  on  which  he 
galloped  away  on  his  missionary  journeys.  As 
loon  as  he  perceived  the  horse  he  w^as  riding  to 
»e  tired  he  mounted  another.  Therefore,  on 
his  day,  when  the  Church  commemorates 
!)t.  Stephen  of  Jerusalem,  the  people  com- 
jaemorate  their  St.  Staffan  by  exhibiting  the 
peed  of  their  horses  in  grand  sledging  excur- 

lions. 

s 
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Dec:  SOth. — I  have  been  to-day  with  Taiite 
Fredrika    to    attend    a    committee -meeting   at 
Mrs.  Fredrika  L.'s,  with  reference  to  an  organi- 
sation for  destitute  children.    The  origin  of  this 
undertaking  is  worth  recording.     In  1853  the 
cholera,  which  had  raged  fearfully  in  Stock- 
holm, left  600  children  orphaned  or  unprovided 
for.     Miss  Bremer,  foremost  in  every  good  work, 
appealed  to  the  public  on  behalf  of  these  friend- 
less little  ones.    A  very  warm  response  followed :i 
the  Queen,  now  the   Queen- dowager,  wrote  tc 
her  on  the  subject ;  it  was  resolved  to  raise  8 
fund  to  provide  homes  for  them,  and  to  thii 
every  member  of  the  royal  family  gave  liberally 
A  committee  of  ladies  was  formed, — now  it  wai 
that  Tante  Fredrika  first  became  acquainted  witl 
•  Lotten  Yennberg, — and  on  a  certain   Sunda; 
the  ladies  stood,  with  a  detachment  of  orphans 
at  the  various  church  doors  to  receive  contribu 
tions.     Money  poured  down,  as  it  were,  upoi 
them.     In  this  way  they  received   8,000  riks 
dalers,  but  the  entire  fund  amounted  to  abon 
that  sum  fourfold. 

The  600  are  now  reduced  to  about  seventy 
the  others  having  grown  up  and  been  provide 
for.     As  soon  as  they  are  aU  launched  forth  i 
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ihe  world  the  work  will  cease.     Mrs.  Fredrika 
L.  is  the  secretary  of  the  central  committee, 
ind  the  meetings  take  place  twice  a  year  at  her 
lOuse.     A  short  report  was  read,  and  the  pros- 
•ects  of  many  of  the  children  discussed.   Some, 
rom  ill-health  or  inability,  will  still  require  look- 
ig  after ;  but  all  seem  to  have  turned  out  well. 
If  a  truth  it  is  a  great  and  beautiful  privilege 
)  have  been,  under  Providence,  the  guardian- 
Dgels  of  600  children. 


B  2 


CHAPTEE  XVII.  u 

THE  NEW  YEAR'S  BALL,  AND  A  ''  COFFEE  REP.' 

January  2nd. — Tante  Fredrika,  who  is  de- 
sirous that  I  should  see  the  principal  features 
of  Stockholm  life,  arranged  for  me  to  witnesi 
the  grand  New  Year's  Ball,  given  by  the  city  t( 
the  Royal  Family,  in  the  great  room  of  th 
Exchange. 

Mr.  von  Q ,  the  royal  librarian,  and  hil 

wife,  kindly  allowed  me  to  accompany  them 
proposing  that  I  should  afterwards  sleep  at  thej 
house.  It  is  the  custom  at  this  ball  for  everjj 
one  to  appear  in  black,  formerly  the  cou]| 
colour,  but  not  in  mourning ;  therefore,  an  eveij 
ing  dress  was  concocted  for  me  by  the  skilful,  wil 
ing  hands  ofHulda,  and  the  co-operation  of  til 

kind,  clever  Mrs.  von  Q ,who  entered  heal 

and  soul  into  the  affair.     Dear  Tante  Fredrilj 
also  contributed  her  best  black  lace,  and  i 
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isfced  on  my  wearing  a  favourite  pearl  brooch 
>f  hers. 

In  all  these  preparations  Mrs.  von  Q , 

lulcla,  and  myself  employed  the  last  day  of  the 
dd  year. 

Veiy  busy  were  we  in  her  drawing-room, 
vhich  was  converted  for  the  occasion  into  a 
h*essing-room,  and  very  merry  at  the  same 
ime,  and  never  knew  till  afterwards,  neither  did 
my  of  the  household,  that  dear,  kind  Tante 
•"redrika  stood  waiting  at  the  outer  door, 
md  as  she  thought  ringing,  for  admission, 
laving  come  in  her  affectionate  sympathy  to 
ee  ^'  lilla  Margret  "  in  her  dress  for  the  ball, 
low  sorry  were  we  all  when  we  knew  this  ! 
But  the  bell- wire  was  broken,  and  the  bell  there - 
ore  gave  no  sound. 

The  following  day.  New  Year's  Day,  about  five 

^'clock,  Hulda  went  with  me  to  the  von  Q 's, 

;he  lovingly  wishful  to  assist  at  my  toilet. 
?hus  her  clever  hands,  which  have  an  innate 
)Ower  of  doing  everything  well,  dressed  my 
lair   with  consummate  skill,   twisting   in  the 

owers  with  inimitable  grace,  and  telling  me 
lie  while  of  the  service  which  she  had  attended 
t  noon  at  the  Liisare  Bethlehem. 
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**  I  wish  I  were  a  Liiserska !"  sighed  she. 
*'  Tliey  are  only  different  to  other  people  in 
being  so  much  better.  In  England  you  are  all 
Lasare,  for  you  English  begin  the  day  with 
prayer  and  the  reading  of  the  Bible,  and  you 
do  not  work  on  Sundays." 

**  Yet  the  Swedes  read  the  Bible  and  pray 
together,"  I  replied. 

**  None  but  the  Lasare,  except  in  church,  and 
many  never  go  there,"  said  she. 

**  But,  dear  Hulda,"  said  I,  *'  you  are  a 
Laserska,  according  to  your  own  definition." 

*^  Oh  no!  I  only  wish  I  were!"  returned 
she,  very  earnestly. 

And  the  dear,  unselfish  girl  left  me  her  warm 
cloak  with  its  loose  sleeves,  which  she  knew 
would  be  more  convenient  for  me,  and  went 
home  in  my  paletot,  which  was  too  small  for 
her.  Eeal  Christianity  is  love  which  is  self- 
forgetting.  Hulda  need  not  wish  to  be  a  La- 
serska. 

At  about  seven,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  von  Q and  I 

were  off  to  the  ball,  in  a  close  coach,  on  a  sledge, 
drawn  by  two  horses.     Away  we  sped  over  the  j 
snow,  which  glistened  in  the  lamplight.     We 
went  early  that  we  might  secure  good  places. 
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**What  art  thou  called?"   asked  Mr.   von 

5 from  the  driver,  as  we  were  set  down  at 

ihe  door  of  the  Exchange. 

'^  Lundqvist,"  was  the  reply. 

* '  Then  Lundqvist  will  come  for  us  at  half-past 
twelve." 

We  mounted  the  stone  stair-case,  and  as  I 
iiad  never  been  to  a  public  ball  before,  either  in 
England  or  elsewhere,  I  wished  that  nothing 
should  escape  my  observation. 

The  decorations,  the  shrubs  lining  the  corri- 
lor,  conducting  to  the  ball-room,  the  green 
iioUand  floor- covers  ;   I  noticed  them  all. 

The  ball-room  was  brilliant  with  its  thousands 
3f  wax  lights  burning  in  its  many  chandeliers, 
lighting  up  the  fresh  white  paint  and  reflected 
jn  the  gilded  mirrors,  for  the  room  had  been 
I'edecorated  for  the  occasion.  The  gallery  oc- 
cupied by  the  Eoyal  Family  at  the  Academy 
estival  had  been  removed,  and  the  space  was 
,)rnamented  with  deUcate  festoons  of  box.  The 
royal  dais  was  now  erected  under  a  canopj^  on 
Ihe  opposite  side  of  the  hall,  and.  here  were 
)laced  five  crimson  chairs,  backed  by  an  im- 
HMise  mirror  and  a  perfect  grove  of  magnificent 

jgreens,    with   crimson   draperies   and  soft 
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white  muslin  made  to  imitate  ermine.  On 
either  hand,  seats  covered  with  blue  were  ar- 
ranged for  the  ladies  of  the  Court. 

As  only  ladies  are  allowed  to  sit,  three  tiers 
of  crimson-covered  seats  surround,  the  hall,  and 
we  took  our  places  opposite  the  royal  dais  on 
the  highest  tier,  that  we  might  overlook  the 
whole,  and  close  by  a  httle  passage,  so  that  Mr. 

von  Q could  stand  by  and  converse  with  us 

now  and  then^  and  point  out  to  us  the  celebri- 
ties who  were  present. 

Shortly  after  our  arrival  trays  were  carried 
round,  with  large  breakfast  cups  half   full  of 
very  mild  tea-water^  taken  with  a  great  addition 
of  sugar  and   rich  cream,  accompanied  by 
variety  of  delicate  biscuits.     By  half-past  eigh 
the  room  was  filled  with  a  brilliant  company,, 
'and  presented   the   appearance   of  being  sur- 
rounded by  gorgeous,  sloping  flower-beds,  th( 
black  ball- dresses  and  white  opera-cloaks  throw- 
ing out  in  strong  relief  the  magnificent  varie- 
gated artificial  flowers  which  covered  the  ladies 
heads,  this'  being  the   only  gaiety   of   colom 
allowed,   and  certainly  the  whole  produced 
beautiful  effect. 

Ladies  in  any  way  connected  with  the  Court 
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lie  luinilsome  lady  warden  of  the  rcjyal  seat  of 
Jlriskdal,  for  instance,  wore  short  black 
ileeves,  slashed  with  puffs  of  white  satin  to 
hstmgnish  them.  All  these  ladies  tcx>k  their 
leats  neai'  the  throne. 

The  centre  of  tlie  hall  was  filled  with  a  mass 
►f  gentlemen  in  uniform,  or  full  dress,  and 
aany  wearing  orders.  The  Court  does  not 
,rrive  till  about  nine,  and  the  etiquette  is,  that 
,11  the  guests  should  be  ready  assembled  to 
eceive  them. 

Mrs.  von  Q ,  who  had  never  been  at  the 

lall,  was  like  myseli,  much  interested  in  every- 
liing,  and  pointed  out  the  celebrities  to  me,  as 

id  also  Mr.   von  Q^ ,  who  never  seemed  to 

3rget  us.  It  was  precisely  ten  years  since  he 
ad  been  there  before,  and  that  was  on  his  first 
rrival  in  Stockholm,  but  everybody  was  known 
0  him. 

My  attention  was  now  directed  to  an  elderly 
ianwith  a  white  moustache,  his  breast  glittering 
rith  orders,  and  wdio  kept  quietly  moving  about 
mongst  the  gentlemen.  * 

'*  That  is  Count  Manderstrr)m,  our  Lord 
*ahnerston,"  said  Mr.  von  Q . 

I   watched   this   important   statesman   with 
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great  interest,  not  only  because  lie  had  beei 
one  of  the  six  luminaries  present  at  the 
Academy,  but  because  Miss  Bremer  had  told 
me  that  his  mother  and  hers  had  been  very  in- 
timate friends.  They  loved  each  other,  and 
liked  that  their  children  should  play  together. 
Little  Christopher,  now  the  gi'eat  statesman, 
used,  therefore,  to  spend  his  time  with  the 
young  Bremers,  whilst  the  two  mothers  sat  to- 
gether on  the  sofa  in  the  saloon. 

Here,  too,  was  Baron  De  Geer,  with  his 
almost  English  face,  the  celebrated  descendant 
of  an  illustrious  family  of  Brabant  origin,  an- 
other Minister  of  State,  and  Member  of  the 
Swedish  Academy,  a  connection  of  Misa 
Bremer's,  of  whom  she  is  justly  proud  on  acJ 
count  of  his  sterling  worth.  He  is  noted  for 
his  integrity  and  love  of  truth.  Even  as  a 
child  his  just  and  wise  discrimination  was  very 
remarkable,  so  much  so,  that  he  was  always 
chosen  by  his  many  brothers  and  sisters  as  the 
umpire  in  their  youthful  differences. 

^'  Let  Louis  decide,*'  the  young  disputants 
would  say,  "  for  he  is  sure  to  be  right." 

Baron  De  Geer  is  the  author  of  the  novels, 
"  Heart  Emotions  at  Dalrik,"  and  "  S.  H.  T." 
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ow,  however,  he  has  abandoned  fiction  for  the 
iglier  and  more  momentous  study  of  mankind 
hich  is  required  f()r  the  statesman.  The 
linistry  is  extremely  Hberal,  and,  as  might  be 
cpected,  he  being  amongst  the  most  hberal,  the 
orks  of  John  Stuart  Mill  are  greatly  respected 
Y  him.  He  begged  Miss  Bremer  to  read  his 
Eepresentative  Government,"  and  this  work, 
L  its  Swedish  translation,  has  of  late  furnished 
)me  of  our  evening  reading. 
Count  Platen,  brother-in-law  of  De  Geer,  was 
lother  person  on  whom  my  eye  rested  with 
ispect.  Lately  Ambassador  in  England,  he  is 
)w  the  Minister  of  Marine  here. 
Lars  Hjerta,  formerly  one  of  the  most  cele- 
•ated  publishers  of  Stockholm,  and  of  whom  T 
id  both  heard  and  read  much,  was  also  pointed 
it  to  me.  He  wore  a  plain  evening  dress  with- 
it  decorations.  If  asked  what  he  is,  it  might  be 
Lswored,  everything.  As  a  publisher,  he  intro- 
iced  many  of  Miss  Bremer's  works,  and  the 
3rks  of  various  other  celebrated  people  to  the 
iblic.  It  was  he  who  originated  the  "  Afton- 
ad"  in  1830,  and  which,  spite  of  great  oppo- 
tion,  he  worked  up  into  the  most  important 
ijK'r  iu  Sweden,  and  which  being  not  only 
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radical,  but  rationalistic,  exercised  such  power, 
over  the  people,  that  the  Bishop  of  Vexi(5, 
speaking  of  it,  termed  it,  in  sorrow,  the  Bible 
of  the  Swedish  peasant.  When  the  ^'Afton- 
blad"  had  reached  its  majority,  that  is 
after  a  career  of  one  and  twenty  yeai'S, 
Hjerta  left  it  to  run  its  own  course;  but, 
like  a.  Scandinavian  Hercules,  he  is  ready 
for  every  gigantic  labour,  at  wliich  he  works 
with  untiring  activity.  At  the  present  time  he 
carries  on  a  stearine  manufactory,  and  is  a  maker 
of  lucifer-matches ;  he  fits  out  ships  ;  is  con- 
nected with  business  in  China,  and  carries  on 
commercial  and  private  correspondence  with 
the  four  quarters  of  the  globe.  For  one  twelve 
months  the  cleansing  of  the  town  of  Stockholm 
was  thrown  upon  him,  and  he  did  it  so  well,  that 
not  even  his  enemies  could  detect  one  cause 
for  fault-finding.  Like  our  William  and 
Kobert  Chambers,  and  John  Cassell,  he  has 
published  a  series  of  cheap  books  for  the  people, 
and  still  retaining  his  interest  in  literary: 
work,  it  is  said  that  if  a  book  comes  to  liimj 
inadequately  translated,  he  and  his  daughters 
sit  down  and  re-translate  the  whole. 

He  has  sat  in  the  Diet,  and  there  and  else- 
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rliere,  many  of  the  views  which,  "svhen  first 
I'opounded  by  himself,  ^vere  scouted  as  wild  and 
upracticahle,  have  afterwards  been  adopted  as 
ase  and  proper,  his  origination  of  them 
leing  then  forgotten. 

Miss  Bremer,  who  grieves  over  his  tendency 
0  rationahsm,  tells  me  that  he  carries  out  the 
eachings  of  Clu*istianity  which  he  disowns,  in 
ds  conduct  to  the  workpeople.  He  is  a  kind, 
list,  and  considerate  master,  yet  he  would  have 
11  idea  of  another  life  of  reward  taken  awav, 
hat  the  poor  might  not  be  put  off  wdtli  pro- 
aissory  notes  which  are  to  be  honoured  there. 

Mr.  von  Q ,  turning  my  attention  from 

Ijerta,  directed  it  to  a  tall,  courtly  officer  in 
he  prime  of  life,  his  shirt-front  being  almost 
lidden  by  three  orders  suspended  by  ribbons, 
nd  glittering  with  other  stars  and  crosses. 

This  was  General  Bildt,  once  a  simple 
ieutenant,  now  the  king's  most  intimate  friend, 
rho,  as  Governor  of  Stockholm,  inhabits  a 
aagnificent  residence  in  the  proximity  of  the 
alace,  and  who  at  the  same  time  is  not  in- 
lined  to  abuse  his  powder.  I  had  heard  an 
necdote  of  the  Idndness  shown  by  his  wife  to 

poor  child,  which  spoke  well  also  for  her  heart. 
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Below  US,  at  a  little  distance,  sat  a  singularly 
elegant  young  lady,  with  whom  General  Bildt 
and  others  conversed,  and  whose  soft,  glossy 
black  hair  and  black  velvet  were  ornamented 
with  costly  pearls.  A  young,  equally  elegant- 
looking  man  was  often  at  her  side.  He  was 
a  Swedish  count,  her  husband,  and  she  the 
niece  of  Captain  Marryat,  and  daughter  of  the 
writer  of  "  Travels  in  Sweden,"  &c. 

But  now  people  were  getting  tired  of  wait- 
ing ;  the  very  band  flourished  away  impatiently 
at  a  merry  tune  in  the  gallery,  which  made  the 
dancers  still  more  restless.  A  candle  even, 
becoming  impatient,  turned  a  somersault  in  its 
socket,  thus  furnishing  the  weary  attendantaj 
with  the  agreeable  necessity  of  being  on  the 
alert  with  a  step-ladder,  and  setting  the  refrac- 
tory candle  on  end  again. 

Of  course,  in  the  midst  of  such  an  episode, 
the  guests,  par  excellence,  approached.  Hardly, 
therefore,  had  the  step-ladder  been  carried  out 
again  when  a  gentleman,  with  a  blue  and  orange 
rosette  on  his  shoulder,  rushed  in,  and,  waving  his 
hand,  as  if  in  desperation,  to  the  musicians, 
who  were  in  the  midst  of  a  merry  jig,  ex- 
claimed : — 
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**Husli!  liusli!  They'll  be  here  straxt!'' 
luickly). 

*'  Straxt  /"  repeated  a  voice  appertainmg  to 

pair  of  plump  white  shoulders  before  us, 
straxt !  what  a  mercy  !  " 

Every  one  rose,  letting  their  mantles  drop  off 
imultaneously.  The  band  struck  up  the 
ational  air ;  ministers,  courtiers,  officers, 
itizens  hied  on  either  side,  and  two  ladies, 
rilliant  in  diamonds,  lace,  and  feathers,  were 
isible  floating  between  them. 

Then  the  King,  in  uniform,  was  seen  seated 
1  the  centre  chair  between  the  two  Queens,  in 
lack  velvet,  ermine,  and  diamonds,  with 
^rince  Oscar,  in  uniform,  to  the  right  of  Queen 
jovisa.  Court  ladies  took  their  seats  on  either 
:and. 

A  number  of  splendidly  attired  gentlemen 
tood  as  stiff  as  pokers  (I  am  sorry  to  use 
p  homely  a  phrase,  but  I  know  none  better), 
ehind  the  Royal  personages.  They  also  partook 
f  the  harmless  tea,  and  ate  the  delicate 
iscuits  ;  after  which,  descending  from  their 
ilevation,  they  walked  a  stately  polonaise  to 
jjiusic,  selecting  diJBferent  partners  of  all  classes. 
!|  Later  on  in  the  evening  the  King  and  Queen, 
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and  Prm€e  Oscar  danced  a  quadrille  with 
citizen  partners,  the  Court  dancing  with  other 
citizens.  The  Koyalties  ate  ices,  so  did  the 
commonalties,  everybody,  as  in  duty  bound, 
looking  amiable  and  happy. 

Finally,   after  some  waltzing,  at  which  the 
Queens  looked  on,  they  descended  from  the  dais, 
and  made  a  tour  round  the  room,  some  of  their 
gentlemen  preceding  them,  and  obtaining  the 
names  of  the  ladies  seated  on  the  lowest  tier. 
This  enabled  their  Majesties  to  address  them  by 
name,    inquiring   after   tlieir   families,   hoping 
they  w^ere  enjoying  themselves,  maldng  remarks 
about  the  weather,  or  expressing  their  regrell 
that  Prince  Oscar's  wife  could  not  be  preseni 
on  account  of  her  suffering  from  influenza ;  and 
'thus,  like  any  other  well-bred,  but  I  am  afraid, 
sadly  bored  people,     they   went     on    smiling 
and  nodding,  and  repeating  and  varying  the  sam( 
observations,    the  King    and  Prince  Oscar,  ir 
the  meantime,  going  through  precisely  the  sam( 
process  with  the  gentlemen. 

At  about  ten,  the  Royal  guests  departed ;  and 
as  we  were  there  merely  as  spectators,  and  not 
to  dance,  we  follow^ed  their  example.  Leaving 
therefore,    a    message    for   Lundqvist    with  i 
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iidly   coachman,    and    warmly    wrapped   in 
,wls,   cloaks,  and  hoods,  walked  home  over 
crisp  snow. 

Januanj  7th,  —  Hulda  and  I  have  been 
[king  by  the  Millar,  which  is  now  solidly 
sen  over,  crowds  of  people  walking  and 
,ting  upon  it.  Ladies  are  beginning  to  skate 
Stockholm,  as  with  us,  but  they  make  use  of 
rivate  sheet  of  water  near  the  Djurgard. 
Whilst  we  were  out,  Miss  Bremer  called  on 
s.  Carlen,  the  celebrated  novelist,  to  thank 
•  for  a  very  kind  memoir  which  she  has 
tten  for  the  ^*  Swedish  Illustrated  News,*'  and 
h  which  Tante  Fredrika  is  much  gratified. 
Pleasant  as  the  ice  is,  I  cannot  but  regret  it 
account  of  the  poor  laundresses,  who  wash 
i  steep  their  clothes  in  all  seasons  by  the 
e  side,  now  with  holes  broken  in  the  ice. 
e  suffering  to  their  hands  is  terrible.  One 
man  said  that  it  was  almost  unbearable  till 
i  nails  split,  then  it  '*  did  not  matter." 
;biother  walk  I  had  with  Hulda  during  her 
Brt  holidays  which  was  very  enjoyable — this 
||i  through  the  Djurgard.  The  ground  was 
Ijeted  with  ice,  out  of  which  jutted  the  still 

i  T 
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more  impenetrable  grey   rocks  ;    over  all  la^ 
a   powdering  of    fine    dry   snow,    which   kinc 
mother    Nature    had    sent    to    make   it  saf( 
walking.     The  crumpled-up  old  oaks  and  th( 
shivering  slender  birches  looked  as  if  resigne( 
to  their  fate  ;  not  so  a  poor,  lank,  half-starvec 
dog,  which  followed  us  whining  out  his  piteou! 
tale,  till  we  could  not  do  other  than  take  hin 
to  a  restauration  and  satisfy  his  hunger.     Poo: 
wretch  !     The  difficulty  there  was  to  give  hin 
the  slip  so  that  he  should  not  follow  us  home 
We  hastened  across  the  long  bridge  of  raft 
which  in  winter  replaces  the  steamers  over  th 
frozen  Baltic  ;  yet  spite  of  our  speed  he  soo; 
overtook  us,  his  longing  eyes  fixed  upon  us  wit 
a   pleading,    pitiful  expression.     Do  what  yi 
would  we  could  not  elude  him,  and  at  last  wei 
obliged  resolutely  to  shut  him  out,  hoping  tb 
some  kind-hearted  market  woman  would  tal 
pity  on  and  adopt  him. 

One  evening,  sitting  with  Tante  Fredrika 
the  drawing-room,  Sara  brought  in  a  Swedi 
letter  for  me,  on  which  the  startling  wo. 
'^ urgent"  was  written  outside.  I  broke  t' 
seal,  and  read  the  following  in  Swedish : — 

**I  beg  of  thee  to  give  me  the  joy  of  t^ 
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lompany  to-morrow,  at  twelve  o'clock,  when 
ixpect  some  frienjjs  to  a  real  Swedish  coffee 
*  Kep,"  and  it  may  perhaps  amuse  thee  to  see 
vhat  happens  on  such  an  occasion.  There  will  be 
mother  English  lady  besides  thyself,  and  as  all 
he  visitors  can  speak  English,  we  can  converse 
ogether  in  that  language  if  thou  would  like  it. 
ily  mother  will  gladly  renew  her  acquaintance 
nth  thee.  And  I  shall  be  glad  to  show  thee 
ay  simple  home.  So  come,  if  thou  canst, 
klind,  Tuesday,  twelve  o'clock ! 

''  My  tenderest  regards  to  Mamsell  Bremer, 
Lud  a  hearty  welcome  to  thee. 

* '  From  thy  old  cicerone, 

*' Jenny." 

Miss  Bremer  said  Jenny  was  mistaken,  for 
hat  it  was  a  Danish  and  not  a  Swedish  Kep 
diich  she  was  about  to  give  ;  the  Swedish 
)eing  at  a  much  later  hour.  But  whether 
Danish  or  Swedish,  it  surely  was  a  success. 

Punctually  on    the  morrow,  Mrs.   Fredrika 

jj and  I  arrived  at  the  same  moment  at  the 

loor  of  the  wooden  house  where  Jenny  resides, 
,.nd  she,  in  her  soft  barege  dress  and  grey 
hawl,  received  us  at  the  top  of  the  stairs 
i*'ith  open   arms    and    a  cordial    ''Welcome! 

j  T    2 
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welcome!  "  led  us  into  the  pretty  bedroom  of 
herself  and  her  younger  sister  to  take  off  our 
things.  We  were  then  conducted  into  a  cheer- 
ful sitting-room,  where  coffee  cups  stood  on  a 
round  table,  together  with  a  tray  tastefully  and 
symmetrically  arranged  with  biscuits,  rusks, 
and  spiced  cake.  A  side  table  displayed  the 
family  Christmas  presents,  all  of  a  useful  cha- 
racter and  necessary  for  ladies,  even  down  to 
packets  of  pins.  ^ 

Mrs.  E and  her  younger  daughter  re- 
ceived me  most  kindly.  There  was  also  an  elder 
and  very  agreeable  daughter,  not  generally  at 
home,  but  now  come  to  the  coffee  party;  also 

two  Froken  H ,  daughters  of  a  celebrated 

Swedish  reformer,  and  very  good  friends  of 
Jenny's  from  the  golden  days  in  ^Hhe  house  by 
Clara  Church."  Another  student  of  those  blessed 
times  was  also  there.  The  English  lady  of  the 
invitation  was  the  daughter  of  an  English  mer- 
chant, settled  in  Stockholm.  Whilst  Jenny 
quietly  passed  to  and  fro  filling  our  cups  with 
delicious  coffee  of  her  own  making  from  the 
silver  coffee-pot,  this  young  lady  interested  me 
by  describing  an  excursion  to  Norrland  taken 
by  her  father  and  herself,  they  travelling  on 
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to  the  farthest  northern  telegraph-pole  in  the 
3oiiutry,  and  which,  especially  to  signalise  it  as 
such,  is  painted  the  Swedish  colours,  blue  and 
orange. 

They  visited  a  lady  who  possessed  the  only 
iianging  birch- tree  so  far  north,  which  was  an 
ibsolute  wonder  amongst  the  straight,  formal 
birches  and  pines,  the  only  trees  in  that  lati- 
tude, where  roses  would  not  bloom  in  summer. 

Jenny  and  her  younger  sister  besought  of  us 
to  take  many  extra  "  tears"  of  coffee,  and  when 
we  could  do  no  more,  they  triumphantly  carried 
in  a  splendid  basket  formed  of  confectionery, 
^^liicli,  after  being  greatly  admired,  the  kind 
tiostesses  insisted  on  our  demolishing. 

After  another  hour  spent  in  pleasant  chat, 
the  coffee  "  Eep"  broke  up. 


f 
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CHAPTEE  XVIII.  ,^ 

GYMNASTICS. 


January  21st. — Imagine  me  now  taking 
daily  gymnastic  lessons  from  Miss  Ling,  the 
youngest  daughter  of  the  celebrated  Professor 
Ling.  Though  quite  a  child  at  the  time  of  his 
death,  she  has  inherited  his  love  for,  and  his 
faith  in  gymnastics,  and,  perfectly  understand- 
ing his  views,  is  able  successfully  to  carry  on 
his  work. 

Considering  that  the  Swedes  pride  themselves 
on  the  modern  system  of  gymnastics  having 
originated  in  then-  country,  I  am  surprised  to 
find  them  not  more  generally  practised.  Miss 
Bremer  has  herself  great  faith  in  the  system, 
believing  that  many  curvatures  of  the  spine  and 
other  bodily  disfigurements  maybe  remedied,  and 
even  perfectly  cured,  simply  by  these  healthful 
exercises;  and  also  that  a  moderate  use  of  gym- 
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lastics  invigorates  not  only  the  body,  but  the 
nintl,  giving  fresh  impetus  to  the  blood,  the 
ife  of  the  body,  developing  the  muscles,  and 
)ringing  into  action  every  portion  of  the  frame. 

Tante  Fredrika's  arguments  convinced  me  ; 
md  now,  in  this  cold  and  often  slushy  weather, 
vhen  out-door  exercise  is  neither  easy  nor  yet 
Lgrceable,  I  am  determined  to  see  how  much 
nental  as  well  as  physical  vigour  may  be 
leveloped  in  me  through  gymnastic  exercise 
or  the  next  three  months. 

At  the  present  time  there  are  few  ladies  in 
Stockholm  who  practise  gymnastics,  the  exercise 
)eing  confined  to  children  ;  nor  yet  many  gen- 
lemen,  though  in  Professor  Ling's  days,  when 
he  system  was  a  new  thing  ;  even  elderly  gen- 
lemen  used  to  go  daily  to  the  great  gymnastic 
iall  for  medical  gymnastics,  just  as  people  go 
low  to  the  Turkish  baths.  There  is  a  fashion, 
jertainly,  in  all  these  things,  but  if  they  were 
rood  for  one  generation  they  must  be  for 
inother,  therefore  I  shall  enroll  myself  amongst 
jhe  gymnasts. 

i  But  a  word  or  two  respecting  Professor  Ling, 
jil^e  the  Greeks,  who  had  in  all  their  gym- 
iasiums  an  officer  skilled  in  medicine,  called 
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the  gymnastes,  who  controlled  the  extent  and 
the  class  of  exercises  used  by  each,  in  order 
that  health  might  be  promoted,  and  the  body 
harmoniously  developed,  so  Professor  Ling  made 
health  and  the  development  of  the  physical 
frame  the  object  of  his  system.  And  as  it 
often  happens  that  an  accidental  circumstance 
will  reveal  at  once  some  hitherto  unknown 
truth  to  an  acute  and  observant  mind,  so 
was  it  in  this  case.  Professor  Ling,  when  a 
young  man,  in  Copenhagen,  discovered  that 
his  arm,  which  was  infirm  in  some  way, 
became  strengthened  and  finally  restored  by 
the  practice  of  fencing.  This  suggested  a 
great  idea  to  him.  He  saw  at  once  the  prac- 
tical wisdom  of  ancient  gymnastics,  and  grasped 
the  subject  with  all  the  ardour  of  his  naturally 
active  and  enthusiastic  mind.  He  mourned 
over  what  seemed  to  him  the  degenerate  frames 
and  temperaments  of  his  countrymen.  They 
were  unworthy  of  their  descent  from  daring, 
much- enduring  vikings,  from  valorous  warriors, 
and  wrestlers,  and  fearless,  victory-loving 
scalds.  Great,  awe-inspiring  Svea,  the  land  of 
the  old  gods  and  heroes,  lay  buried  under  grey, 
hoary  cairns,  and  nothing  remained  now  but  a 
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feeble,  luxury-loving  race.  It  was  to  raise 
these  from  tlieir  slothful  rest,  to  call  forth  a 
resurrection  of  the  vigorous,  energetic  virtues 
3f  the  sword  and  axe  age  that  he  entered  the 
field.  His  ambition  was  that  the  Swedish  race 
diould  again  be  mighty  and  all- conquering, 
sound  in  mind  and  body,  worthy  to  take  a 
loble  place  amongst  the  noblest  of  the  human 
jpecies,  worthy  to  match  with  the  heroes  of 
Valhalla. 

Faithful  to  liis  beloved  scheme  of  regene- 
'ating  his  country.  Ling,  who  was  also  a  fine 
yric  poet,  endeavoured  in  his   '^  Epic  of  the 
isar  "  (the  old  deities),  and  *'  Gylfe,"  an  alle- 
gory representing  Sweden,  to  awaken  the  same 
jirdent  desire  for  the  athletic  and  muscular — 
Uhristianity  it  could  not  be  called — but  virtues 
'f  the  old  times,  and  hence  followed  his  great 
Icientifically-planned    system    of    gymnastics, 
i^hich,  if  it  did  nothing  else,  was  at  all  events  a 
01  y  admirable  system  of  physical  exercise  and 
evelopment  which  was  very  gratefully  accepted 
y  his  generation. 
The  Gymnastic  Hall,  where  Ling  acted  as 
mfessor  of  the  Central  Gymnastic  Institute 
om   1813,  to  his  death,  in  1839,  is  not  used 


282  WITH    FREDRIKA    BTIEMER. 


by  his  daughter  for  her  classes.  She  had, 
when  first  I  became  acquainted  with  her,  a 
gymnastic  room  in  a  large  pile  of  handsome 
buildings  near  us,  called  Valhalla,  from  an 
important  cafe  of  that  name  in  the  centre  of 
the  edifice. 

The  third  time  of  my  going  there  I  found  a 
flock  of  little  blackbirds,  or  rather  bats,  muffled 
up  in  endless  dark,  wadded  cloaks  and  black 
hoods,  her  young  pupils,  waiting  for  her  in  an 
upper  corridor,  and  talking  amongst  themselves 
like  a  parcel  of  little  old  Swedish  women,  and 
very  much  in  ihQjpauvres  honteuses  style. 

The  day  before  had  been  Twentieth  Day, 
when  Christmas,   as  usual,   had  been  danced 


I 


out  by  many. 

.  Thus  little  Hedvig  Eleonora  informed  Lovisa' 
Ulrika,  and  Margareta  Leijonhufvud,  and 
Katherina  Stenbock  that  *^  it  was  hideously  de- 
lightful at  Froken Grunilla  Bjelke's  last  evening." 

^^  Not  more  horribly  delicious  than  where  I 
was,"  proudly  interposed  Katherina  Stenboct 
the  less,  ^^  I  can  tell  you  I  danced  awfully, 
really  awfully  ;  never  had  to  sit  down  once  ! "  ' 

**  Is  Mamsell  Ling  never  coming?"  inter 
rupted  Margret  Leijonhufvud,  who  having  noi 
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leen  to  a  ball  herself  the  preceding  evening, 
lad  little  interest  in  such  things,  and  forthwith 
egan  thumping  with  her  round  fists  on  the 
orter's  door  to  rouse  him  to  bring  the  key. 

Her  relative  Christina,  and  eventually  all 
be  rest,  joined  in  the  bombardment. 

''  What's  the  meaning  of  all  this  ?  I'll  be 
ut  on  you  with  your  fiendish  tattoo  !"  ex- 
laimed  an  angry  man's  voice  as  the  door 
iddenly  sprang  back. 

''Will  the  gentleman  please  to  let  us  in  ?" 
sked  the  fearless  Christina,  the  others  having 
dlen  back  and  lost  their  voices. 

"Let  you  in?  No,  I'll  let  you  out!  I've 
othing  to  do  with  the  movements  ;  it's  Ham- 
uli Ling,  she's  got  the  key  ;"  and,  so  saying, 
le  door  was  slammed  to.  This  fearful  thun- 
er- storm  might  have  sent  a  bolt  to  every 
alpitating  heart  had  not  the  brisk  sound  of 
[iss  Ling's  step  and  the  sight  of  her  black 
Ik  hood,  in  which  she  resembled  some  good- 
Barted  Puritan  lady,  acted  as  a  lightning - 
)nductor. 

*'  Follow  me,  my  chickens,  to  the  Gymnastic 
all,  where  we  shall  practice  to-day,  afterwards 
.  Clara  Bergsgatan." 
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*'Well,  tliat  is  diverting!"  exclaimed  the 
young  gymnasts,  all  well  pleased,  and  the 
conductor  led  the  little  flock  with  lightning 
speed  to  the  old  rambling  pile  where  she  and 
her  mother  at  that  time  lived. 

Nothing  could  be  more  delightful  to  the 
children  than  to  practise  in  the  old  hall,  an 
indulgence  that  now  and  then  occurred,  and 
speeding  along,  quicker  even  than  Miss  Ling, 
they  flew  under  the  archway,  raced  across  the 
great  court,  some  of  them  over  the  snow,  which 
lay  there  a  pure  expanse,  never  regarding  the 
broad  path  which  was  swept  to  the  old-fashioned 
modest  door  which  led  to  the  Gymnastic  Hall. 

A  kind  porter  this  time,  crossing  from  a  lo^ 
■building  on  the  other  side,  unlocked  the  dooi 
and  gave  free  entrance  to  the  impatient  little 
crowd.  Hoods  and  cloaks  were  tossed  off,  and 
the  young  gymnasts  appeared  in  suitabk 
attire. 

The  making  of  my  black  gymnastic  dresf 
had  been  superintended  with  great  interest  b^ 
Xante  Fredrika,  who  even  herself  sewed  at  i 
in  an  evening.  Hulda  cut  it  out  and  put  ii 
many  a  stitch.  Kind,  loving  Hulda  !  I  coul( 
hardly  consent  to  her  employing  herself  over  it 
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!  who  had  to  work  so  hard  at  the  School  of 
sign,  and  had  hesides  so  many  other  duties  ; 
ongst  other  things,  a  young  deaf  and  dumh 

I  had  been  placed  under  her  care  at  the 
iiool  of  Design,  where  she  was  to  learn 
od-engraving,  and  besides  having  to  look 
er  her,  she  had  been  running  all  over  Stock- 
.m  to  purchase  for  her  the  best  tools  at  the 
rest  price.     But  everybody  turns  to  Hulda 

help  ;  even  Fru  Knutsson  thinks  *'that  lilla 
imsell  Dahl  can  cut  out  her  dresses  and  set 
•  going." 
No  sooner  was  all  the  out- door  apparel  flung 

and  hung  on  pegs,  than  the  crew  rushed 
0  the  adjoining  hall,  a  gigantic,  barrack-like 
mi,  with  wooden  pillars,  gymnastic  frames, 
i  a  complication  of  machinery  which  would 
ve  suggested  a  chamber  of  Chinese  torture 
d  not  the  young  girls  instantly  converted  it 
10  a  scene  of  animated  enjoyment.  They 
ung  like  little  monkeys,  they  climbed  like 
ars,  they  leapt  along  the  ground  like  an  army 

frogs,  they  seemed  to  fly  round  the  gigantic 

II  like  a  flock  of  doves  pursued  by  a  hawk, 
i3y  alighted  as  crows  on  the  back  of  a 
'oden  steed,  delightful  to  them  as  Slcipner 
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to  Odin,  though  not  possessed  hke  him  of  eight 
legs. 

The  bust  of  a  shaggy  Jupiter  looked  down 
condescendingly  from  a  pedestal,  where  he  had 
taken  the  place  of  a  model  gladiator  who  had 
come  to  grief.  But  he  did  not  seem  at  home 
there.  Ling,  on  the  contrary,  with  his  nervou^ 
and  powerful  face,  looked  down  from  a  side 
pedestal  with  great  gusto  on  the  merry  athletes., 
whilst  lower  in  the  room  his  successor,  Pro- 
fessor Branting,  seemed  no  less  satisfied. 

How  well  could  I  imagine  Ling,  an  epi( 
poem  in  himself,  as  he  has  justly  been  called 
presiding  in  his  great  wolf- skin  garment  ovej 
the  games  and  wrestlings  in  this  arena. 

How  well,  too,  could  I  imagine  dear  Tant<| 
Fredrika  taking  her  early  exercises  here,  wh( 
gives  such  a  lively,  amusing  description  of  th 
whole  in   "  The  Neighbours,"  turning  it  stil 
more  into  classic  ground  by  her  graphic  pen. 

She  says,  under  the  character  of  Fransiska 

'^  You  must  accompany  me  to  my  hero-deed 
in  the  Gymnastic  Hall ;  accompany  me  t< 
that  time  w^hen  I  was  yet  very  young,  when  th 
blood  did  not  flow  so  quietly  as  now  in  m; 
veins,  to  a  time  in  which  I  became  heartil; 


GYMNASTICS.  287 

reary  of  seeing  always  the  same  scenes  and  the 
ame  faces  before  me ;  when  I  must  have 
dventures  let  it  cost  what  it  might ;  when  a 
edition  or  a  fire  was  a  recreation ;  when  the 
battle  of  Prague  and  the  Battle  of  Fleury  were 
ay  favourite  pieces  of  music  ;  when  I  wept  that 
was  not  a  man,  that  I  might  go  to  battle ; 
,nd  when  once,  as  a  sort  of  necessity,  I  drank 
,t  Kamrer  Arb ell's  five  cups  of  tea  at  a  time  ! 
nd  the  lady  of  the  house,  in  a  frenzy  of  bene- 
olence,  wished  to  afflict  on  me  a  sixth  !" 

As  Tante  Fredrika  has  amused  Hulda  and 

lyself  with  an  account  of  this  tea  debauch  as 

part  of  her  own  young  experience,  and  as  I 

now  from  her  own  lips  also  that  she  went  as 

girl  to  Professor  Ling's,  Fransiska  may  fairly 

merge  into  Fredrika  when  she  continues  : 

1  "  I  was  then  about  sixteen  years  old,  and, 

brtunately  for  my  restless  spirit,    about  this 

mod  my  right  shoulder  began  to  grow  out. 

iyinnastics  were  at  that  time  the  fashion,  as  a 

u\)  for  every  kind  of  physical  ailment,   and 

ly  parents  determined,  therefore,  that  I  should 

vnmasticize.     ...     I  w^as  reading  at  that 

lue    the    Grecian  liistory,   and   even   in    the 

ymnastic  Hall,  Grecian  heroes  and  their  deeds 
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floated  around  me,  I  suggested  to  my  class, 
therefore,  that  we  should  all  assume  masculine 
and  antique  names,  and  that  henceforth  we 
should  only  be  known  in  this  place  as  Aga- 
memnon, Epaminondas,  Pelopidas,  &c.  For 
myself  I  chose  the  name  of  Orestes,  and  gave 
that  of  Pjlades  to  my  best  friend.  There  was 
one  tall  thin  girl,  with  a  broad  Finnish  accent, 
who,  on  account  of  the  bold  independence  of  my 
ideas  and  behaviour,  was  always  opposed  to  me, 
and  who  laughingly  called  me  and  my  friend  Orre 
and  Pyle,  because  we  were  both  small.  This 
annoyed  me  extremely,  especially  as  it  damped 
the  classic  spirit  which  had  been  infused  through 
the  whole  troop,  i 

'^  My  tall  enemy  declared  that  she  would  be 
called  by  none  other  than  her  own  proper  name 
of  Brita  Kajsa  ;  yet,  for  all  that,  I  persisted  in 
giving  her  the  name  of  Darius.  Out  of  this 
came  new  occasion  of  strife. 

**  Although  I  was  so  very  enthusiastic  for 
Grecian  history,  I  was  no  less  a  partizan  for 
that  of  Sweden.  Charles  XII.  was  my  idol; 
and  many  a  time  have  I  entertained  my  friends 
with  the  relation  of  his  actions,  never  failing  to 
kindle  up  in  myself  the  most  burning  enthu- 
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sm.  One  day,  however,  Darius  came  over 
like  a  shower  of  cold  water,  opposing  me 
li  the  assertion  that  Czar  Peter  was  a 
sater  man  than  Charles  XII.-  I  received  the 
illenge  with  blind  zeal  and  quiet  rage,  and 
in  my  enemy,  with  great  coolness  and  a  good 
d  of  knowledge,  brought  forward  a  multitude 
facts  in  support  of  her  assertion.  I  endea- 
ired  to  tread  these  all  under  foot,  and  still 
exalt  my  hero  to  heaven  ;  but  had,  alas ! 
ise  unfortunate  words  Pultawa  and  Bender 
ever  thrown  in  my  way  !  " 
[  will  leave  it  to  Brita  Kajsa,  if  she  be  yet 
re,  to  assert  whether  the  melodramatic  and 
io-comic  duel  which  ensued,  really  took 
ce  between  her  and  Fredrika  Bremer,  the 
mg  champion  of  Charles  XII. 

3ne  admirable  feature  of  the  gymnastics 
•e  is  that  they  have  been  introduced  by  Miss 
ig's  brother  into  the  National  School  of  the 
ishes  of  St.  James  and  St.  John.  During 
sisure  hour,  and  at  a  fixed  time,  the  poor 
dren  have  their  gymnastics,  which  they  go 
)ugh  merrily  in  the  presence  of  the  teachers, 
under  the  guidance  of  some  of  the  quick, 
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intelligent  elder  scholars,  who  have  been  suffi 
ciently  long  in  the  school  thoroughly  to  under- 
stand all  the  different  exercises.  Thus  anj 
extra  payment  is  avoided.  The.  apparatus  ii 
no  way  interferes  with  the  needful  space  in  th( 
school-room.  All  that  is  required  is  a  narrow' 
space  by  the  wall,  where  a  frame- work  of  stronj 
bars  is  fixed  for  the  children  to  climb  up,  while 
a  strong  wooden  lattice  needful  for  the  exercisee 
and  the  necessary  ropes,  are  fastened  to  th 
ceiling  and  can  be  let  down  at  will.  Ever 
obstacle  of  expense  and  the  occupation  of  spac 
is  avoided,  and  the  children,  instead  of  ha^ 
only  their  legs  exercised  in  running  out 
doors,  have,  both  boys  and  girls,  their  chest 
and  lungs  expanded,  besides  many  othe 
benefits.  ^ 

There  is  something  of  the  same  kind  at  Clai 
school,  where  Herman  and  Fritz  go,  and  whic 
they  greatly  enjoy.  I  was  regretting  to  Mii 
Ling  that  the  same  thing  was  not  introduce 
into  our  schools,  especially  those  in  oi 
crowded  large  towns,  when  she  remarked  that  si 
felt  confident  that  her  relative.  Professor  Georgi 
who  is  settled  in  London,  would  gladly  promo 
and  aid  in  carrying  out   any  such  movemec 
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How  much  pleased  I  should  be  if  this  little 
it  should  lead  any  supporters  of  our  National 
hools  to  act  upon  it ! 

Another  very  intelligent  relative  of  Miss  Ling's 
the  homoeopathic  physician  of  Stockholm. 

Feb,  22nd.  —  I  have  just  returned  from 
mnastics  through  streets  covered  with  deep 
)w ;  a  more  wintry  aspect  cannot  be  con- 
ved,  and  yet  I  enjoy  it. 
A.  gap  of  a  month  occurs  in  my  diary.  How 
that  ?  It  is  merely  the  result  of  a  New 
ar's  good  resolution  not  to  fill  my  paper  with 
J  barren  detail  of  daily  routine.  All  within 
^  own  home  is  quiet,  peaceful,  and  happy,  yet 
|h  scarcely  more  events  than  were  chi'onicled 
I  the  diary,  of  which  Miss  Bremer  speaks 
Is- 


uhj  \st. — Walking; 

reading ; 

work 

;  conversation. 

,    2nd.—    Do 

do. 

do. 

do. 

1,    3n/.—     Do. 

do. 

do. 

do. 

,    4//j.—      Do. 

do. 

do. 

do. 

,    5th.—     Do. 

do. 

do. 

do. 

,    G/A.—     Do. 

do. 

do. 

do. 

,    7//*.—     Do. 

do. 

do. 

The  clerg}Taan  was 

Hon  a  visit. 

11  my  case,  if  the  entries  rec 

id'ing  and  icorh, 
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be  changed  for  Scminarium  and  Gymnastics 
might  truly  endorse  the  page.  I  therefc 
simply  in  review  note  down  the  interesti] 
points  in  the  past  weeks,  as  the  following,  i 
instance,  which  is  a  cause  of  rejoicing  to  me 

One  day  when  Hulda  and  I  were  wal 
ing  together,  she  said,  speaking  with  de 
feeling  : — 

**  I  wonder  in  a  year  or  so,  where  I  shall  b 
It  is  strange  and  sad  to  feel  that  one  has 
settled  home." 

Some  little  time  afterwards,  when  Tai 
Fredrika  and  I  were  sitting  alone,  Hulda  havi 
gone  to  her  work  at  the  School  of  Design, 
both,  as  if  impelled  by  the  same  spirit,  bef 
to  speak  of  this  excellent  girl,  and  her  sterl 
qualities,  more  remarkable  perhaps  even  tl 
her  talents.  ^ 

**  As  long  as  I  have  a  home  to  offer  he" 
said  dear,  kind  Miss  Bremer  in  conclusion,  I 
intend  that  it  shall  be  hers  also.  She  desei^ 
all  that  I  can  do  for  her." 

How  unspeakably  thankful  I  felt  I  cai^* 
say.     Two  such  women,  the  one  old  and 
other  young,  bound  together  by  the  same  n 
and  unselfish  natures,  cannot  be  otherwise  1 
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)py,  doing  good  to  each  other  and  to  every 
!  around  them.  It  is  a  modern  version  of 
omi  and  Ruth,  and  will  have  the  hlessing  of 
aven  U2)on  it. 

\(Iy  grand  arm-chair,  othenvise  vnj  tlironc, 
I  been  occupied  !  Hastening  downstairs  one 
'  on  my  way  to  the  Seminarium,  I  met  a 
e,  fragile-looking  lady,  with  large,  dark, 
lid  eyes,  toiling  up   wdth  painful  exertion. 

her  I  recognized  Mrs.  von  A ,  a  good 

I  loving-hearted  lady,  an  invalid,  who  reside  ] 
acipally  in  the  country,  but  is  now  in  Stock- 
m  for  a  short  time.  Tante  Fredrika  and 
5S  Vennberg  have  been  her  almoners  for 
le  time,  and  she  spent  some  hours  here  a 
■  evenings  ago,  which  w^as  the  first  time  that 
I  and  Miss  Vennberg  had  met. 
Meeting  her,  therefore,  on  the  stairs,  greatly 
gued  w^ith  the  ascent,  I  was  glad  to  ask  her 
3  my  room,  as  a  rest  by  the  way,  before  she 
unted  the  long  third  flight  of  stairs,  believing 
,t  my  little  territory  would  be  sanctified  by 
•  presence. 

Fante  Fredrika' s  abode  is  purposely  up  three 
hts,  that  useless,  mere  idle  visitors  may  be 
lerred  by  the  trouble.     This  long  ascent  is. 
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however,  to  be  regretted  in  such  cases  as  Mrs. 

von  A 's.    Now  and  then  a  stray  waif  of  the 

human  current,  which  flows  ever  towards  Mise 
Bremer,  pauses  at  my  door  with  a  modest 
knock,  on  opening  which  I  discover,  perhaps,, 
a  thin,  careworn  woman  in  tidy  black,  who 
asks  in  a  feeble  voice  of  half  dubious  enquiry  :— 

^'Mamsell  Bremer  ?" 

"Oh  no  !  "Be  so  good,  and  ascend  ye 
another  flight." 

Many  little  curtseys,  and  the  anxious,  woe- 
begone figure  recedes  with  a  sigh,  and  I  returr 
to  my  books  with  a  depressing  sense  of  tb( 
immensity  of  human  woe,  and  only  comfortec 
by  knowing  that  the  Saviour  has  His  repre- 
sentatives on  earth,  and  that  no  one  of  then 
walks  more  closely  in  His  footsteps  than  she  a' 
whose  door  this  poor  human  mourner  is  noY 
knocking. 


CHAPTEK  XIX. 

ICANDINAVIAN  ART  AND   MISS  LTNDEGREN. 

Again  I  have  had  a  visitor  ;  again  my  throne 
las  been  occupied,  a.nd  this  time  no  sentiment 
emains  in  my  mind  but  real  joy. 

I  have  had  a  visit  from  Am  aha  Lindegren, 
he   beautiful   Swedish  artist,  who  voluntarily 
poked  in  upon  me  before  ascending  higher. 
1  The  last  Great  International  Exhibition,  in 
London,   was  a  vast  temple  of  art  and  manu- 

licture,  filled  with  all  manner  of  curious  and 

I 

unning  workmanship,  contributed  by  the  myriad 
irtificers  of  the  wide  world,  whose  souls  had 
jeen  inspired  with  wisdom,  understanding, 
towledge,  and  skill.  How,  when  all  this  has 
bcome  woven  into  one  great  and  gorgeous 
xture  of  memory,  do  still  certain  things  stand 
•  )art  from  the  rest,  a  portion  of  the  soul's  indi- 
iduality  and  life.     These  to  me  are  especially 
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a  number  of  paintings  ;  sterling  pictures  of  our 
own  great  masters,  a  few  of  the  French  school, 
as  for  instance,  that  truly  touching  one  h^ 
Madame  Henriette  Browne,  of  the  *'Sick  Lad 
tended  by  the  Sisters  of  Mercy."  But,  beyond 
all  others,  perhaps  because  that  within  my  owr 
soul  there  is  a  portion  of  the  Scandinaviar 
element,  the  pictures  of  this  northern  schoo! 
struck  me  most.  It  was  not  alone  that  thej 
gave  glimpses  into  an  unknown,  fresh,  anc 
picturesque  life,  in  which  mirth  seems  overawec 
by  stern  melancholy,  but  because  they,  in  some 
mysterious  manner,  touched  a  chord  in  my  beinf 
which  will  never  cease  to  vibrate. 

Madame  Jerichau,  of  Denmark,  delighting  th(" 
beholder  with  her  *'  Courting  Scene  in  Amack  ;' 
•and  Hans  Christian  Andersen  reading  hi: 
*'  Fairy  Tales  to  the  Sick  Boy."  Charming 
also  is  Exner's  picture  of  the  ''  Sunday  Visi 
to  the  Grandfather." 

The  ''Old  Water-mill,"  a  fine  Swedish  land 
scape,  by  Professor  Eduard  Bergh,  lives  in  m; 
memory,  because  it  is  essentially  a  Swedisl 
landscape,  and  like  all  his  work,  whether  it  b- 
simply  barren  rock  or  running  water,  that  an( 
nothing  else. 
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But,  above  all,  it  was  the  pictures  of  Tidemand 
and  Miss  Amalia  Lindegren  in  that  gallery 
which  awoke  within  me  the  desire  to  see  the 
land  and  the  people,  and  to  understand  that 
simple,  earnest  life  which  they  had  delineated 
with  such  unostentatious  fidelity  to  nature. 
It  is  possible  that  these  lovely  pictures  affected 
me  all  the  more  strongly,  as  being  in  some 
degree  exponents  of  a  deep  sentiment  called 
forth  by  my  reading,  and  my  love  for  Fredrika 
Bremer's  works  whilst  yet  a  child.  Be  that  as 
it  may,  an  irrepressible  impulse  has  ever  drawn 
me  to  the  north,  which  has  ended  in  the  present 
happy  realization  of  more  even  than  I  hoped  for. 

To  those  who,  like  myself,  stood  in  admira- 
tion before  the  pictures  of  Tidemand,  a  little 
information  respecting  this  great  Norwegian 
painter  may  be  interesting. 

Norway  and  Sweden  produced  very  little  in  art 
before  the  present  century.  Misdoubting  their 
own  undeveloped  powers,  foreign  masters  were 
encouraged,  and  even  whennative  artists  attained 
bo  some' proficiency,  they  thwarted  their  ovm  ob- 
ect  by  imitating  a  false,  artificial  foreign  school. 

In  Sweden,  it  is  worthy  of  notice  that  the 
irst  miniature  painter   of    any   merit   was   a 
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Bremer,  who  lived  in  the  17th  century.  Within 
the  last  hundred  years,  however,  the  two  sister 
countries  have  made  together  rapid  strides, 
greatly  attributable  to  their  having  freed  them- 
selves from  the  bondage  of  foreign  imitation, 
and  having  acknowledged  and  upheld  an  in- 
dependent Scandinavian  character.  Geijer, 
Tegner,  Franzen,  and  other  poets,  were  at  the 
same  time  doing  the  same  for  literature  ;  nor 
must  be  forgotten  the  powerful  sculptor,  Fogel- 
berg,  who,  rejecting  the  ever-repeated  Jupiters, 
Venuses,  and  Apollos,  turned  with  a  true 
Scandinavian  will  to  the  old  mythology  of  his 
native  north,  and  re-created  an  Odin,  a  Thor, 
a  Balder,  for  his  fellow-countrymen.  Painters 
of  more  or  less  originality  and  power  worked  in 
the  same  spirit,  until  in  the  present  day,  Tide- 
mand,  a  true,  uncompromising  Norseman,  takes 
a  high  place  amongst  the  artists  of  Europe. 

Tidemand,  now  in  ripe  middle  life,  a  kind-  | 
hearted,  genial  nature,  lives  with  his  family  in 
Dtisseldorf,  where  he  is  universally  respected, 
and  forms  the  centre  of  the  little  Scandinavian 
colony  of  painters  there,  amongst  whom  may 
be  mentioned  Bengt  Nordenberg,  the  genre- 
painter,  who  may  be  remembered  as  the  bo}ish 
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compeer  of  Pelir  Tliomasson,  the  peasant  poet, 
and  now  an  attached  friend  of  Tidemand,  as  is 
also  Hans  Gude,  an  excellent  Norwegian  land- 
scape-painter, whose  name  is  united  with  that 
of  Tidemand  in  two  fine  pictures,  also  in  the 
International  Exhibition — ''A  Bridal  Proces- 
sion across  Hardangerfjord,"  and  its  compa- 
nion, ''A  Funeral  Party,  rowed  over  Sognef- 
jord."     These  they  painted  together. 

Adolf  Tidemand,  a  native  of  Mandal,  in 
Norway,  first  studied  art  from  1832  to  '37,  at 
Copenhagen,  afterwards  at  Diisseldorf,  under 
Hildehrand  and  Schadow,  where  he  distin- 
guished himself  by  a  fine  historic  picture,  the 
subject  chosen  from  his  beloved  North — namely, 
"  Gustavus  Vasa  addressing  the  Dalecarlian 
Peasantry  in  Mora  Church." 
I  This  line  of  art  was,  however,  abandoned  by 
'Jiim  after  two  years  of  close  conscientious  study 
p  Munich  and  Rome.  Henceforth  he  became 
ji  genre-painter.  Attracted  to  his  own  land  and 
people,  he  returned  to  Norway  in  1843,  and 
Inaking'a  great  tour  of  the  country;  and,  study- 
ing each  national  characteristic,  his  own  discri- 
uinating  and  poetical  genius  became  henceforth 
he  interpreter  of  his  people  to  other  nations. 
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As  an  artist  he  is  indefatigable.  Amongst 
his  many  excellent  pictures  may  be  named 
*^  The  Wounded  Bear-lmnter,"  and  the  *' Cate- 
chising in  a  Norwegian  Church,"  which  really 
represents  the  interior  of  Hitterdal  church,  in 
Thelemarken,  one  of  the  oldest  and  most  remark- 
able of  the  ancient  w^ooden  churches  in  Norway. 
This  picture  was  hung  in  a  side  gallery  of 
the  International  Exhibition,  and  is  worthy  of  a 
northern  Hogarth,  yet  without  coarseness. 
This  is  one  of  the  earliest  of  Tidemand's 
Norwegian  pictures,  and  deserves  every  atten- 
tion we  can  give  it.  *'  It  is,  "  says  the  Swedish 
' Illustrated  Paper '  for  1855,  ''so  full  of  humour 
and  fresh  truthful  nature,  that  you  know  not 
which  of  the  figures  most  to  admire ;  the  old 
solemn  schoolmaster,  standing  in  the  full  con- 
sciousness of  his  dignity ;  the  lanky,  thick- 
skulled  country  lad,  bewildered  by  the  question; 
the  sharp  little  boy  burning  with  impatience 
to  answer  for  him  ;  or  the  mother  trying  by  all 
possible  means  to  coax  her  own  son  into  doing 
so.  The  truth  and  unpretending  simplicity 
exemplify  the  life  of  the  hidden  Norw^egian 
valleys." 

Tidemand's  most  celebrated  picture  is,  how-. 
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ever,  '^  Sunday  Afternoon  Service  in  the  Cottage 
of  Noi^egian  Haiigiancr."  This  picture,  which 
now  belongs  to  the  gallery  of  Christiania,  ob- 
tained for  him  the  highest  gold  medal  and  mem- 
bership of  the  Berlin  Academy.  "  It  represents 
the  followers  of  the  remarkable  peasant,  Hans 
Nielsen  Hauge,  the  Norwegian  pietist,  hold- 
ing their  religious  services  in  a  cottage.  The 
daylight  falls  on  the  little  congregation  through 
an  aperture  in  the  roof,  coming  down  from 
heaven,  as  it  were.  The  young,  divinely  in- 
spired preacher  stands  on  a  stool  in  their 
midst,  with  the  Bible  in  his  hand,  and  the 
fervour  of  the  heart's  faith  depicted  on  his 
touchingly  beautiful  countenance.  He  is  utter- 
ing w^ords  of  deep  purpose,  for  old  and  middle- 
aged  men  and  women,  and  children,  drink  in 
every  syllable,  some  deeply  meditating  on  his 
words,  and  some  contemplating  him  with 
wonder  and  burning  zeal  as  if  they  saw  in  him 
the  Divine  Master.  " 

A  certain  character  of  melancholy  broods 
over  this,  as  over  all  Tidemand's  pictures, 
which  is  indeed  the  spirit  of  the  life  which  he 
depicts. 

The  poor  Haugianer,  though  similar  in  clia- 
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racter,  must  not  be  confounded  with  the  Swedish 
Lasare. 

Their  founder  was  born  on  his  father's  farm 
of  Hauge,  in  the  parish  of  Tune,  in  Norway, 
in  1771.  At  the  age  of  twenty-four,  beheving 
himself  to  be  divinely  called  to  preach  the  Word 
of  God  in  opposition  to  the  rationalism  which 
then  prevailed,  he  travelled  through  Norway, 
like  another  John  the  Baptist,  exhorting  to 
repentance,  and  proclaiming  the  approach  of 
the  great  Day  of  Judgment.  He  also  visited 
Denmark  and  Copenhagen,  where  he  met  with 
much  opposition. 

He  settled  at  last  in  Bergen,  where  he  carried 
on  some  kind  of  trade.  He  was,  in  1804, 
thrown  into  prison  on  a  charge  of  heresy,  where 
he  lay  for  ten  weary  years.  The  doctrines  for 
which  he  thus  suffered  were,  faith  in  God 
through  Christ,  and  the  renewing  of  the  inward 
man  by  faith.  As  nothing  unscriptural  could 
be  proved  in  the  doctrines,  he  was  released  in 
1814,  but  still  fined  one  thousand  riksdalers 
and  costs.  Two  years  afterwards  his  works, 
which  had  been  prohibited,  received  the  Koyal 
sanction  of  free  circulation.  He  settled  down  on 
some  land  of  his  own,  and,  in  1824,  departed  this 
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life.  His  followers  are  spread  all  over  Norway  ; 
and,  like  the  English  Methodists,  still  though 
a  sect,  consider  themselves  members  of  the 
Established  Church. 

In  conclusion,  it  may  be  said  of  Tidemand 
that  he  has  happily  met  with  the  full  apprecia- 
tioil  of  his  country.  The  Eoyal  villa  at  Chris- 
tiania  is  enriched  by  a  series  of  ten  separate 
pieces.  In  Great  Britain,  too,  the  Duke  of 
Hamilton  possesses  one  of  his  works,  entitled 
"Beneficence;"  and  Lord  Ellesmere,  and  the 
Marquis  of  Lansdowne,  the  two  beautiful  pictures 
painted  conjointly  by  Tidemand  and  Gude. 

Let  us  trust  that  Tidemand,  Bergli,  and 
imalia  Lindegren  are  but  the  fii'st- fruits  of 
i  rich  though  late  Northern  harvest  of  art. 

Of  the  latter  charming  artist  I  will  speak  in 
he  first  instance,  in  the  words  of  Froken 
Ssselde :  "Ask,  "  she  says,  "the  connoisseurs 
irho  assembled  from  all  parts  of  the  civilized 
rorld  in  the  London  Exhibition,  and  stood  in 
rowds  before  this  picture  of  a  simple  room  in 
Dalecarlian  cottage,  smiling  with  the  mother 
the  wild  glee  of  her  children,  and  uncon- 
piously  listening  to  the  melody  whose  peculiar 
inor  key  spreads  a  slight  melancholy  over  the 
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face  of  the  fiddler  as  he  regards  the  joy  of  his 
httle  ones — ask  these  connoisseurs,  attracted 
yet  a  second  time,  irresistibly  attracted  to  this 
simple  picture,  spelling  the  name  so  difficult 
to  pronounce,  Amalia  Lindegren— ask  them 
if  the  Swedish  woman  is  unable  to  do  credit 
to  the  vocation  of  the  artist,  or  to  attain  to 
the  especial  object  of  the  art  of  to-day — the  ex- 
pression of  the  poetry  of  reality.  " 

So  wrote  a  noble   sister- spirit  in  1862  ;  a 
carping  male  critic,  an  artist,  on  the  contrary, 
some  years  since,  when  he  and  Miss  Lindegren 
were  students,  gave  it  as  his  advice  that  she  j 
should  follow  the  calling  of  a  woman,  "  throw  i 
away   her   brush,    knit   stockings,    and    make 
sausage-meat." 
,    Fortunately  this  advice  was  not  taken,  and 
Sweden  is   proud,  as  she  has  right  to  be,  of 
Amalia  Lindegren. 

Since  my  first  coming  to  Stockholm  I  have, 
felt  unspeakably  attracted  to  this  lady,  not  only , 
from   the  influence   which  I  had  felt  from  her 
pictures  before  I  left  home,  but  from  her  kind- 
ness to  Hulda,  who  frequently  goes  to  see  her,S 
and  is  never  loth  to  speak  of  her.  ^ 

Very  grateful  was  I,  therefore,  w^hen  tow^ards 
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le  close  of  tlie  year  Tante  Fredrika  proposed 
lat  I  should  accompany  her  on  a  visit  to  Miss 
liudegren. 

A  short  walk  through  the  streets  brought  us 
)  the  handsome  pile  of  building  where  she 
3sided,  and  climbing  the  many  flights  of  stairs, 
)r  she  lives  quite  at  the  top  on  account  of  the 
ood  north  light  which  she  can  there  command, 
s  well  as  a  more  heightened  studio  window, 
'e  learned  from  the  young  cheerful  servant 
tiat  she  was  at  home. 

We  passed  through  a  pleasant  sitting-room 
ito  a  large  studio  with  dark  grey  walls,  and 
lie  stove  of  the  same  colour.  The  room  was 
lied  with  easels,  canvasses,  frames,  and  all 
uch  artistic  evidences  of  work  ;  together  with 
In  open  piano.  The  centre  attraction  was  the 
irtist  herself,  beautifully  neat  in  a  black  poplin 
ress.  She  received  us  very  cordially.  Her 
brtrait  of  Tidemand  hung  on  the  wall,  like 
a  old  friend,  and  carried  me  back  to  the  Inter- 
iitional  Exhibition. 

jMiss  Lindegren  was  just  then  busy  on  a  fine 
pture,  as  true  to  nature  as  its  predecessors, 
lis  again  the  interior  of  aDalecarlian  cottage, 
i]|t  now  a  merry  rejoicing,  but  a  chastening 
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tribulation.  The  poor  parents  are  about  to 
consign  the  dead  body  of  their  baby  boy  to  its 
little  coffin.  No  neighbours  intrude  on  theJ 
privacy  of  the  scene.  You  alone  are  privileged 
to  give  your  sympathy,  to  join  your  prayers  with 
those  of  the  bereaved  family.  The  poor  young 
peasant  mother  turns  in  an  agony  of  grief  from 
you,  and  kneeling,  bends  over  the  little  corpse 
lying  so  tranquilly  unconscious.  The  father,  a 
strong-built  peasant,  sits  on  one  side,  the 
open  psalm-book,  with  its  double  clasps,  upon 
his  knee,  and  regards  with  all  a  man's  grief  and 
self-control  the  form  of  his  only  son,  whilst  the 
one  remaining  joy  of  the  cottage,  a  small  girl 
of  four  or  five,  nestles  to  her  father's  knee,  her 
little  wooden  cart  abandoned  on  the  floor,  her 
young  mind  revolving  in  childish  awe  and 
amazement,  the  strange,  sad  scene  around  her. 
One  more  figure,  and  the  group  is  complete. 
The  old,  white-haired  grandfather,  in  his  lon^L 
sheep-skin  coat,  leaning  on  his  stick,  stands  a^  * 
the  other  side  of  the  baby  corpse  and  the  poo: 
heartbroken  mother.  A  long  discipline  Oj 
sorrow  and  resignation  has  deprived  him  o 
tears.  He  cannot  murmur,  but  commits  hi 
children  and  himself  to  the  One  upon  whom  hi 
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;oul  confidently  leans.     The  little  black,  clumsy 

:offin   stands  on  a  chair,   and  in  a  few  more 

ninutes  the  small  clay  form,    embalmed  with 

ears  and  kisses,  will  be  hidden  from  sight  and 

arried  across  the  threshold. 

I  Turning  from  this  lovely  but  touching  pic- 

|are,  a  smaller  one,  now  finished,  delighted  us. 

it  is  an  early  summer  morning,  the  pale  roseate 

is  all  alive.      A  young  Dalecarlian  peasant 

^rl,  standing  on  a  mountain  side,  is  blowing 

horn  after  her  goats.     You  hear  the  long 

•lioing    blast    through    the   fresh,  clear   air, 

iliich   has   already  summoned  one   bounding 

4iite  goat  to  her  side. 

There  were  several  good  portraits  in  various 

::.Lges  of  completion,  of  grand  Swedish  ladies 

'  *1  gentlemen,  but  these,  though  excellent  in 

ij'  way,  could  not   touch  the  heart  as   the 

lors.  These  are  the  drudgery,  the  duty-work 

the  artist,  for  uniforms,  lace,  and  jewels  are 

ppr  materials  for  a  picture  in  comparison  with 

peasant's  homespun  woollen  and  linen,  and 

k  strong,  undisguised  emotions. 

iMiss  Lindegren  spent  the  following  evening 

Tante   Fredrika's.     We  were  quite  alone, 

aJi  vei-y  interesting  was  it  to  me  to  hear  these 

X  2 
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two  celebrated  Swedish  women  discussing  the 
character   and  the  painful   life -experiences  of 
the   deceased  artist,   Sophie  Adlersparre,  who 
died  in  Stockholm,  in  1862. 

Sophie  Adlersparre  was  the  first  Swedish 
woman  who  ventured  into  the  path  of  art,  and 
being  of  a  singularly  reserved  character,  very 
little  was  known  of  her  until  Froken  Esselde, 
into  whose  hands  her  papers  were  committed 
after  her  decease,  published  a  sketch  of  her 
life  in  the  ^'  Home  Magazine."  At  this  time 
the  memoir  was  still  unfinished,  but  sufficient 
was  there  to  excite  the  deepest  sympathy  and 
admiration  of  a  character  which  through  life 
was  so  little  understood. 

This  memoir  consists  principally  of  extract? 
from  Froken  Adlersparre's  diary.     Miss  Linde 
gren,   however,   knew  her  in   Stockholm,  bir 
still  better  in  Kome.     Miss  Bremer  also  ha( 
been  her  travelling  companion  during  a  littL 
summer  tour  in  the  south  of  Sweden,  in  1845 
and  had  also  been  her  constant  visitor  durini 
her  last  illness.     Still,   neither  of  them  ha' ;  ' 
been  able  to  penetrate  the  reserve  of  her  bar 
exterior,  and  were  little  prepared  for  the  dept 
of    love    and    kindliness,    and    for  the   dee 
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devotion  which  was   in  reahty  the  key-note  of 
hoi*  Hfe. 

Sophie  Adlersparre  might  be  taken  as  a  type 
of  the  cold,  iron  surface  of  the  earth  during  a 
Swedish  winter,  all  the  warmth  and  vegetation 
of  summer  buried  beneath  ice  and  snow,  and 
lunable  to  clothe  the  surface  till  death  loosened 
ithe  frozen  armour,  and  set  the  spirit  free. 
[Her  own  life  was  surrounded  by  storms  and 

f adverse  winds,  yet  she  ever  strove  to  pass 
hrough  them  to  a  clear  heaven, — ever  sought 
jimongst  lowering  clouds  to  perceive  divine 
ove  and  mercy. 

The  north  of  Europe,  with  its  stern  primeval 

ock    and    pine  forests,  its  long  wild  winters 

iind  short  summers,    stoical  in  itself,   stamps 

ihe  same  character  on  its  children.     Southern 

i^urope,    on   the    contrary,   mth  its   laughing 

iature,  its  luxury  of  soil  and  climate,  its  end- 

s  summer  days,  and  its  mimic  winter,  essen- 

lly  epicurean,  produces  an  epicurean  race. 

\  (^  have,  generally  speaking,  no  idea  how  much 

10    very   soil    influences    the    formation    of 

^aracter.     Take    some  of  the  representative 

omen  of  Sweden — that  half- mythical  Kraka 

om  the  far  shadowy   past,   who   was   never 
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known  to  weep  but  once,  and  then  she  wept 
* '  tears  of  blood/ '  whatever  they  may  be  in  reahty, 
but  assuredly  tears  of  an  immense  anguish  ; 
take  the  Countess  Sture,  '*  King  Martha,"  as 
she  was  called  in  her  great  family,  the  woman 
of  an  iron  will,  the  woman  unconquered  even 
by  the  cruel  loss  of  her  beloved  husband  and 
three  hopeful  sons ;  take  ma  chere  mere  of  the 
**  Neighbours,"  for  she  was  no  exceptional  cha 
racter,  but  the  representative  of  many  a  ^^house- 
mother' in  Sweden;  take  Amelie  von  Braun, 
with  her  deeply-religious  spirit,  and  you  will 
find  them  all  stoical  women,  true  daughters  oi 
a  stoic  land. 

None  were  more  so  than  Sophie  Adlersparre, 
who,  in  her  love  of  solitude,  patient  endurance, 
.burning    zeal    for    the    good  of    others,    anc 
utter  detestation  of  sin,  reminds  me  of  Ameli( 
von  Braun.      Pain   she   despised ;    truth   sli( 
worshipped  ;  art  she  practised  as  a  divine  voca 
tion,  which  God  had  laid  upon  her  for  the  ele 
vation  and  ennobling  of  her  fellow- creatures 
So  fearful  was  she  of  giving  wrong  impression 
that    she    weighed    every  word    and    action 
Reserved,   timid,  and  blunt   in  her  manners 
and  at  the  same  time  indifferent   to  society 
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she  never  gained  the  love  which  she  de- 
sired. 

On  April  9th,  1833,  when  she  was  five-and- 
twenty,  she  writes  : — 

'*!  am  miserable.  I  feel  an  indescribable 
inquietude.  I  am  conscious  of  a  gnawing  at 
my  heart,  like  that  of  a  silkworm  consuming  a 
mulberry-leaf.  Whence  this  unrest,  this  deep 
anguish  ?  Alas  !  because  I  am  so  different 
to  what  I  desire  to  be.  Oh,  my  God  !  my 
God  !  make  me  better.  Let  me  be  of  service 
to  my  fellow-beings.  Few  can  desire  this  more 
deeply,  more  intensely  than  I  do,  yet  how 
far  behind  the  generality  do  I  stand  in  this 
respect !  How  repugnant  I  must  be  when  all 
stand  aloof.  Yet  I  feel  so  warmly  towards  all ! 
The  least  kindness  makes  me  inexpressibly 
happy ;  the  least  coldness,  even  from  one  to 
whom  I  am  indifferent,  compresses  my  heart 
as  with  a  band  of  iron.  Alas  !  that  I  cannot 
dispense  with  human  love  and  sympathy, 
knowing,  as  I  do,  that  I  have  a  Father  in 
iHeaven  who  knows  all  my  thoughts  and  feel- 
lings,  and  who  will  never  cease  to  love  His 
iweak,  erring  child.  Dear  Lord,  my  love,  my 
gratitude  to  Thee  is  boundless Grant 
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me  strength  entirely  to  consecrate  my  life  to 
Thee.  My  only  desire,  my  only  wish  here,  is 
to  work  for  Thy  kingdom.'* 

The  diary,  in  fact,  is  a  series  of  touching 
letters  written  to  an  all-merciful  Parent.  The 
responses  were  unvarying  help  through  every 
difficulty;  the  rolling  away  of  heavy  stones 
from  her  path ;  the  chaining  of  the  lions  which 
might  otherwise  have  driven  her  back. 

Sophie  Adlersparre's  especial  gift  did*  not  lie 
in  original  composition,  but  in  the  faithful, 
loving  reproduction  of  the  finest  works  of  the 
most  celebrated  Italian  masters.  She  seemed 
so  much  in  harmony  with  Eaphael  that  her 
copies  were  perfect  reflections  of  the  originals. 

In  1839,  she  made  her  first  tour  abroad, 
accompanying  a  wealthy  aunt  and  two  of  her 
sons.  Whilst  in  Paris  she  worked  industriously 
in  the  Louvre.  In  1845,  after  the  little  tour, 
with  Miss  Bremer,  she  went  to  Germany,  and 
studied  in  Dresden  under  Professor  Dahl. 
Here  she  began  her  copy  of  Kaphael's  Madonna 
di  San  Sisto.  Probably  dissatisfied  with  her 
art-knowledge,  she  left  her  picture  for  the  win- 
ter, and  went  to  Paris,  where  she  lived  frugally, 
and  painted  assiduously  under  Professor  Cogniet, 
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ler  former  master  tliere,  who,  at  parting, 
)egged  permission  to  keep  one  of  her  pictures, 
rhe  following  April  she  went  hack  to  Dresden, 
md  finished  her  copy. 

Very  short  of  means,  she  returned  that 
Lutumn  to  Sweden,  and  had  the  pleasure  of  un- 
lacking  her  picture,  on  its  arrival  the  foUow- 
Qg  spring,  at  the  palace,  in  the  presence  of  the 
[ing  and  Queen.  This  was  done  at  the  gene- 
ous  desire  of  Queen  Josephine,  who  remained 
0  the  last  one  of  her  most  constant  friends 
nd  chiefest  supporters.  This  picture,  together 
dth  the  ^^  Death  of  St.  Joseph,"  after  Frances- 
hini,  have  been  presented  by  the  Queen  to 
le  Roman  Catholic  chapel  in  Stockliolm,  and 
!>rm  its  chief  ornaments. 
J  Like  Jenny  Lind,  Sophie  Adlerspari-e  became 
il  warm  supporter  of  the  Liisare  movement, 
licli  some  thirteen  years  ago,  under  the  name 
New  Evangelicalism,  made  a  great  sensation 
Stockholm.  It  seems  to  me  that  all  truly 
at  Swedish  women  of  the  present  day  are  as 
arkable  for  their  deep,  indwelling  piety  as 
any  gifts  of  intellect  or  genius,  and  this 
uredly  is  one  of  the  most  hopeful  signs  of 
true  regeneration  of  the  North. 
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Sophie  Adlersparre  attended  prayer-meetings 
and  entered  heart  and  soul  into  the  religiou 
life  of  these  good  people,  hoping  and  trustinj 
that  she  had  at  length  found  the  true  road  t 
congenial  happiness.     As   a  Laserska,  she  le: 
Sweden  in  1851  for  Munich,  where  she  worke 
industriously  under  Professor  Durck,  availin 
herself  of  the  rich  treasures  of  the  Glyptothe 
and  Pinakothek,  and  the  Leuchtenburg  Galler; 
In  the  October  of  that  year  one  of  the-  drean 
of  her  life  was  accomplished ;  she  was  in  Ital; 
The   Alps   were   crossed,    the    cold    Teuton 
and   Gothic  races  were  left  behind,  and  on 
amongst   the    children    of  the    sunny   soutj 
her  whole  life   was  changed.     She   who   hij 
been   accustomed   to  coldness   now  met   wii 
cordial    warmth   on   all  hands.     In  Bologu 
Florence,  Rome,  the  artist  was  appreciated  a:| 
honoured. 

Her  copies,  so  faithful  to  the  originals,  mil 
proceed  only  from  a  daughter  of  the  tii| 
Churcho  The  Cardinals  Canella,  Bedini,  Prin, 
Hohenlohe,  Antonelli,  even  the  Pope,  interesi 
themselves  in  her.  In  their  kindness  she  s 
not  only  the  poetry  and  beauty  of  the  Chun 
but  the  communion  of  the  faithful.     At  fi 
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she  listened  with  trembling  and  doubting,  but 
at  last  she  willingly  joined  herself  to  the  Church 
of  Rome  ;  one  great  inducement  being  that 
even  if  she  could  not  serve  and  love  the  living 
as  ardently  as  she  desired,  she  could  help  on 
the  spirits  of  the  departed  by  her  incessant 
prayers. 

Loaded  with  presents  from  her  high  admirers 
and  friends,  and  an  autograph  of  the  Pope 
earnestly  desiring  her  welfare,  she  returned  in 
1855  to  her  native  land,,  to  be  shunned  by  her 
Liisare  friends  for  her  apostacy.  One  more 
journey  abroad  and  she  settled  down  finally  in 
Sweden,  again  to  know  sorrow  and  the  want  of 
oaoney.  Her  resom-ces  w^ere  painfully  small, 
md  her  independent  spirit  was  unwilling  to  be 
mder  obligations  to  any. 
In  18G1,  she  was  seized  with  the  illness  which 

erminated  her  life  of  sorrow.  Yet  various  kind 
fiends  would  have  cheered  her  solitary  condition 
fad  she  allowed  it ;  amongst  others,  Professor 
Nilsson  and  his  family.    Miss  Bremer's  friend, 

owever.  Expedition-secretary  Ekmarck,    one 

J|f  the    main   supporters  of  an  excellent   and 
jopular   periodical,    and   whose   daughter  had 
|i)rmerly   learnt   mosaic   work   from   her,   was 
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more  successful.  The  last  nourishment  she 
took  was  sent  from  his  house.  She  was  also 
voluntarily  nursed  through  this  illness  by  a 
faithful  friend,  whom  in  her  early  life  Sophie 
Adlersparre  had  never  appreciated. 

The  spirit  of  the  dying  artist  became  very 
tender,  and  even  communicative.  She  told 
Miss  Bremer  that  she  was  now  able  to  sympa- 
thize with  those  in  pain  ;  she  was  affectionate 
and  grateful,  and  died  as  she  had  lived,  with  a 
childlike  dependence  upon  God. 

I  now  hear  but  one  remark  from  all.  "Poor 
Sophie  Adlersparre !"  they  say,  "she  had  a 
tender  heart,  and  yet  we  none  of  us  knew  it." 

How  different  is  the  sentiment  towards  Miss 
Lindegren ! 

'  Directly  after  this  visit  to  Tante  Fredrika,  I 
had  a  great  happiness.  Miss  Lindegren  in- 
vited me  to  go  to  her  twice  every  week  for  an 
hour,  between  half-past  five  and  half- past  six, 
when  it  was  too  dark  for  painting.  These  little 
visits  have  now  continued  for  some  time,  and  I 
trust  may  still  continue.  To  me  they  are 
sweet  seasons  of  peace.  I  shall  recall  them 
for  years  to  come.  Let  me  note  down,  there- 
fore,    their    outward    features.     The    h&hi^^ 
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imp  standing  on  that  round  table  ;  the 
lortraits  of  two  really  great  Swedes  looking 
rom  the  wall,  and  the  whole  room  fragrant 
nth  hyacinths.  Sometimes  the  cheerful  young 
ervant,  whose  poor  infirm  mother  is  allowed 
)y  Miss  Lindegren  to  live  with  her,  opens  the 
loor  to  me,  but  most  generally  it  is  my  kind 
lostess  herself,  who  receives  me  with  her  genial 
*  welcome." 

As  yet  I  have  been  at  this  hour  her  only 
dsitor,  with  the  exception  of  a  little  lad  on  one 
)ccasion,  a  friend  of  hers,  who,  anxious  to 
nake  his  mother  a  present  of  a  drawing  on 
ler  birthday,  which  was  the  morrow,  came  to 
yiiss  Lindegren  for  her  friendly  advice. 

She  amused  me  one  day  by  telling  me  of  the 
palecarlian  peasant  who  had  just  been  sitting  to 
iier  for  the  poor  bereaved  father  in  her  present 
ipicture,  but  unaccustomed  to  such  quiet  occu- 
ipation  he  fell  asleep,  which  troubled  him,  but 
.7as  all  right  for  her,  as  it  was  the  feet  and 
ibiees  which  she  required.  She  tells  me  also  that 
the  Dalecarlians,  like  the  Germans  and  Swiss, 
Ire  throwing  off  their  costume,  which  seems 
great  pity   when  there  is    so  little  besides 

f  a  picturesque  character;  but  so  it  must  be, 
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from  the  influx  of  strangers  and  the  increased 
intercourse  with  others. 

This  dear  artist  thinks  herself  a  hopelessly 
stupid  person  because  she  cannot  draw  in 
albums  and  scrap-books,  like  other  people. 
She  wishes  she  were  clever  enough  ! 

How  little  can  truly  humble-minded  people 
understand  their  own  merits  ! 

Herman  comes  for  me,  and  even  he  looks 
forward  to  this  small  service  as  a  great  happi- 
ness. He  never  can  forget  how  kindly  she 
says,  **  Come  in,  lilla  Herman !  "  and  after- 
wards, on  one  occasion,  showed  him  the  picture 
of  the  dead  child. 

Herman  and  Fritz  are  quite  confidential 
with  me.  Herman  the  other  night,  as  we  came 
'back,  opened  his  heart.  He  has  had  a  great 
sorrow,  the  greatest  that  can  happen  at  thig 
season  to  a  Swedish  lad — he  has  broken  one  oil 
his  skates. 

**But  never  mind,  Herman,  you  shall  hav(j 
all  set  right  to-morrow!  " 


CHAPTER  XX. 

CATASTROPHES. 

March  7th. — Whilst    the    powdery   snow- 
ikes  are  falling  softly  without,  I  have  opened 
e  stove-door,   and  the  blazing  light  of  the 
off]:ots  streams  on  the  hearth,  which  is  chalked 
I  over  in  diamonds  and  crosses. 
I  For  a  long  time  I  have  been  desirous  of  see- 
the  Northern  Lights,   which  Tante  Fred- 
la  tells  me  sometimes  appear  in  Stockholm 
ring  the  winter.     How  vainly  had  I  looked 
them   till,  one  night   in  February,    there 
med  a  chance   of  my  wish  being  gratified, 
was    early,   not  yet  light,  when  I  was  sud- 
ily  awakened  by  a  glow  in  my  room,  yet  by 
watch  I  saw  that  it  was  early  morning.    The 
g,  slanting  snow-covered  roof  opposite  was 
hed  in  a  glorious  rose-pink  light.  *'  It  must 
the  reflection  of  the  aurora  borealis  !"  I  ex- 
med,  and  was  delighted. 
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The  next  moment,  however,  I  perceived  my 
error.  It  was  a  fire,  and  in  our  own  pile  of 
buildings.  There  was  a  wild  clattering  on  the 
stone  stairs,  and  cries,  and  trampling  of  feet, 
and  a  great  confusion  below.  I  therefore  threw 
my  waterproof  cloak  around  me,  wishing  that 
it  was  fireproof  also,  and  feeling  thankful  that 
so  many  of  my  possessions  were  in  boxes,  began 
to  think  of  collecting  my  treasures,  not  forget- 
ting Tante  Fredrika's  handsome  chair. 

I  expected  every  moment  a  visit  from  Fni 
Knutsson  and  firemen,  when  suddenlv  the  roof 
opposite  became  a  sheet  of  cold  grey,  as  tran- 
quil as  the  lull  which  ensued.  ^ 

All  danger  was  over,  and  before  long  Fnr 
Knutsson  entered,  exceedingly  angry  with  the 
Councillor  of  Commerce  in  the  next  dwelling 
who  had  terrified  everybody  by  letting  his  chim- 
ney take  fire. 

This  is  the  second  alarm  we  have  had  withii 
a  short  time.  One  Sunday  morning  *'  fire  wai 
loose,"  according  to  Swedish  pliraseology 
another  cliimney  in  the  same  pile  being  on  fire 
but  the  alarm  was  this  time  of  much  longe 
duration.  In  and  out  of  my  room  sprang  poo 
Fru  Knutsson  in  her  gigantic  hoop,  over  whic. 
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Limg  an  unfastened  dress,  exclaiming,  **  My 
alnal)le  furniture  will  all  be  burnt,  and  I  am 
Lot  insured  !  Come  here,  good  sir  !  come  to 
ay  help  ! "  and  forthwith  a  tall  man,  followed 
>y  a  very  sooty  chimney-sweeper,  entered. 

^^  Meesy  this  is  a  sotare  (sootary),  but  Mces 
annot  understand! "  exclaimed  she,  in  a  sort  of 
iesperation  ;  ^*  and  he  is  come  to  inspect  the 
tove,  and  to  see  that  we  shall  not  be  all  burned 

0  death.  Ah !  if  Mees  could  but  understand 
Aat  a  sotare  is  !  " 

Lest,  therefore,  some  of  my  readers  should 
Lot  fully  understand,  I  give  a  cutting  by  Hulda 

1  the  Swedish  sample  w^hich  was  introduced  to 
Qy  presence. 


It  seems  to  me  that  **  fire  is  often  loose  "  in 
Ills  city.     Sometimes  in  the  dead  of  the  ni^ht 
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the  fire-bell  tolls,  which  sounds  very  awful. 
Peoj^le  know  by  the  peculiar  ringing  in  which 
part  of  the  city  the  fire  is,  and  you  will  hear, 
*'It's  only  in  Sodermalm,"  or  "  It  is  in  the 
city,"  just  as  if  each  district  were  only  called 
upon  to  help  in  its  own  locality.  The  King, 
however,  feels  that,  let  the  fire  be  where  it  may, 
it  concerns  him,  and  he  goes  and  works  away 
at  the  pumps,  or  dashes  water  from  the  buckets 
as  if  he  were  a  born  fireman.  M 

I  spoke  just  now  of  my  hearth  being  orna- 
mented with  diamonds  and  crosses.     I  wish  all 
the  world  could  see  the  wonderful  hieroglyphics 
that  Sara  delineates  on  Tante  Fredrika's  flight 
of  stone  stairs  after  they  have  been  washed  on 
Saturday  !     On  one  occasion,  not  content  with 
*her  usual  display,  she  determined  to  try  hei 
decorative  skill  to  the  utmost,  and  long  and 
wearily  covered   the  whole   walls   with   whitf 
rolling  clouds.     This  was  an  unfortunate  effori 
of  genius,  for  those  who  passed  up  or  down  th( 
stairs  carried  a  bit  of  cloud  away  with  them 
white  mist  was  on  their  backs  and  shoulders 
and  clouds,  not  as  white  as  Sara's,  gathered  or 
their  countenances.     Fortunately,  the  burstin; 
of  a  great  storm  was  prevented,  for  Sara,  wh 
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self  perceived  these  weather  signals,  swept 
away,  and  the  next  monaing  no  vestiges  of 

creation  remained  either  to  amuse  or  to  vex 

body. 

[here  is  scarcely  a  story  of  Miss  Bremer's  in 

ch  the   servant  or  servants  do  not  figure, 

re   or    less.      This    I    am   convinced   is   a 

racteristic  of  Swedish  domestic  life,  hence  it 

ihat  I  am  compelled  every  now  and  then  to 

•oduce  Sara  in  my  pages.     With  tliis  one 

logy  or  explanation  I  will  proceed. 

)ne  day,  therefore,  Sara  informed  me,  with 

air  of  importance  as  well  as  delight,  that  ^'a 

le  was  to  be  seen  that  evening." 

'.  knew  that  weddings  took  place  in  private 

ses,  probably  arising  from  the  circumstance 

churches  never,  until  lately,  having   been 

!ted ;  but  I  did  not  at  first  fully  understand 

ti's  intention. 

Lilla  Mamsell,"  therefore  she  continued, 
iust  Imow  that  the  bride  is  to  be  looked  at. 
krybody  has  a  right  to  go  and  inspect  the 
l3 ;  the  madams  in  the  market  pass  their 

ment  on  her,  and  even  better  folks  go  as 
She  stands  in  a  room,  and  the  gentleman 

^hals  stand  round  with  great  silver  candle- 

y2 
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sticks  to  throw  the  Hght  on  her ;  and  there 
such  a  crowd  all  up  the  staircase  and  in  t1 
house  itself !  And  they  would  think  it  a  want 
respect  if  people  did  not  go.  I  shall  come  a 
fetch  Mamsell  to-night  to  gaze  at  the  bri( 
Mamsell  will  have  her  things  on  at  six.  I  \ 
not  keep  Mamsell  waiting.  Mamsell  Bren 
wishes  us  both  to  go.  It  is  so  diverting." 
away  tripped  Sara. 

Punctually  at  six,  I  sat  dressed  in  my  W8 
room  and  waited  for  Sara.  Five  minutes, 
minutes,  a  quarter  of  an  hour  passed,  and 
Sara.  I  now  loosened  my  things,  for  I 
beginning  to  feel  half  suffocated.  One  o^l 
wrap  after  another  went  off,  and  by  tw(| 
minutes  to  seven  I  sat  down  to  my  uj 
reading,  perfectly  divested  of  out-door  ha 
ments.  Just  then  Sara's  energetic  little  h\ 
was  heard  at  the  door,  and  she  entered. 

**  In   a   second,   good    Sara,"   exclaime] 
seizing   the    warm,    knitted    investment 
always   was   undermost   in   my   multitudi| 
wrappings. 

^'  Sweet  Mamsell,"  began  poor  Sara, 
fish-madam     gammoned    me  !      There  il 
bride  !  there  is  no  wedding !     I'll  let  h( 
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:iat  followed  I  did  not  hear,  for  Sara  with- 
ew,  turning  back,  however,  to  say,  ''It  is  a 
lod  thing  that  Mamsell  is  always  busy." 
As  I  am  on  the  subject  of  weddings,  I  may 
ention  that  on  the  first  Tuesday  after  my 
rival  Tante  Fredrika  went  to  one  amongst 
me  of  her  relatives. 

At  about  half-past  seven  she  came  into  my 

om  to  say  good-bye,  because  she  had  already 

[th  in  the  w^arm  sympathy  which  I  took  in 

erything  belonging  to  her.     Beautifully  neat 

d  delicate  as  she    always  is  in  her  attire, 

e  a  fairy  godmother,  she  was  now,  of  course, 

her  best,  in  a  brocaded    silk   of  a  golden 

)wn  colour,  her  delicate  lace  cap,  which  she 

i  adopted  years  before,  and  always  adheres 

her  collars  and  cuffs  of  fine  Wadstena  lace, 

i  a  large  white  fan  of  feathers  in  her  hand. 

ten  she  returned. 

^ext  morning,  Hulda  and  I  w^ere  regaled 
h  bon-bons  from  the  supper,  for  w^edding- 
,e  is  not  customary  here,  and  with  a  pleasant 
.phic  account  of  the  whole  affair.  The 
apany  consisted  of  Swedish  elite.  The 
g  bride,  very  beautiful,  graceful,  and  timid, 
ed  like  a  delicate  rosebud  in  her  rich  wdiite 
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silk  dress,  her  myrtle -wreath,  always  worn  m 
Sweden,  and  her  long  veil.  Her  four  brides- 
maids were  clad  in  pink,  and  looked  charming, 
the  handsome  mother  and  hostess  herself,  noi 
looking  thirty. 

The  bride  is  a  niece  of  Baron  de  Geer ;  hei 
only  sister  was  married  the  day  before,  it  being 
considered  unlucky  in  Sweden  for  two  sisters  t( 
be  married  on  the  same  day.  The  first  coupl( 
had  immediately  left  for  Italy,  and  the  secom 
were  at  once  to  follow.  Wedding  trips  an 
now  becoming  fashionable,  and  Italy  seems  U 
be  the  favourite  goal  of  all  Swedes,  whethe; 
married  or  single. 

This  is  the  only  occasion  this  winter  oj 
which  Miss  Bremer  has  been  to  an  eveninj 
party ;  she  cannot  bear  the  hot  air  of  crowds 
rooms,  nor  yet  the  fatigue. 

Although  Tante  Fredrika  makes  it  a  rule  nc 
to  go  out  in  an  evening,  yet  she  wishes  me  t 
accept  the  invitations  given  to  me  by  her  rela 
tives  and  various  of  her  friends,  as  in  this  wai 
she  says,  I  shall  see  ^^the  cream  of  Swedis 
society."  These  parties  are  certainly  vei 
pleasant,  and  perhaps  that  which  strikes  ir 
most  in   them   is   the    natural,    unpretendir  { 
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lanners  of  the  young  girls,  and  of  the  tlioroiigli 
njoyment  they   have  in   dancing,   or   as  Fru 
jenngren  says,  not  ^' being  glad  because  they 
re  to  dance,  but  dancing  because  they  are  glad." 
At  one  of  the  grandest  of  these  parties  I  too 
lecame  extremely  glad.     Suddenly  the  young 
ady  of  the  house  desired  to  introduce  to  me 
he  popular  preacher  of  the  German  church. 
lis  brilliant  orders  glittered   before   me,   but 
hey  did  not  attract  me,  for  my  eye  was  fixed 
^ith  joy  on  a  certain  little  green  book  which  he 
lad  in  his  hand.     It  was  my  own  hymn-book, 
>ne  which  Tante  Fredrika  had  given  me.     It 
lad  belonged  to  a  dear,  deceased  relative  of 
lers,    and    many  of  its  pages    were   piously 
Lirned  down  by  the  hand  of  the  departed,  and 
[)  the  principal  hymns  the  name  of  the  author 
i^as  written  in  ink.     I  felt  the  kindness  of  the 
ift  beyond  words,  and  treasured  it  greatly. 
On  the  previous  Sunday  I  had  taken  it  with 
s   companion    prayer-book   to    the    German 
I  lurch,  where  Hulda  and  I  went  that  day.    The 
■nwd   had   been   immense,    and  there  was  a 
iv;it  deal  of  pushing  and  thrusting  in  coming 
it.     As  soon  as  I  returned  home,  I  discovered 
1  my  grief  and  dismay  that    my  hymn-book 
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was  gone.     It  had  slipped  from  my  hand  either 
in  coming  out  of  the  crowded  church  or  on  my 
way  home,  and  falHng  on  the  snow  had   not 
heen  heard.     What  to  do  I  knew  not.     I  did 
not  hke  to  confess  my  loss  to  Tante  Fredrika, 
to  whom  it  would  haye  appeared  so  careless,  nor 
yet  for  the  same  reason  did  I  wish  to  advertise 
it.     The  only  chance  seemed  to  be  to  go  to  the 
church     the     following     Sunday    and     make 
inquiries.      All   this   time  a  pang  was   nevei 
absent  from  my  heart.     If  for  a   moment 
forgot  it,  and  gave  way  to  any  passing  pleasur- 
able sentiment,  I  seemed  plucked  back  by  th( 
remembrance  of  my  loss,  and  the  vexation  i 
would  be  to  my  dear  friend   when   the   tinii 
came  that  she  must  know  of  it. 

Like  Edla,  who  feels  that  all  which  concemi 
us  ought  to  be  made  a  matter  of  prayer,  so  . 
kept  sending  up  Httle  inward,  prayerful  sigh 
over  the  missing  hymn-book. 

Now,  then,  every  desire  was  realized.     Th 
book  was  again  m  my  hand,  and  had  it  been 
mass  of  precious  stones,  it  could  not  have  bee: 
more  welcome  to  me. 

^'  A  verger  brought  me  this  book  into  tiij 
vestry,"    said    the    polite    preacher,    smiling 
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''  and  as  it  contained  the  name  of  Miss  Bremer 
in  connection  with  Miss  Howitt's,  and  I  had 
the  honour  of  an  invitation  here  to-ni^ht,  I 
brought  it  with  me,  hoping  to  restore  it  into 
the  owner's   hands." 

How  heartily  did  I  thank  him  !  Thus  the 
^reat  load  removed  from  my  heart  was  changed 
to  a  little  load  in  my  pocket,  and  my  only 
impatience  now  was  to  impart  my  joy  to  the 
sympathizing  Hulda. 

Hulda  kindly  helps  in  all  my  toilet  opera- 
tions, which  are  always  afterwards  inspected  hy 
lante  Fredrika.  Sara,  too,  who  takes  becom- 
ng  interest  in  any  visiting  .which  goes  forward, 
fvould  gladly  attend  me  out  and  fetch  me  hack 
ihd  I  not  object  to  her  being  kept  up  late  after 
ler  day's  work.  Fru  Knutsson's  feathers  and 
lowers,  which  would  have  appeared  on  such  an 
occasion,  were  too  formidable,  therefore  the 
aithful  Herman  is  appointed  my  companion. 

Poor  lad  !  He  considers  it  the  highest  pos- 
ible  honour.  His  hair  is  elaborately  combed 
-nd  brushed,  and  he  puts  on  his  Sunday  frock- 
oat,  which  buttons  so  firmly  around  liim,  and 
uis  such  square  laps. 

Like    a    well-trained  lackey,   he    takes    his 
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stand  behind  the  sledge,  on  our  way  to  a 
party.  He  has  great  notions  of  his  duties  as  a 
lady's  attendant,  therefore  insists  not  only  on 
carrying  my  white  kid  boots  nicely  Wrapped  in 
paper,  but,  though  often  inwardly  awed  by  the 
men  servants,  insists  upon  helping  my  feet  into 
them  as  we  stand  in  the  corridor,  and  thei 
of  aiTanging  my  skirts  in  the  most  exac 
manner. 

Poor  Herman  !  I  can't  help  liking  the  lad 
And  then  to  hear  him  inquire  from  the  gram 
servants  at  what  hour  the  party  will  break  up 
and  receive  the  patronizing  answer,  and  he 
knowing  himself  to-  be  Herman  Knutsson 
citizen  of  Stockholm  !  It  really  in  a  small  wa 
often  touches  me. 

One  night,  after  a  party  at  Professor  Nih 
son's,  my  faithful,  punctual  Herman  nev( 
made  his  appearance.  I  waited  and  waitec 
and  at  length  the  last  guests,  kindly  takin 
compassion  on  me,  dropped  me  at  our  door. 

I   groped  my  way  along   the    dark,    publ 
passage,  up  the  two   dark  flights  of  stairs,  u][ 
locked  my  door,  and  let  myself  in.     Imagii 
my  horror  to  hear  Fru  Knutsson  call  throu^ 
the  wall — 
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"  Herman,  Herman  !  Don't  stay!  It  is  so 
late." 

*^  Herman!"  I  returned,  in  a  tremulous 
voice,  '*  Herman  ?  Why,  FruKnutsson,  he  did 
not  come  for  me." 

A  little  scream,  and  then  after  a  second  or 
two,  Fru  Knutsson,  rushing  through  the  kit- 
chen, reached  my  room.  All  anger  now  on 
my  part  at  having  been  forgotten  was  past,  and 
I  felt  only  alarm. 

'•Where  is  my  Herman  ?"  demanded  Fru 
Knutsson,  in  a  wild,  excited  tone  ;  ^'  my 
right  hand — my  darling,  sensible  son — my 
Herman  ?  " 

*' Indeed,  Fru  Knutsson,"  replied  I,  almost 
like  a  culprit,  '^  he  never  came." 

'*  Never  came!"  she  screamed.  '*  Poor 
fellow,  and  he  was  full  of  fetching  Mees,  Wiion 
le  returned,  says  I,  '  Go  to  bed,  Herman,  and  I 
will  wake  thee  at  twelve  to  fetch  Engelskan,' 
jays  I.  So  we  both  went  to  bed,  but  at  half- 
)ast  eleA^en  it  was  he  that  woke  me.  *  Mamma 
ilia,  I  must  be  off,'  says  he ;  so  he  put  on  his 
oat  in  a  trice,  and  a  bit  of  composite  candle  in 
lie  pocket  and  matches  in  the  other  to  light 
is  Froken  up  the  stairs.     He  has  such  sense, 
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has  poor  Herman.     But  he  is  kidnapped  !    The 
pohce  have  him  !     He's  run  over,  he's  drowned  ji 
in  one  of  the   ugly  ice-holes   in   the    Malar  ! 
Woe's  me  for   my  *boy  Herman  !     But  Mees 
cannot  understand  !  "      . 

Fru  Knutsson  wrung  her  hands  and  sobbed. 

What  in  all  the  world  was  to  be  done  !  All 
the  counsellors  I  could  think  of  were  in  dream-  ) 
land.  Tante  Fredrika,  just  dropped  asleep, 
was  already  fighting  for  America  and  Denmark ; 
Sara  was  bargaining  for  horse-radish  in  the 
market ;  Hulda  was  moulding  a  parian  basket 
for  the  Princess  Eugenie,  and  hanging  the 
drawing-room  curtains  in  artistic  folds  at  the 
same  time  ;  and  our  good,  infalhble  Miss  Venn- 
berg,  tired  out,  was  reposing  in  blissful  uncon- 
sciousness of  everytliing.  It  was  vain  to  look 
for  help  in  any  of  these  directions.  Even  the 
owner  of  the  cream-coloured  guernsey  had  been 
gone  for  a  month,  no  one  knew  whither.  Who 
then  could  be  applied  to  ? 

*^  Fru  Knutsson,"  I  said,  '*  dress  yourself, 
and  put  on  your  hood  and  cloak,  and  I  will  go 
with  you  and  find  him  !  " 

''  Is  Mees  stark  mad  ?  "  said  Fru  Knutsson, 
reproachfully.     ''  Mees  cannot  walk  about  the 
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streets  in  white  muslin  and  thin  boots,  and  in 
the  dead  of  the  night  too.  Oh,  my  Herman, 
thou  art  irrecoverably  lost !     Thy  mother  will 

go.      I  will  raise  the  town  !     I  will Oh ! 

heavens,  my  Herman  ! '' 

Yes,  there  stood  Herman  within  the  door 
panting  with  excitement,  his  flushed  face  and 
red  ears  still  more  crimson  against  the  large 
white  knitted  comforter  which  was  wound  round 
his  throat ;  and  in  broken  sentences  he  gasped 
out — 

*' Wanted  to  get  a  nice  sledge  for  Froken, 
not  a  nasty  common  one  !  Driver  was  out — 
had  to  wait — sledge  ready  at  last — such  a 
nice  one! — driver  went  wrong — came  just  after 
Froken  had  left — driver  horribly  cross — says 
he  will  have  the  money — here  I  am.     Oh  ! — " 

*' Never  mind,  Herman!"  I  said,  **  you  are 
a  good  lad,  and  I'll  pay  for  the  sledge." 

So  ended  the  tragedy. 


CHAPTER  XXL 

MISS  BREMER  AT  HOME. 

Emily  Carlen  and  Fredrika  Bremer,  two  re- 
markable women  of  whom  their  country  is 
deservedly  proud,  occupy  as  it  were,  two  high 
seats  of  public  regard,  neither  interfering  with, 
nor  yet  annoying  the  other,  because  whilst  they 
are  so  essentially  different,  they  stand  less  as 
literary  rivals  than  as  two  sister-workers  for 
the  public  benefit  and  pleasure. 

Towards  the  close  of  the  year,  as  I  have 
already  said,  Mrs.  Carlen  published  a  kind  and 
generous  literary  memoir  of  her  friend,  which 
appearing  in  the  Illustrated  paper,  was  gratify- 
ing to  Miss  Bremer.  It  was,  therefore,  a  great 
pleasure  to  me  to  learn  that  on  a  certain  even- 
ing in  January  this  lady  was  to  be  here,  for  I 
had  naturally  a  great  desire  to  meet  with  one 
of  whom  I  already  knew  so  much  that  was  es- 
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mable,  and  for  wliom  also  I  felt  deep  sym- 
itliy,  knowing  the  sorrow  which  had  so  long 
rung  her  heart.  She  has  never,  it  is  said,  re- 
)vered  the  loss  of  an  only  son,  the  child  of 
er  first  marriage,  Edward  Flygare,  who  had 
reatly  distinguished  himself  as  a  student  at 
^psala,  and  who  richly  inherited  his  mother's 
enius. 

For  som§  years,  after  this  great  sorrow,  Mrs. 
!arlen  w^as,  I  believe,  unable  to  write  anytliing, 
nd  even  yet^a  shade  of  melancholy  is  cast  over 
er  life.     She  has  nevertheless  a  daughter,  now 

arried  to  another  Cai'len,  arising  lawyer  ;  and 
lis  young  lady,  also  highly  gifted,  is  the  suc- 

ssful  authoress   of  novels  of  the  sensational 

hool. 

Mrs.  Carlen's  husband  is  himself  also  a  dis- 

tiguished  author  and  editor,  whilst  his  sister, 

iiss  Octavia  Carlen,   stands  high  as  a  con- 

I.      .  ... 

^lentious  and  industrious  WTiter  on  archaeologi- 

d  and  other  kindred  subjects.     The  first  time 

Ihad  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her  was  when  our 

(liristmas-tree  w^as  lighted  up  for  the  second 

tne,   on  this    occasion  for  the  entertainment 

Cjthe  little  children  of  one  of  Tante  Fredrika's 

tfmev  readers,  and  when  Miss  Octavia  Cai'lcn, 
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who  resides  near  us,  was  also  invited.  Had  this 
lady  been  altogether  previously  unknown  to  me 
she  would  at  once  have  won  my  warmest  regard 
by  her  self- forgetting,  energetic  kindness.  She 
danced  with  the  baby-children  round  the  tree, 
Hulda  and  I  joining  in  the  dance,  whilst  Miss 
Bremer  played  merry  polskas  on  the  piano,  and 
the  mother  looked  on  with  maternal  pleasure. 

Since  that  day,  Hulda  and  I  have  become 
very  good  friends  with  Miss  Octavia  Carlen, 
who  occasionally  invites  us  to  go  out  with  her, 
a  privilege  which  we  greatly  enjoy,  as  sh^e  is  full 
of  information,  which  she  imparts  with  the 
greatest  good-nature. 

Mrs.  Carlen  being  a  guest  whom  Tante  Fred- 
rika  desired  especially  to  honour,    Tilda,  a  tall,j 

o  1 

good-looking  young  woman  from  the  Arsta 
estate,  and  who  is  now  married  in  Stockholm- 
came  as  usual  to  help  Sara,  and  we  also  wer< 
attired  in  our  best. 

Mrs.  Carlen  is  singularly  bright  and  intelli 
gent,  just  such  a  woman  as  the  authoress  of  th 
"•  Rose  of  Thistle  Isle,"  and  her  other  power 
ful  and  genial  stories  ought  to  be. 

The  company  invited  to  meet  her,  were  th 
Nilssons,  Magister  Eneroth,  an  English  gentl( 
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m,  residing  iu  Stockholm,  and  another 
eigner,  a  young  friend  of  Tante  Fredrika's. 
r.  Ekmarck  was  there  also,  but  he  did  not 
ly  long,  coming  merely,  as  he  said,  '*  to  thank 
:s.  Carlen  for  the  sketch  of  Miss  Bremer 
dch  she  had  written." 

There  is  no  class  that  Tante  Fredrika  takes  a 
irmer  interest  in  than  young  women  who  are 
iking  their  own  way  in  the  world.  It  is  im- 
ssible  to  say  in  how  many  of  these  little 
ssels,  so  to  speak,  launched  on  the  ocean  of 
e,  she  is  interested  ;  for  how  many  she  has 
ted  as  pilot,  or,  like  the  merchant,  lias  suj)- 
ied  the  cargo. 

Amongst   our  most  regular  visitors  of  this 

iss   are    Ceciha,   a  young   lady   who   reads 

jencli  to  her,  and  Elsa,  Hulda's  predecessor. 

isa  is  one  of  a  large  family  of  brothers  and 

liters.     The  mother  possessed  an  estate  in  the 

i'lntry,  but  the  father,  an  officer,  allowed  the 

))perty,  for  want  of  management,  to  be  lost. 

Le  mother  died  and  the  father  soon  followed, 

"^ping  and  chiding  himself  on  his  death-bed 

Ids  improvidence,  knowing  that  his  children 

now  destitute.     But  one  and  all  comforted 

z 
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him  in  the  assurance  that  they  were  able  and 
willing  to  work ;  and  faithful  to  this  assurance 
all  are  now  honourably  gaining  their  liveli- 
hood in  various  ways.  Froken  Fanny,  one  of 
the  sisters,  is  a  national  schoolmistress. 

Another  of  Tante  Fredrika's  protegees  has  a  i 
photographic  atelier,  in  which  she  takes  great 
interest,  as  she  does  also  in  a  printing-press 
which  a  lady  has  begun  to  work  under  the  same 
roof  as  the  School  of  Design. 

Leonora  and  Ottila,  two  girls  of  the  Semina- 
rium,    were    invited    one     evening     by    Miss 
Bremer.     Sara  had  a  holiday  and  Hulda  pre- 
pared the  evening  meal,  imparting  by  her  good- 
will and  delicate  manipulation,  a  higher  rehsh 
to   everything.     What  dainty  slices    of   meat 
*she  cut  to  be  eaten  with  the  smorgas,  literally 
buttered  goose,  but  in  fact,   slices  of  various 
kinds  of  bread  and  butter.     She  filled  the  rusk-  \ 
basket,  which  stands  on  every  Swedish  tabk 
and  arranged  the  confectionery  with  that  pecu- 
liarly artistic  taste  which  distinguishes  all  sh(    ^ 
does,  and  of  which  every  meal,  be  it  ever  sCj 
simple,  is  susceptible. 

The  two  guests,  though  coming  from  differed 
quarters  of  the  city,  arrived  at  the  same  moment  It 
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as  if  by  concert,  and  both  wore  grey  bareges, 

looking,  as  they  entered,  Hke  a  pair  of  doves. 

Dresses  of  a  much  thinner  material  are  worn 

here  in  the  winter  than  with  us,  the  severity  of 

the   cold  being,  as  it  were,  only  out  of  doors, 

against    which  people    defend  themselves    by 

ample  shawls,  cloaks,  and  furs.     Leonora  is  a 

slender  brunette,  with  a  touch  of  crimson  on 

her  cheeks,  large,  wondering  brown  eyes,  and  an 

expression  of  quiet  originality  in  every  movement. 

Her  grandfather,  who  was  known  to  Tante 

jFredrika,  was  a  master  carpenter,  and  employed 

,n  making   alterations   and   improvements   at 

l^rsta.     He  was  somewhat  of  a  poet,  and  wrote 

erses   in   honour    of   Mrs.    Bremer.      Tante 

redrika,  therefore,  whose  heart  is  an  immense 

ceptacle  of  old  memories  and  kind  inclina- 

ous,   is   now  glad  to  show  attention  to  the 

rand-daughter  of  this  poetical  carpenter,  and 

ke  deserves   it,    for  she   is  one   of  the   best 

fiholars  in  the  Seminarium. 

Ottila  likewise  is  a  promising  Seminarium 

Eholar,  but  she  is  delicate,  and  has  sickness  at 

Ime,  so  that  in  another  way  she  is  an  object 

rt  Tante  Fredrika's  kind  sympathy. 

In  the  course  of  the  evening,  the  great  col- 

z2 
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lections  of  engravings  and  photographs  which 
Miss  Bremer  brought  back  with  her  from  her 
foreign   travel   were   looked  over.      She   gave 
each  of  her  visitors  some  large  pressed  ane- 
mones,   which   she   had   gathered   in   Greece, 
where  they  grow  luxuriantly  in  spring.     In  the 
meantime,  the  phenomenon  of  the  Jericho  Ros( 
had   been   preparing.      It   was  shown  to  thfj 
visitors  shortly  after  their  arrival,  in  its  jar  ii 
the  drawing-room,  looking  a  perfectly  dried-u 
skeleton,  all  its  twigs  yellow-grey,  withered  an< 
wrinkled  towards  the  centre  of  the  plant.    No"w 
after  lying  for  half  an  hour  in  a  basin  of  wate 
it  was  found,  to  the  joy  of  .every  one,  trans 
formed  into  a  living  plant ;  its  small  branche 
and  sturdy  little  roots  all  expanded  ;  no  longe 
now  a  dull  yellow-grey  but  a  dark  green  browi 
with  tiny  leaves  and  little  red  cups  or  flowen] 
It  drank  in  life  at  every  pore.     There  is  here 
still  larger  Jericho  Rose,  but   it  requires  tiwl 
hours  in  water,   and  when  expanded,  thoug 
much  larger,  is  not  so  perfect  in  detail.     Boi 
are  repeatedly  resuscitated  without  suffering  ij 
the  least.     The  royal  family  also  possesses 
Jericho  Rose  which  was  obtained  for  them  1 1 
Tante  Fredrika. 
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It  was  tliis  wonderful  plant,  and  a  little  in- 
cident wbicli  occurred  a  few  years  since,  which 
suggested  to  Miss  Bremer  her  pretty  story  of 
*'  The  Eose  of  Jericho."  The  incident  was 
this : — 

On  one  occasion,  when  she  was  a  district- 
visitor,  her  compassion  was  called  forth  by  a 
family  in  great  distress ;  the  parents  were  ill ; 
tlie  mother  had  a  young  baby,  and  three  elder 
but  small  children  had  to  take  care  of  each 
other.  Miss  Bremer  resided  at  that  time  with 
a  very  kind-hearted  lady  and  gentleman,  and 
jto  them  she  related  the  sad  story,  on  which  the 
lady  immediately  replied, — 

*'  My  housemaid  is  going  to  be  married  in  a 

few  weeks,  but,  as  she  is  very  fond  of  children, 
et  the  eldest  girl  come  here  until  she  goes." 

Greatly  pleased  with  this  idea,  Miss  Bremer 
•eturned  to  the  house  of  the  poor  family, 
iccompanied  by  the  elderly  footman,  a  very 
)lain  man,  to  whom  the  eldest  little  girl,  Jenny, 
t  omed  to  take  an  irresistible  liking.  She  flew 
0  him  like  a  little  bird,  nestled  in  his 
ims,  and  was  willingly  carried  off  by  him,  he 
n  his  pai't  appearing  quite  transformed,  his 
omely  countenance  becoming  beautiful,  as  it 
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were,  in  the  kindliness  that  was  called  forth  by  I 
the  confiding  love  of  the  child.  Jj 

The  poor  parents  were  deeply  grateful  for 
this  first  act  of  generosity  from  the  wealthy 
family  ;  how  much  more  so  when  later  the  little 
girl  was  actually  adopted  by  them !  The 
housemaid  married  ;  but,  in  the  meantime,  the 
child  had  so  much  ingratiated  herself  by  her 
sensible  little  remarks  and  her  winning  ways, 
that  they  would  not  again  part  with  her. 

The  evenings  of  especial  note  are  those  when 
Miss  Bremer  sits  as  a  Deborah,  as  a  mother  in 
Israel,  in  the  midst  of  the  little  circle  of 
earnest  young  teachers  gathered  at  her 
house. 

♦  There  are  three  different  institutions  for  the 
free  training  of  national  schoolmistresses,  all 
of  whom  must  be  well  educated,  intelligent 
women.  These  are  quite  independent  of  the 
Seminarium,  the  students  of  which  are  intended 
for  governesses  of  a  higher  grade.  As,  how- 
ever, all  class  differences  are  apt  to  create  a 
feeling  of  jealousy  and  division,  some  of  the 
nobler  members  of  the  Seminarium  strongly 
feeling  that  the  object  for  which  conscientious 
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teachers  of  every  class  were  striving  must  be 
precisely  the  same,  determined,  as  much  as  in 
them  lay,  to  bring  about  a  cordial  sisterly  un- 
derstanding between  the  two  parties. 

As  in  the  first  instance,  this  desirable  move- 
ment could  only  be  made  by  the  Seminarium. 
Ingeborg  and  Edla,  who  were  amongst  its  chief 
promoters,  consulted  with  their  excellent  prin- 
cipal, Mrs.  Thengberg,  and  Miss  Bremer,  from 
both  of  whom  they  met  with  the  warmest  ap- 
proval and  promise  of  co-operation. 

Accordingly,  a  certain  number  of  national 
schoolmistresses  and  young  governesses  were 
invited  to  meet  at  Miss  Bremer's,  as  an  initia- 
ive  step.  It  was  entirely  successful.  A  series 
)f  these  little  social  gatherings  was  com- 
nenced,  in  which  the}^  might,  as  friend  with 
friend,  discuss  their  common  interests,  and 
kcome  personally  acquainted. 

These  evenings  are  delightful,  and  Xante 
ifredrika,  in  the  combined  character  of  hostess, 
.fiend,  and  counsellor,  is  perfectly  charming. 
fo  the  little  gathering  which  took  place  the 
i'ther  evening  came  three  teachers  from  Clara 
:'^hool,  Ingeborg  and  Edla,  with  Hulda's 
jpunger  sister,  who,  to  the  satisfaction  of  all. 
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has  just  commenced  as  a  national  schoolmis- 
tress ;  Froken  Fanny,  and  her  sister  Elsa,  who 
has  also  become  a  schoolmistress. 

Teaching  is  no  derogation  in  Sweden  ;  on  the 
contrary,  it  is  becoming  an  honourable  calling. 
The  daughter  of  the  governor  of  a  province, 
lately  deceased,  supports  her  mother  and  family 
by  giving  lessons. 

But  to  return  to  our  evenings.  It  was  pro- 
posed that  discussions  on  given  subjects  should 
take  place,  the  subject  being  chosen  at  one 
meeting  and  discussed  the  following,  so  that 
time  might  be  allowed  for  necessary  reflection. 
Nor  need  I  give  more  than  one  instance  to 
prove  in  how  simple  and  earnest  a  spirit  every 
subject  is  received  and  thought  over.  The 
question  was  proposed  : — 

*^  How  best  can  the  good  old  Swedish  word, 
*  Tetiching  Mother,'  be  carried  out  by  the  female 
instructor  of  the  present  day  ?  " 

At  the  following  meeting,  it  appeared  thai! 
every  one  had  separately  arrived  at  the  sam£ 
conclusion,    though   all   couched   in    differeni 
words,  namely  : — 

That  by  the  closest  communion  with  the  All 
Father,  and  the  deepest  love  to  every  child  com 
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mitted  to  them  by  Him,  can  alone  efficiently  be 
carried  out  the  idea  of  the  TeachiiKj  Mother, 

After  one  of  these  interesting  evenmgs  Edla 
said  to  me  : — 

'*  Now,  I  must  write  to  my  mather,  and  tell 
her  all  we  have  thought  and  discussed,  for  she 
is  living  anew  in  me,  she  says,  and  that  thus 
she  is  fulfilling  all  her  early  wishes  and  desires ; 
she  is  worldng  them  out  in  her  daughter." 

Edla  wears  a  paletot  of  her  mother's  spin- 
ning and  her  sister's  weaving.  She  treasures 
it  so  much  that  it  is  kept  for  best,  as  another 
lady  might  keep  her  ermine-trimmed  velvet. 
She  can  pay  you  no  higher  compliment  than 
calling  on  you  in  her  homespun  garment. 

>    After    one   of  these   evenings,   when   Mrs. 

iTheta,  whom,  according  to  the  good  Swedish 

custom,  I  call  Aunt  Jane,  had  been  present, 

she  said,  addressing  me : — 

'^  My  little  one,  you  are  coming  with  Edla 

ind   Ingeborg   to   see   me   at   Upsala   in   the 

spring.     You  will  find  me  in  an  old  monastery, 

Lud  we  will  have  a  nice  time  together.     It  is 

11  arranged." 

I  say   Aunt  Jane,  because   this   dear   Idnd 
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friend  is  half  a  countrywoman  of  mine.  She 
remembers  when  quite  a  little  child  playing 
with  her  brother,  since  fatally  lost  in  the 
American  backwoods,  amongst  the  cannon  by 
the  Tower,  and  having  a  profound  respect  for 
the  beef-eaters.  This  is  almost  her  only  recol- 
lection of  England.  She  has  lived  since  then 
in  Sweden, 

Tante  Fredrika,  Hulda,  and  I  have  been 
brought  into  deep  sympathy  of  joy  with  the 
daughter  of  one  of  the  most  celebrated  poets  of 
Sweden.  She  is  the  mother  of  a  large  family 
of  remarkably  beautiful  children,' for  the  educa- 
tion of  whom  she  has  left  her  distant  country 
home,  and  taken  up  her  residence  for  the  win- 
ter in  Stockholm.  I  know  four  of  her  children 
from  meeting  them  at  gymnastics. 

One  day  Tante  Fredrika  received  a  most 
touching  letter  from  her,  stating  her  despair  in 
having  become  totally  deaf.  The  physician 
gave  her  no  hope  of  recovery,  and  the  thought 
of  never  again  hearing  the  tender  voices  of  her 
children,  and  supplying  their  small  wants  as 
instantaneously  as  hitherto,  had  overwhelmed 
her  with  grief.     Thus  it  has  lasted   for  some 
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days,  during  which  much  prayer  has  brought 
her  into  a  resigned  state. 

The  following  day  Tante  Fredrika  went  to 
see  her,  and  returning  told  us  how  touching 
was  the  loving  thoughtfulness  of  the  children. 
In  order  that  their  mother  might  be  less  aware  of 
her  misfortune,  they  had  talked,  even  amongst 
themselves,  at  the  highest  pitch  of  their  voice. 

^^  We  shall  get  accustomed  to  it,"  said  the 
affectionate  children,  '^  and  mamma  will  never 
know  how  loud  we  are  talking  ;  she  will  think 
it  is  our  natural  key,  and  it  will  console  her." 

To  the  grief  of  the  children,  however,  even 
this  little  scheme  did  not  succeed.  The  hear- 
ing of  their  dear  mother  seemed  irrecoverably 
gone. 

Miss  Bremer  advised  various  remedies,  but 
her  friend  had  entire  reliance  on  the  physician 
in  whose  hands  she  had  placed  herself. 

And  now,  this  very  day,  a  letter  is  come  from 
ler  saying,  ^*  rejoice  with  me,  for  my  hearing 
s  restored  !  "  It  seems  that  as  she  lay  in  bed 
n  the  preceding  night  she  had  heard  a  bell 
ling.  At  first  she  feared  it  might  be  fancy ; 
(litei-wards  she  heard  her  daughter  speak  at 
ihe  other  end  of  the  room.    Her  joy  was  almost 
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beyond  expression.  There  was  no  longer  a 
doubt ;  her  hearing  was  in  truth  returning.      M 

The  physician  was  as  much  amazed  as  her- 
self. He  had  evidently  mistaken  the  cause, 
which  he  now  simply  attributes  to  a  violent 
cold. 

The  whole  family  forget  their  sorrow  in 
their  great  thanksgiving,  and  we  rejoice  with 
them. 

A  great  loss  has  befallen  the  pcmcres  hon- 
teuses.  Their  good  and  kind  patroness,  the 
Countess  Schwerin,  is  now  no  more.  She  was 
not  well  at  the  time  of  the  Christmas  dinner, 
became  worse,  and  passed  away  early  in  the 
year,  to  the  inexpressible  grief  of  her  poor 
friends.  But  she  has  provided  for  them  and 
their  successors,  the  house  being  secured  under 
trustees  for  the  benevolent  purpose  to  which 
she  had  devoted  it. 

It  is  now  Lent,  which  is  marked  here  by  the 
church  altar-cloths  and  the  clergymen's  robes 
being  of  black  velvet,  and  by  our  having,  every 
Tuesday,  for  our  second  course,  each  a  large 
almond -bun,   to    which,  after    adding  white- 
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sugar  and  cinnamon  we  pour  on  boiling-milk. 
These  buns  were  first  introduced  with  Shrove 
Tuesday,  here  called  Fat  Tuesday,  a  day 
made  memorable  by  the  sale  of  little  loosely- 
tied  birch-rods,  each  twig  tipped  with  a  little 
coloured  feather.  The  market  was  quite  gay 
with  them.  I  have  one  carefully  placed  in 
water  in  a  white  parian  jar.  Hulda  and  Sara 
have  each  also  theirs,  all  presents  from  Tante 
Fredrika,  and  we  are  now  to  see  whose  bursts 
forth  first  into  leaf. 

When  Fru  Knutsson  saw  mine,  she  exclaimed 
*'  Well,  that  is  droll;  another  rod  from  Mam- 
sell  Bremer!  She  has  given  Herman  and 
Fritz  each  one.  Kind  old  lady  !  Ah,  when 
one  grows  old  one  grows  so  very  good !  Does 
Mees  understand  ?  " 
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THE  DANISH  WAR. 

March  15th. — Whilst  the  long  winter  still 
Qains,  and  spring  is  only  spoken  of  as  coming 
May,  and  whilst  within  doors  all  proceeds  in 

usual  quietness,  our  Swedish  sympathies 
I  called  forth  on  the  right  hand  and  on  the 
t ;  first  for  suffering  Denmark,  and  secondly 

dreaiy  Lapland. 

[  will,  to-day,  speak  of  the  first,  a  suhject 
ich  I  have  hitherto  avoided,  from  the  pain- 

disappointment  felt  here  by  the  EngHsh  line 

policy,  and  which,  therefore,  makes  poor 
amark  a  still  sorer  subject  to  me.  The 
nes  naturally  look  to  the  kindred  Swedes  for 
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help ;  the  Swedes  reply,  let  England   snppori 
us,  and  we  will   gladly  sacrifice  ourselves  ir 
your  cause  ;  but  we  alone  can  do  nothing.     Sc 
speak  and  act  those  in  authority  ;  and  in  th( 
meantime  a  number  of  warm-hearted  Swedisl: 
volunteers   have    left   for   Denmark   to    enrol 
themselves  in  the  Danish  army.    'The  Swedisl 
ladies  from  the  first  rumour  of  war  prepare* 
lint   and   knit   stockings,   and  provided    othe 
warm  supplies  for  the   poor  Danish   soldiers 
At  the  commencement  of  February  we  were  S( 
engaged   every   evening.      Hulda  read    alouc 
reports  from  Denmark,  Tante  Fredrika  and  '. 
knitted ;    she   using   blue   and   gold   colourec 
wool,  wishing  the  Danes  to   see,   by  the  well 
known  colours,  the  sympathy  which   Swedis 
women,  at  least,  felt  for  them.     Ida,  too,  wai 
very  busy  in  the  same  good  work,  and  amongs 
other  things  knit  a  splendid  '^Friend,''  as  com 
forters  are  here   called,  in   crimson  wool,  o\ 
which  she  embroidered,  in  large  black  letters 
**  God  be  with  thee."     She  desired  that  on 
poor  Danish  soldier  at  least,  should  have  th 
expression  of  her  sympathy,  though  he  woul' 
never  know  from  whom  it  came. 

It  seems  from  the  Danish  account  of  their 
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slvcs  in  the  papers,  that  "Jens,"  the  familiar 
)pcllati()n  of  the  Dane,  is  not  naturally  a 
ilitary  character.  In  this  respect  he  differs 
om  many  other  nations.  The  Frenchman  with 
Is  innate  tact,  great  courage,  imperturhahle 
)od  humour  and  intense  love  of  La  Ghire  is  a 
)rn  soldier.  The  Prussian,  brought  up  in  a 
ilitary  state,  can  march  with  his  battalion, 
ithout  the  barrel  of  his  musket  being  a  hair's 
:eadth  out  of  position.  The  well-disciplined 
ustrian,  with  his  perfect  sang-froid  and  dexter- 
y  with  fire-arms  is  unrivalled  on  the  field  of 
ittle.  The  Swede,  with  his  Httle  weakness 
r  uniform,  and  his  great  desire  to  terrify  the 
ussians,  becomes  a  volunteer.  But  poor  Jens, 
ho  abhors  an  army  used  for  parade,  oppres- 
on,  or  disciplined  robbery,  never  would  become 
soldier,  except  for  the  defence  of  his  country 
hen  his  dearest  ties  are  at  stake. 
!  These  national  characteristics  being  ovor- 
loked  in  the  first  instance,  everyone  spoke 
psitively  of  the  Danes'  success. 
I  Never  shall  I  forget  Saturday  evening,  the 
(h  of  February.  We  were  busy  knitting,  as 
l.ual,  when  a  gentleman,  a  friend  of  Tante 
Iredrika's,    rushed    into    the    drawing-room, 

h  2 
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exclaiming,  ''Have  you  heard  the  sad  news? 
Dannevirke  is  abandoned  ! " 

Down  dropped  Tante  Fredrika's  blue  and 
yellow  ^'friend  "  with  the  words,  ''  I  will  never 
work  for  cowards  ! " 

A  moment's  reflection,  and  she  continued, 
"  Hand  me  back  my  knitting.  How  could  I 
doubt  the  Danes !  This  is  some  bold  stratagem 
which  will  inevitably  crown  them  with  glory  !  " 

The  following  day  telegrams  arrived  which 
confirmed  the  bewildering  intelligence.  The 
event  had  been  one  of  necessity,  not  of  strata- 
gem. The  whole  city  was  absorbed  by  the 
Dannevirke,  and  people  called  on  each  other, 
anxious  to  exchange  their  opinions  and  to 
collect  fresh  information. 
,  On  Monday  there  was  a  still  more  universi 
excitement ;  the  air  was  filled  with  the  words, 
*'  Denmark  !  "  ''  Dannevirke  !  "  '^  Treachery  !" 
''  The  king  !  "  ''  Uproar  in  Copenhagen  !  " 

Crowds  of  artisans  and  madams  gathered  af 
the  corners  of  the  streets,  where  the  latest 
telegrams  were  posted,  some  declaring  that  the 
Danish  crown  would  be  offered  to  the  Swedish 
king  ;  others  asserting  that  were  such  the  case 
the   acceptance   of  it  would  be   the   greatest 
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lisfortuiie  which  could  happen  to  Sweden,  as 
would  expose  it  to  the  powerful  enemies  of 
le  oppressed  land. 

On  the  preceding  Friday  the  Danish  anil)as- 
idor  had  been  publicly  serenaded  in  honour  of 
le  successes  of  his  country.  Now  everything 
as  changed  ;  yet  every  heart  felt  the  deepest 
nnmiseration,  all  the  more  acutely  from  the 
lability  to  help. 

Miss  Bremer  no  longer  boasts  of  Denmark 
}  before  ;  she  is  silent  on  the  subject,  but  has 
3ver  again  left  off  knitting,  nor  has  she  lost 
ith  in  the  ultimate  success  of  the  Danish 
Luse.  She  carries  with  her  wherever  she 
)es,  Hans  Christian  Andersen's  lines  written 
;  this  time  of  sorrow,  and  if  she  hears  a  doubt 
garding   Denmark,    she    reads   in   confident 

f)pe — 

i 

**  'Tis  a  stormy  night ;  the  wild  sea  raves, 
Our  small  bark  drives  o'er  the  pitiless  waves, 
I        But  the  Lord  our  God  by  the  helm  doth  stay, 
I       He  guides,  let  man  forebode  as  he  may. 

**No  one  knows  what  the  morrow  will  bring, 
Save  the  Lord  our  God  who  knows  everything ; 
But  when  for  Denmark  all  looks  so  drear, 
Then  help  and  succour  from  God  are  near ! " 
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Every  word  relative  to  Denmark  is  carefully 
read.  Professor  Bergfalk  and  Tante  Fredrika 
hold  Danish  debates  every  Friday  evening,  in 
which  I  take  a  deep  interest,  and  though  every 
fact  concerning  Dannevirke  and  Dybbel  may  be 
known  in  England,  still  I  retain  the  two  fol- 
lowing little  episodes  in  the  experience  of  poor 
^^  Jens  "  as  particularly  interesting ;  I  translate 
them  from  the  papers,  and  first  the  account  of 
the  dog  '' Kaps,"  premising  that  the  soldiers, 
like  big  children,  are  extremely  fond  of  animals, 
especially  of  horses,  hence  they  will  often  say^ 
**  so  many  horses  have  fallen,"  without  reference 
to  the  riders,  as  if  the  horses  counted  for  mon 
than  the  men. 

Now  for  the  dog. 
'  *'  This  year  the  Danish  soldiers  have  begun 
to  train  dogs,  but  the  time  as  yet  has  been 
short,  and  their  occupations  of  so  serious  i 
character  that  this  amusement  has  not  fully 
developed  itself.  One  instance  will  suffice, 
merely  observing  that  one  dog  will  belong  to 
several  divisions  of  a  regiment,  the  number  oi 
which  is  marked  upon  his  back.  He  occupies 
the  same  quarters,  and  receives  the  same 
supplies   as   his   regiment.      He   accompanies 


-1 


THE    DANISH    WAR.  7 

is  regiment  wherever  it  is  ordered,  both 
Q  the  march  and  to  the  battle,  meets  the 
len  at  the  alarm-post  when  the  signal  for 
arching  out  is  given,  cheerfully  leaving  the 
mggest  and  most  agreeable  dog- quarters  to 
)  to  the  outposts,  in  short,  is  inseparably  one 
■  the  brave  fellows  whose  number  he  bears. 
*^  The  dog  about  which  I  am  particularly 
tending  to  speak  was  called  Kaps.  I  say 
as,  because  unfortunately  he  is  now  no  more. 
;e  was  a  thin,  long-bodied  dog,  ugly  beyond 
easure  ;  half  cur,  half  poodle,  draggled  and 
rty,  but  always  in  good  temper.  He  had  two 
iws  of  snow-white  teeth,  and  two  black,  bril- 
mt,  faithful- looking  eyes.  For  the  rest  he  was 
genius,  a  perfect  Jack-of-all-trades,  who  did 
•eat  credit  to  his  teacher,  a  man  of  Copenhagen, 
J  trade  a  shoemaker,  by  nature  an  adventurer, 
ith  a  closely  shorn  head  and  a  pair  of  large 
•ass  ear-rings,  but  who  had  been  raised  by  his 
erits  to  the  post  of  under-corporal.  In  quar- 
rs  Kaps  was  nearly  always  with  the  under- 
•rporal,  but  whether  the  dog  or  the  man  most 
fUght  each  other's  company  is  not  quite  a 
ttled  question.  It  is  enough  that  they  spent 
eir  leisure  hours  together,  the    evidence  of 
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which  appeared  in  the  person  of  Raps.  The 
under-corporal  disentangled  his  long  matted 
hair,  then  clipped  it  with  many  artistic  flourishes," 
till  poor  Eaps  presented  a  most  grotesque 
figure.  In  the  progress  of  his  transformation 
he  had  at  one  time  small  tufts  of  hair  hanging 
over  his  eyes  and  jaws,  all  along  his  back  and 
down  his  legs,  till  he  resembled  a  creature  set 
over  with  prickles.  Next  his  head  was  closely 
cropped  and  coloured  bright  green ;  the  hair 
from  his  back  was  cut  off,  and  his  moustaches 
twisted  up  to  his  eyes.  In  short,  there  was  no 
end  to  the  devices  of  the  under-corporal.  Nor 
did  he  neglect  Eaps's  intellectual  training,  as 
was  evident  one  day  when  he  accompanied  him 
with  some  reports  to  the  captain. 

^'When  the  under-corporal  entered  the  room, 
making  the  military  salute,  the  captain  burst! 
into  a  loud  laugh,  and  no  wonder,  for  in  t 
doorway  behind  him  stood  Raps,  on  his  bin 
legs  in  the  very  same  position,  his  right  fore- 
paw  to  his  head.  The  dog  with  his  half- crazy 
coiffure,  looked  so  genuinely  comic  that 
not  even  his  master  could  help  laughing. 
Raps  alone  preserved  his  gravity,  and  remained 
standing  stock  still,  with  his  paw  to  his  head. 
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*^  ^  What  sort  of  animal  is  that  V  demanded 
the  captain. 

'' '  It  is  a  dog,  sir,  which  is  as  wise  as  a 
christian/  was  the  reply.  *  Step  forsvard, 
Raps,'  said  he,  addressing  his  pupil,  ^  and  show 
the  captain  what  the  Danes  shall  have.' 

*'  On  this.  Raps,  advancing  a  few  steps  on 
his  hind-legs,  pretended  to  be  hugging  and 
embracing  something  with  the  most  comic 
delight.  The  under-corporal  on  this  cast  a 
triumphant  look  at  the  captain.  ^  And  what 
shall  the  Austrians  have  ? '  Raps  laid  himself 
on  the  ground,  stretched  out  his  fore  legs,  and 
appeared  to  be  stone  dead.  Another  glance  and  a 
fresh  question,  *  What  then  shall  the  Prussians 
bave  ? '  Raps  rose,  showed  his  teeth,  and  his 
contempt  for  the  imaginary  Prussians  by  turn- 
ing his  tail  upon  them. 

"After  these  proofs  of  his  scholar's  clever- 
Qess,  the  corporal  having  transacted  his 
business,  took  a  step  backwards  and  bowed  ; 
Raps  again  standing  on  his  hind  legs  did  the 
jame.     And  so  the  two  withdrew. 

*'  This  intelligent  and  interesting  animal  was 
ilways  present  "wdth  his  regiment  at  drill  or  at 
unerals,  never  trembled  in  danger,  never  gave 
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way  in  exertion ;  his  whole  hfe  was  devoted  to 
the  regiment  which  had  adopted  him.  Was  it 
to  an  engagement  or  the  outposts  that  they 
were  going,  he  marched  of  his  own  accord  by 
the  side  of  the  left  wing,  silent  and  apparently 
absorbed  in  thought,  as  if  he  well  knew  the 
object  of  the  expedition. 

*^In  the  retreat  from  Dannevirke,  Kaps  leapt 
up  by  the  side  of  the  driver  of  a  bread  cart. 
When  some  of  the  soldiers  of  his  regiment, 
worn  out  by  fatigue  and  unable  further  to  exert 
themselves,  crept  to  the  side  of  the  cart,  Eaps 
welcomed  them,  and  with  every  demonstration 
of  satisfaction  saw  them  stowed  in  the  straw 
and  the  cover  closed  over  them ;  but  if  any 
other  soldiers  sought  the  same  shelter,  he 
warned  them  off  with  such  furious  determination 
that  they  found  it  best  to  leave  him  and  his 
companions  in  undisturbed  possession  of  their 
comfortable  quarters.  1| 

**  One  morning,  Kaps  was  on  duty  with  his 
regiment  at  the  extreme  outposts  on  the  other 
side  of  a  woo^  before  the  redoubts.  It  had 
been  bitterly  cold  through  the  night,  with 
alternating  rain  and  snow.  The  sky  was  leaden 
grey,    and    the   faces   of   the   poor,    drenched 
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soldiers  were  the  same.  Immediately  before 
the  hour  of  relief  a  Prussian  column  came  from 
behind  the  fences,  below  the  line  of  the  outposts, 
and  began  a  fire  on  the  Danes.  Several  were 
killed,  amongst  them  the  under-corporal  with 
the  ear-rings.  During  the  attacks  Raps  went 
backwards  and  forwards,  his  tail  in  the  air, 
facing  the  enemy  and  barking  furiously. 

*^  When,  however,  all  was  over,  he  was  found 
lying  silent  in  a  snow-drift,  a  few  steps  from 
the  coi-poral,  a  pool  of  blood  around  him, 
making  it  evident  that  lie  had  been  shot. 

*'  The  news  of  his  death  spread  a  universal 
sorrow  through  the  whole  line,  and  when  the 
discharge  from  duty  came,  the  men  collected 
round  the  spot  where  he  had  breathed  his  last." 

As  regards  the  retreat  from  Dannevirke,  I 
preserve  the  following  which,  referring  to  men, 
and  not  dogs,  describes  the  strange  visions 
which  haunted  the  poor  Danish  soldiers  in 
their  sorrowful  retreat. 

*'Ihave  scarcely,"  says  Erik  Bogh,  from 
whom  I  quote,  **  conversed  witli  a  single  per- 
son who  took  part  in  that  unhappy  retreat — all 
of  whom,  it  must  be  remembered,  had  pre- 
viously been   exhausted   by  want    of  rest,    of 
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warmth  and  of  food — who  had  not  experienced 
the  same  phenomenon.  That,  perhaps,  however, 
which  astonished  me  most,  was  the  remarkable 
analogy  in  the  images  presenting  themselves  to 
men  of  totally  dissimilar  constitutions  and 
temperaments. 

*^  We  all  know  that  in  delirium -tremens  and 
such  disorders  as  are  accompanied  by  conges- 
tion of  the  blood  to  the  brain,  the  mind  is 
generally  haunted  by  larger  or  lesser  black 
phantoms,  flies,  beetles,  serpents,  rats,  chimney- 
sweeps, and  so  on,  up  to  gloomy  funeral  pro- 
cessions. The  cause  of  this  peculiar  pheno- 
menon, however,  is  owing  to  purely  mechanical 
obscuration  of  sight. 

'-  But  what  can  be  the  cause  of  the  visions 
which  appeared  to  the  greater  number  of  our 
worn-out  soldiers,  and  which  were  generally  of 
the  same  character,  namely,  interminable  per- 
spectives of  splendid  palaces  and  houses  on 
both  sides  of  the  road  ?  I  have  spoken  to 
officers  and  privates,  natives  of  towns  and 
country  places,  and  have  learned  that  the  same 
class  of  vision  has  appeared  to  all.  In  another 
respect,  also,  I  have  found  a  remarkable  coin- 
cidence, namely,  that  spite  of  the  night  being 
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pitch  dark,    the   palaces    and   buildings   were 
bright  as  if  seen  by  the  clearest  moonlight. 

'*  Other  visions  have  been  of  a    still  more 
fanciful  character. 

*'  One  man  appeared  to  be  marching  through 
incessant  ranks  of  soldiers,  who  with  arms  pre- 
sented, filled  both  sides  of  the  way  ;  another 
saw  innumerable  rows  of  white  tents  the  whole 
length  of  the  line  ;  a  third,  a  luxuriant  summer 
landscape  ;  a  fourth,  arcades  of  oriental  lamps; 
a  fifth,  a  complete  illumination,  with  crackers, 
rockets,  and  fountains  of  fire,  as  far  as  the  eye 
could  reach.  It  was  nearly  always  the  same 
object  which  presented  itself,  repeated  in  endless 
variations,  as  a  Fata  Morgana,  and  the  illusion 
was  seldom  of  a  painful  or  disagreeable  charac- 
ter. Of  the  latter  class  of  illusions,  I  have 
only  heard  one  or  two  instances. 
I  **  The  first  was  from  an  officer  who  was 
iobliged  to  employ  whatever  time  he  could 
spare  from  severe  field  service  in  writing  and 
making  calculations  in  figures.  '  By  degrees,* 
^aid  he,  *  as  the  day  darkened,  and  distant 
iobjects  became  indistinct,  the  white,  snow- 
oovered  plain  raised  itself  perpendicularly  on 
'ithcr  hand,  like  two  immense  sheets  of  paper, 


14        WITH  FREDRIKA  BREMER. 

which  were  ruled  as  the  pages  of  an  account- 
book,  the  posts  of  tlie  telegraph  representing 
the  vertical  and  the  wires  the  horizontal  lines, 
and  as  I  went  on,  becoming  ever  closer  and 
closer  to  each  other,  and,  at  length,  crowded 
with  names  and  figures,  which,  in  the  fifth 
column,  being  all  fractional,  were  enough  to 
torment  a  man,  in  the  full  use  of  his  faculties, 
to  death,  much  more  a  poor  wretch  who  felt 
himself  on  the  eve  of  losing  his  senses  alto- 
gether.' 

**  The  other  was  from  a  private,  from  Copen- 
hagen,   who   had   been   unusually  exposed   to 
hunger,   cold,    and   night-duty,  and   who  wa^ 
barely  able,  by  the  extremest  exertion  of  his^ 
will,  to  drag  himself  along  in  the  ranks. 
,    **  'That  which  tormented  me  most,'  he  said, 
'  was  that,  whichever  way  I  turned  my  eyes, 
I  saw  nothing  but  great  storehouses,  from  all 
the  windows  of  which  looked  forth  famished 
warehousemen,  making  faces  at  me  and  singing 
'  Ha !  ha  1  ha !    Ha  !  ha !  ha  ! '  just  as  is  sung 
in    the    chorus    of  '  Orpheus.'     I  heard  tliis 
tune  for  more  than  four  hours  together,  and 
though  I  talked  to  my  comrades,  it  was  all  the 
same ;  still  the  terrible  melody  went  on,  *  Ha ! 


ii 
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lia  !  lia  !  Ha  !  lia  !  ha  ! '  and  the  famished 
countenances  made  grimaces  at  me,  keeping 
time  to  the  hideous  tune.  It  was  more  than 
mortal  coukl  bear.' 

*'  The  effect  of  this  excessive  fatigue  and 
anxiety  was  such,  that  many  of  the  sufferers 
seemed  nearly  passing  into  mental  aberration. 
There  were  some  who  temporally  lost  their 
memory  to  that  degree,  that  they  neither  knew 
whence  they  were  coming  nor  whither  they 
were  going.  There  were  officers  who  were 
perfectly  unable  to  state  to  what  regiment  they 
belonged ;  and  I  have  heard  one  of  the  bravest 
amongst  them  acknowledge  that  there  was  a 
certain  half-hour,  during  which  he  was  in  des- 
pair, feeling  that  in  case  of  an  attack  he 
should  be  as  much  at  his  wit's  end  as  a  drunken 
man." 

Tante  Fredrika  seeing  the  interest  I  take  in 

these  human  experiences  under   such  painful 

and    anomalous  conditions    has   given    me    a 

sketch  of  an  old  army- surgeon,  which  she  has 

l|cut  from  a  newspaper.     The  writer  says  : — 

i     ^' I  lately  met  our  old  head-surgeon  under 

^jvery   sorrowful   circumstances.     He   was    not 

'  Ipersonally  a  stranger  to  me,  for  I  had  formerly 
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served  in  the  same  regiment  with  him,  but  it 
seems  that  I  understood  very  Httle  of  his  real 
character.  I  knew  him  only  as  a  taciturn,  dis- 
agreeable old  fellow,  of  a  crabbed  temper  ;  so 
much  so,  indeed,  that  I  had  already  said,  '  He 
is  a  pretty  kind  of  doctor  to  send  into  the 
field.' 

*'  Now,  however,  he  appeared  to  me  quite  a 
different  man.     There  was   an   animation   in 
his   eye,   a    kind    of    irresistible   force  which 
magnetised,   as  it  were,   all  who  came   under 
his   influence.      He    was    now  exactly  in  his 
proper    element,    moving  about  amongst    the 
wounded,  who  were  being  constantly  brought 
in.      I  never  before  saw  the  mere    situation 
perform  such  a  miracle  on  a  man.     Human 
sympathy,  tender  compassion,  and  true  religion, 
together  with  the  keen  insight  and  experience 
of  the  profession,  seemed  to  rule  every  thought 
and  action,  and  to  give  expression  to  his  coun- 
tenance.    One  of  the  assistant  surgeons  who 
saw  my  combined  astonishment  and  admiration 
as  I  watched  his    movements,    whispered  in 
passing   '  Is   it  not    a  wonderful  transforma- 
tion ? ' 

*'  I  stood  by  a  poor  fellow  who  had  just  been 
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roufjjlit  in  severely  wounded  hj  a  ball  in  the 
reast.  His  eyes  ceaselessly  followed  the  old 
ead-surgeon.  There  was  a  straining  anxiety  in 
is  looks  which  I  interpreted  as  fear  of  death, 
nd  a  presentiment  of  its  near  approach, 
iter  a  little  while,  the  old  surgeon  came  up  to 
tie  wounded  man.  In  a  moment  he  cut  away 
is  uniform,  and  laid  bare  the  terrible  wound. 
]he  poor  fellow  stared  wildly  in  his  face  with- 
ut  a  word.  The  doctor  stroked  his  cheek  ten- 
erly,  and  said,  *  Be  of  good  courage,  my 
liild  ! ' 

''  The  wound  was  very  speedily  dressed. 

*'  ^  Is  it  a  dangerous  wound,  doctor?'  asked 
le  poor  soldier  in  a  tremulous  voice. 

**  *  Pray  to  God,  my  son,  and  He  will  help 
iiee  ! '  said  the  surgeon,  in  a  voice  that,  seem- 
ig  to  come  from  another  world,  touched  the 
^ost  sacred  chords  of  the  innermost  being. 
]  seemed  as  if  the  anguish  of  his  death- stricken 
tail  were  at  once  dispersed.  A  profound  calm 
Hole  over  his  features.  He  pressed  warmly 
ie  hand  which  the  surgeon  put  forth  towards 
Im.  A  moment  later  clasped  his  own  hands  in 
layer,  and  his  spirit  had  departed. 
tj  **  It  was  impossible  for  me  to  conceal  my 

c 
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emotion.  A  tear  of  tender  compassion  was  in 
the  veteran's  eye,  also,  but  the  next  moment  he 
was  busy  with  another  wounded  man.  | 

*'  There  was  at  no  great  distance  a  poor  fellow 
frightfully  injured  in  the  lower  part  of  the  face, 
who  could  not  speak,  yet  was  most  anxious  to 
attract  the  doctor's  attention,  but  his  tm-n  was 
not  yet  come.  The  ambulance -soldiers  were 
bringing  in  the  wounded,  and  the  old  surgeon, 
sending  a  rapid  glance  along  the  ghastly  rows 
of  bleeding  and  death-like  men,  showed  no 
preference.  This  poor  fellow,  therefore,  had 
to  wait. 

*'In  a  few  minutes,  however,  he  was  kneeling 
by  his  side,  the  wounded  man  making]  fright- 
fully ineffectual  efforts  to  speak. 
.  ^^^  Don't  exert  yourself,  my  son,'  said  the, 
doctor,  '  I  perfectly  understand  you.  Now 
quietly  shut  your  eyes,  and  take  a  moment's 
rest.  Be  assured  of  my  being  beside  you,  and 
of  my  neglecting  nothing.' 

'*  The  poor  fellow  was,  as  it  were,  magnetised. 
All  his  disquiet  was  gone.  He  closed  his  eyes, 
but  he  never  more  opened  them  in  this  world. 

*'  A  soldier,  whose  thigh  was  frightfully  shat-j 
tered,  had,  in  the  meantime,  been  brought  in, 
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md  placed  on  a  mattress.  The  wounded  linil) 
lad  already  been  partially  dressed  and  IjoiukI 
ip,  but  the  blood  still  flowed  on  every  side. 
3e  lay  bemoaning  his  fate. 

'' '  Unfortunate  man  that  I  am  !  I  shall  lose 
ay  leg  !     Oh  what  a  misfortune  ! ' 

"  The  old  surgeon  was  by  his  side.  As  soon 
LS  the  poor  fellow  saw  him,  he  exclaimed  : — 

*' '  Oh,  Mr.  Head- Surgeon,  I  shall  lose  my  leg !' 

**  The  doctor,  without  a  word,  rapidly  un- 
overed  the  limb  and  examined  the  wound.  I 
matched  him.  He  put  his  forefinger  to  his  fore- 
lead,  and  seemed  to  meditate  a  second  or  two. 
Lfter  that  he  poured  out  a  little  brandy,  and  said 
,s  he  gave  it  to  the  despairing  man  : — 

''  'Who  told  you  that  you  would  lose  your 
eg?' 

''  *  The  under-surgeon,  who  dressed  it,  told^ 
Qe  so,'  replied  he. 

'* '  But  I  am  the  head-surgeon,'  returned  the 
cod  man,  *  and  I  tell  you  that  you  shall  not 
i3se  your  leg  ;  I  promise  you  you  shall  not.' 
I  **  *  But  I  feel  it,'  moaned  the  poor  fellow, 
the  wound  is  so  high  up,  I  feel  that  it  is  very 
ad.' 

**  The  good  surgeon  took  his  hand,  and  said : — 

c  2 
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I  am  an  old  man,  and  an  old  doctor.  You 
may  perfectly  depend  upon  me.  Be  calm,  that 
is  all,  and  you  shall  not  lose  your  leg,  I  pro- 
mise you,  nor  will  I  leave  you  just  at  present. 
But  you  must  he  calm.  Now  pray  to  God. 
Your  mental  disquiet  makes  everything  worse.' 

*^  The  poor  fellow  grew  gradually  tranquil, 
and  thanked  God. 

^'  I  heard  the  following  day  that  in  the 
evening  cramp  had  come  on,  and  he  died,  but 
he  was  peaceful  to  the  last. 

^^  On  a  field  of  battle  a  surgeon  of  the  soul  is 
equally  important,  though  less  thought  of,  than 
a  surgeon  for  the  body.  Blessed  is  he  who  h 
equally  skilful  in  both,  like  this  old  Danisl: 
army- surgeon." 


t 


Amongst  the  most  warm-hearted  sym' 
pathisers  for  Denmark  are  the  Upsala  students 
So  excited  are  they  about  the  war  that  the^ 
cannot  wait  for  news  vicl  Stockholm,  but  havi 
telegrams  sent  direct  to  them  from  Denmark.  ; 

In  the  other  University,  Lund,  a  meeting 
has  been  called  by  one  of  the  dignitaries,  a 
which  it  was  agreed  that  a  national  subscrip 
tion  should  be  set  on  foot  for  the  providing 
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latioiijil  corps  of  volunteers  to  serve  in  the 
)iinisli  war.  The  Bishop,  Thoniancler,  and 
he  greater  number  of  the  Professors,  support 
he  movement. 

A  meeting  was  also  held  a  week  since  in 
Jtockholm,  at  which  about  a  thousand  people 
irere  present,  when  it  was  unanimously  agreed 
hat  the  cause  of  Denmark  was  likewise  that  of 
Sweden  ;  and  that  they,  the  whole  assembly 
Bpresenting  the  nation,  were  ready  for  any 
cts  of  self-sacrifice  on  her  behalf,  provided 
be  Government  would  but  go  along  with 
[lem. 

The  meeting  was  a  very  quiet  one,  but  the 
ommon  people,  regarding  it  as  a  public  demon- 
tration,  made  a  sort  of  riot  for  several  succeed- 
ig  evenings,  thinking  that  Government  was 
low  in  befriending  a  suffering  sister-country, 
'here  has  not  been  for  years  in  this  quiet 
apital  so  much  disturbance  as  this  subject  has 
ccasioned.  One  night  the  mob  assembled 
efore  the  residence  of  Count  Manderstrom,  the 
linister  for  Foreign  Afiairs,  the  chief  delin- 
uent,  as  the  people  believe,  and  expressed 
beir  dissatisfaction  by  smashing  his  win- 
ows. 
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The  head  of  the  police,  in  the  meantime,  and 
his  subordinates,  a  small  body  of  quiet  indivi- 
duals, who  usually  walk  about  dreamily  in  loosefj 
dressing-gown  sort  of  coats,  with  nothing  ap- 
parently to  do,  suddenly  roused  themselves  into 
a  state  of  righteous  indignation,  and  shaking 
off  their  torpor  rushed  into  the  scene  of  action, 
struck  about  with  their  batons,  and  turned  upon 
the  assembled  mob  the  water  of  the  city  through 
long  leathern  hose.  All  enthusiasm  for  Den- 
mark was  thus  damped  for  the  moment ;  after 
which  it  was  no  longer  the  Minister  of  Foreign 
Affairs,  but  the  head  of  the  police,  who  was  the 
enemy  of  Denmark.  His  windows  had  there- 
fore to  be  smashed,  and  a  public  demonstration 
everywhere  made  against  the  police,  who  were 
pelted  with  stones  wherever  seen.  Quiet 
patrols  of  soldiers  were  next  called  out  to  keep 
the  people  in  order  and  subdue  the  popular 
commotion. 

It  always  sounds  formidable  to  talk  of  the 
soldiery  being  called  out,  but  in  truth,  it  was  a  ■" 
very  harmless   affair.     The  streets  were  quite  , 
peaceable  during  the  day,  and  it  was  only  at  J 
night,  between   nine    and    eleven,    when   that 
class  of  men  and  boys  who  enjoy  a  little  spree, 
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assembled  in  screaming  companies,  that  there 
was  even  a  suggestion  of  disorder.  How,  in- 
deed, could  people  be  frightened  when  little 
bojs  were  heard  to  say  one  to  another,  ^*  We'll 
have  a  turn  at  screeching  to-night !  " 

There  was  certainly  a  great  deal  of  barking, 
but  very  little  biting.  So  it  went  on,  more  or 
less,  through  the  whole  of  last  week.  On 
Sunday,  however,  spite  of  w^hat  I  have  said 
above,  I  must  own  to  a  momentary  anxiety. 
Till  then  we  had  merely  heard  of  the  disturbance 
at  a  distance.  About  nine,  however,  shrieldng 
was  near  at  hand.  On  week-day  nights  the 
glowworm  lights  of  the  market-women's  stalls 
shine  out  pleasantly,  but  on  Sunday  eve- 
nings all  is  dark,  the  shops  being  shut  and 
trade  suspended.  This  night,  however,  a 
splendid  moonlight  illumining  the  broad  ex- 
panse of  freshly  fallen  snow,  brought  out  in 
bold  relief  dark  groups  of  men  and  boys,  who 
simultaneously  begun  to  howl.  They  howled, 
and  hooted,  and  yelled.  It  sounded  dismal 
enough,  when  all  of  a  sudden  in  dashed  a  small 
number  of  cavalry  with  the  moonlight  glancing 
on  their  unsheathed  swords.  Once  seen,  and 
'that  was  enough,  every  yell  was  silenced,  and 
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the  black  mass  dissolving  into  atoms,  vanished 
as  if  into  thin  air. 

Yesterday,  a  further  outburst  occurred  in 
another  part  of  the  town.  This  probably  will 
end  all  tumult ;  the  mob,  grown  hoarse,  will 
have  no  further  voice  in  public  affairs. 


'! 


CHAPTEE  II. 

LAPLAND  AND  THE  LAPS. 

March  19th. — On  rising  this  morning  I 
perceived  the  square  to  he  empty  of  market- 
women,  and  that  all  the  shops  were  closed.  It 
seemed  strange,  hut  still  more  was  I  surprised 
when,  after  breakfast,  preparing  for  the  Semi- 
Qarium,  I  was  told  by  Hulda  that  it  was  too 
early  for  church. 

^'Church!  "  I  returned. 

**  Yes,  it  is  a  holy  day.    It  is  Annunciation.'' 

Instead,  therefore,  of  attending  the  Semi- 
barium,  which  was  closed,  I  have  been  with 
iHulda  to  full  service  in  church,  and  having  now 
ji  clear  afternoon  before  me,  will  speak  of  our 
liecond  object  of  interest,  Lapland. 

Tante  Fredrika  tells  me  that,  in  her  various 
breign  journeyings,  she  has  been  sui-[)rised  by 
ihe  ignorance  that  exists  even  amongst  inteUi- 
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gent  people  with  regard  to  Sweden  ;  thus  she 
had  been  asked  whether  reindeer  are  always 
used  in  Stockholm  ? 

Tliis  seems  very  ridiculous  to  a  Swede,  for 
the  reindeer  are  hundreds  of  miles  distant,  and, 
indeed,  could  not  exist  as  far  south  as'  Stock- 
holm. Both  reindeer  and  their  owners,  the 
Laps,  are  rare  in  the  capital. 

When  the  late  King  Oscar  was  crowned,  a 
party  of  these  little  people  came  to  the  capital 
with  thirty  reindeer  as  a  present  to  his  Majesty, 
who,  they  heard,  had  a  large  family ;  and  as 
provisions  were  dear,  these  creatures,  they 
thought,  would  be  an  acceptable  offering  from 
his  loyal  Lap  subjects,  and  a  proof  also  of  their 
good  will  towards  him.  Probably,  they  might 
think  that  he  would  drink  the  milk  and  eat  the 
flesh,  and  clothe  himself  in  their  skins,  and  that 
her  Majesty  the  Queen  would  sew  with  needles 
made  of  their  bones,  and  thread  formed  from 
their  sinews. 

The  Laplanders  are  a  cheerful,  simple- 
hearted,  and  loyal  people  ;  they  put  great  faith 
in  their  sovereign,  though  of  necessity  there 
can  be  but  little  intercourse  with  him.  The 
party  who  brought  down  the  reindeer  were  very 
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graciously  received,  and  their  present  gladly 
acknowledged.  Various  entertainments  were 
made  in  their  honour,  and  on  all  such  occasions 
they  behaved  in  the  simplest  and  most  self- 
possessed  manner.  Even  the  little  mistakes 
which  they  made  were  inoffensive  from  their 
child-like  simplicity.  At  one  party,  at  which 
Tante  Fredrika  was  present,  a  Lap-woman  gave 
the  plate  from  which  she  had  been  eating  ice  to 
a  very  grand  lady,  believing  that  it  w^as  in 
order  to  do  so. 

When  the  present  King,  in  1858,  made,  as 
regent,  a  royal  tour  through  his  dominions  and 
penetrated  into  Lapmark,  Sara  Maria,  a  young 
woman  of  Nasafjell,  quietly  went  up  to  the 
Prince  and  presented  him  with  a  beautiful 
purse  which  she  had  embroidered  in  gold  and 
silver  thread. 

Prince  Carl  inquired  whether  he  might  dis- 
pose of  it  as  he  pleased,  and  the  young  Lap- 
woman  replying  in  the  affirmative, — 

''  Then,"  said  he,  ''  I  shall  give  it  to  my 
wife.  She  has  more  money  than  I  have,  and 
will  thus  make  a  better  use  of  it.  I  spend  so 
much  in  travelling." 

Shortly   afterwards  Sara   Maria   received    a 
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present  of  money  from  the  Prince,  who  having 
some  left  after  his  journey  had  not  forgotten 
his  kind  friend. 

This  awakening  a  grateful  sentiment  in  her 
heart,  she  made  a  beautiful  pair  of  slippers  of 
reindeer- skin  for  the  Prince,  then  King,  desiring 
no  acknowledgment  for  them,  but  simply  that 
they  might  be  accepted  as  a  mark  of  pure 
loyalty.  In  this  spirit  the  slippers  were  made, 
not  in  secret,  but  known  to  her  whole  tribe ; 
and  a  great  deal  of  talk  and  excitement  arose 
amongst  them  in  consequence.  The  greater 
number  objected  to  her  making  this  present  as 
impertinent.  The  new  King,  they  said,  would 
have  no  time  to  think  about  Lapland,  and  it 
might  displease  him.  Sara  Maria,  however, 
had  faith  in  him,  and  a  few  of  the  tribe  sup- 
porting her  in  this  fidelity,  the  little  offering 
was  sent.  Nor  were  they  mistaken.  The 
King,  pleased  to  be  thus  remembered,  returned 
his  thanks  officially,  together  with  seventy-five 
riksdalers.  This  honour  raised  Sara  Maria  at 
once  into  a  person  of  great  importance  ;  and 
all  her  tribe  now  pride  themselves  on  belonging 
to  her. 

The    Laplanders   are    short    and    squat  in 
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fi<:^nre,  very  unlike  the  tall,  good-looking  Finns, 
although  both  nations  call  themselves  Suome, 
and  are  so  designated  by  the  Norwegians.  The 
Russian  name  for  them  both,  is  Sum.  They 
object  to  the  name  of  Laps,  this  word  being 
derived  from  the  Eussian  lapor,  coivard,  sor- 
cerer ^  poisoner, 

A  few  years  since  there  happened  to  be  a 
gigantic  Lap-woman.  She  came  to  Stockholm, 
where,  unfortunately,  she  died ;  her  skeleton 
being  preserved  in  the  museum  as  a  curiosity. 
She  told  Miss  Bremer  that  she  had  never 
objected  to  being  tall,  until,  one  day,  happening 
for  the  first  time  to  notice  her  long  shadow 
thrown  across  the  snow,  she  became  terrified 
at  herself. 

Laplanders  are  divided  into  three  nations, 
and  speak  a  distinct  language.  First,  those  in 
the  promontory  of  Lapland,  who  are  Russian 
subjects,  and  support  themselves  mainly  by 
fishing ;  secondly,  the  occupiers  of  the  northern 
portion  of  Sweden,  called  Lapmark,  who  rely 
chiefly  on  the  reindeer  for  support ;  finally,  the 
Norwegian  Laps,  who  are  fishermen  and  keepers 
of  reindeer  combined. 

The  whole  race  have  square  faces,  black  eyes 
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and  straight  black  hair,  which  seklom  curls. 
Like  the  Chinese  and  Tartars,  they  are  of  Mon- 
golic  descent.  The  swarthy  complexion  of  the 
Laplander  is  not  however  derived  alone  from 
his  Asiatic  origin,  but  in  part  from  dwelling  in 
a  constantly  smoky  hut  or  tent. 

They  are  very  honest  ;  theft  or  murder  is 
extremely  unusual  amongst  them.  Yet  the  old, 
miserable  story  of  colonisation,  where  the 
civilised  man  persecutes  and  finally  exterminates 
the  native  possessor  of  the  soil,  is  being  car- 
ried on  in  Lapmark,  producing  bitter  strife  be- 
tween the  squatter  and  the  Lap,  and  very  un- 
wittingly so  on  the  part  of  the  latter. 

The  lemming,  a  species  of  mouse,  leaves  at 
irregular  periods,  its  abode  in  the  mountain- 
lands  of  Lapmark,  and  proceeding  in  immense 
hordes  towards  the  cultivated  districts,  devours 
corn  and  every  kind  of  vegetation  on  its  way. 
The  Swedish  squatter,  pressing  steadily  forward 
in  the  opposite  direction,  enacts  on  the  poor 
Lap  the  part  of  the  lemming.  Never  stopping 
whilst  any  pasturage  or  fuel  lasts,  he  drives  the 
bewildered  Lap  constantly  forward  towards  the 
perpetual  snow.  He  has  now  driven  him  to  regions  I 
where  the  very  fish  cease,  and  where  the  fir,  un-i 
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xble  to  grow,  abandons  the  chill  morass  to 
iwarf  knotted  birch,  now  no  longer  of  a  bright, 
oyous  green,  but  of  a  dreary  brown  hue.  And 
farther  still  will  the  pitiless  squatter  drive  him, 
for  the  whortleberry  still  grows  there,  and  of 
that  too  he  will  possess  himself. 

The  Lap  dreads  to  sojourn  within  800  feet  of 
the  eternal  snow,  for  there  the  food  totally  fails 
tiis  reindeer.  But  the  remorseless  squatter  will 
Qot  rest  until  he  has  driven  the  weary  Lap  be- 
yond the  snow-line  to  perish  with  the  last 
feeble  lichen.  It  is  a  melancholy,  but  ap- 
parently an  inevitable  fate. 

The  Laplander,  forced  back  by  cruel  winter 
into  the  lowlands,  wanders  with  his  reindeer 
over  the  moors,  once  common  to  all  his  nation. 
No  fences  mark  private  property,  yet  hardly  has 
the  intelligent  reindeer,  scenting  his  necessary 
food  underneath,  began  to  tear  away  the  hard, 
[ncrusted  snow  with  his  hoof,  than  an  angry 
jquatter  appears  and  drives  aw^ay  the  frightened 
lerd  and  its  master,  from  his  property.  The 
imazed  Laplander  patiently  takes  ,up  his  hut, 
liind  wanders  away  with  his  children  and  liis  rein- 
(}leer  into  the  forest.  No  sooner  settled  again  than 
[|inother  squatter  appears.     It  is  his  clearing; 
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still  he  will  not  be  too  hard  on  the  Laplander, 
he  will  allow  him  to  plant  his  hut  there  for  the 
winter  only  he  will  not  have  the  reindeer,  which 
does  mischief  in  the  forest,  which  is  his. 

Deprive  a  Swedish  Laplander  of  his  reindeer 
and  you  deprive  him  of  his  means  of  temporal 
existence  ;  for  the  squatter  has  appropriated  his 
fisheries. 

To  darken  this  already  gloomy  picture,  the 
squatters  are  in  general  a  rude,  lawless  race, 
often  the  scum  of  the  nation  ;  though  there  are 
happily    bright     exceptions — Laestadius,    the 
missionary,  for  example,  the  descendant  of  a 
long  line  of  squatters  who  had  been  the  pastors 
of  Arieplog  for  about  100  years.     His  father^ 
however,  learnt   the  trade    of  a  goldsmith  in 
Stockholm,  and  returning  to  Lapmark,  became 
the  inspector  of  Nasafjell  silver  mine,  with  a 
salary  of  about  MS  a  year.     The  life  and  de- 
privations of  the  family,  as  related  by  Laestadius. 
are  very  touching.     He  must  himself  have  beer 
a  noble  and  devoted  character,  for  after  man^ 
vicissitudes,  and  being  well  educated  in  Upsala 
he  returned  into  Hades,  as  he  called  Lapmark 
to  lead  the  people  to  Paradise.     Thus  he  livec 
in  a  land  where  dense  swarms  of  midges  fom 
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tlevouring  mist  in  summer,  and  where,  with 
e  lirst  autumn  evening,  a  cold  fog  arises 
lich  spreads  a  shroud  of  hoar-frost  over  the 
lole  vegetation. 

He  hiboured  indefatigahly  from  1832  to  Au- 
[st  16th,  1844,  when  he  died  in  the  prime  of 
e,  universally  deplored.  Dm-ing  the  latter 
,rt  of  his  eartlily  existence,  he  considered 
tnself  extremely  well-off,  being  possessed  of  a 
ing  of  £50  a  year. 

As  early  as  the  fifteenth  century,  Christianity 
IS  introduced  into  Lapmark,  but  it  met  with 
tie  success,  the  Laps  being  strongly  attached 
their  own  male  and  female  deities,  a  sentiment 
lich  remains  even  to  the  present  day,  people 
ben  maldng  use  of  old  native  religious  rites, 
hat  with  the  generally  evil  example  of  the 
uatters,  and  the  want  of  instruction,  there 
ing  only  six  missionary  schools  in  the  whole 
tent  of  Lapmark,  with  upwards  of  COO  miles 
itween  the  two  most  out-lying.  Christian 
lowledge  is  at  a  low  ebb.  The  children  who 
tend^the  schools,  which  they  do  most  willingly, 
e  obliged  to  be  boarded  as  w^ell  as  taught, 
jeir  families  being  often  fifty  miles  distant  if 
(itionary,    or    hundreds     of    miles    away   if 

;'  d 
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wandering  with  their  reindeer.  Children  there- 
fore are  never  kept  at  school  longer  than  two 
years.  Still,  even  amongst  the  poor  Laps  them- 
selves, there  are  those  who  deplore  this  state  of 
things  and  are  seeking  to  remedy  it.  Of  these 
I  must  mention  a  young  Lapwoman,  Maria 
Magdalena  Mattsdotter,  in  whom  we  are  aL^ 
taking  great  interest. 

In  the  beginning  of  this  month,  Mrs.  Fred- 

rika  L ,  who   was  entertaining  in  Edla*i 

name  the  Seminarium  and  National  Schoo 
union,  of  which  I  have  already  spoken,  at  he 
house,  read  to  the  assembled  company  from  th 
Aftonhlad,  an  account  of  this  young  Lapwoman 
and  the  remarkable  errand  which  had  brough 
her  to  Stockholm. 

**  She,"  it  appears,  **  lives  in  the  district  ( 

o 

Asele  and  belongs  to  a  Lap  family  which  mak( 
annual  journeys  between  the  mountains  ar 
the  neighbourhood  of  Angerman  river,  ar 
is  now  come  to  lay  before  the  King  the  anxielr 
which  possesses  the  thinking  portion  of  tl 
people  regarding  their  want  of  enlightenmen 
Her  especial  object  is  to  solicit  the  establisl 
ment  of  schools,  in  the  first  place  in  the  di 
trict  where  the  tribe  to  which  her  family  b 
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ags  sojourn  during  the  greater  part  of  the 
ar.  She  has  learned  Swedish,  which  she 
eaks  fluently  and  correctly,  in  the  only  school 
lich  is  found  in  that  extensive  tract.  There 
30  she  gained  the  small  stock  of  knowledge 
lich  has  exercised  her  thinking  powders,  and 
dened  her  gaze  beyond  the  usually  narrow 
•rizon  of  the  Laplander.  According  to  her 
m  account  she  has  for  some  time  been  medi- 
iing  the  possibility  of  raising  her  people  out 
their  state  of  degradation,  and  many  a  cold 
nter's  night,  whilst  solitarily  keeping  watch 
er  the  herd  of  reindeer  against  bears  and 
)lves,  this  subject  has  occupied  her  mind.  At 
3t,  some  weeks  since,  when  she  and  her  family 
d  the  reindeer  were  on  the  confines  of  Sweden, 
le  was  seized  with  the  sudden  resolution  of 
ming  to  Stockholm  to  solicit  an  interview 
th  the  I^ng,  and  to  lay  before  him  the  earnest 
shes  of  her  heart. 

Without  further  hesitation,  therefore,  this 
arageous  young  woman  bade  farewell  to  her 
ally,  who  feared  [they  should  never  behold 
r  more,  and  buckling  on  her  skidor,  or  light 
)W- skates,  arrived  a  w^eek  aftei*w^ards  at  Gefle, 

t?2 


36  WITH    FREDRIKA    BREMER. 


1 
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having  in  this  way  traversed  alone  a  stretch  of 
about  300  English  miles.  . 

At  Gefle,  the  snow  being  ended,  she  mad^ 
the  remainder  of  her  journey  by  diligence,  and 
reached  Stockholm  at  the  beginning  of  the 
present  week.  Some  persons  here,  to  whom 
she  had  been  recommended,  received  her  very 
kindly,  and  through  their  agency  she  has  suc- 
ceeded in  obtaining  an  audience  of  the  two 
Queens,  who  are  said  to  take  a  lively  interest 
in  the  noble  mission  which  has  brought  her 
hither.  | 

She  has  visited  the  chief  of  the  Ecclesiastical  I 
Departm3nt,  the  Councillor  of  State,  Carls- 1 
son,  and  later  in  the  day  will  be  received  by|i 
the  King."  4) 

Such  was  the  account  which   Mrs.  L 

read  in  the  Aftonhlad,  and  which  I  brought 
back  with  me  for  dear  Tante  Fredrika  to  read. 
But  the  news^had  already  reached  her,  and  on  the 
Sunday  morning  she  went  to  the  Finnish  church 
intending  to  bring  this  interesting  stranger  back 
with  her  to  dinner,  having,  in  anticipation, 
invited  a  countrywoman,  Sara  Albertina,  to 
join  her  here  afterwards.  But  poor  Maria 
Magdalena  was  so  fatigued  by  her  journey  and 
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,he  excitement  through  which  she  had  passed, 
hilt  when  service  was  over  she  hegged  to 
•emain  quietly  where  she  was,  in  Sodermalm, 
)romising  to  call  here  on  the  morrow. 

But  if  we  had  not  the  greater  heroine  we  had 
he  lesser.  Punctually  between  four  and  five 
:ame  Sara  Albertina  Mansdotter,  accompanied 
)y  the  young  matron  of  the  hospital,  where  the 
ittle  Lapwoman  has  come  to  study.  I  wish  I 
ould  relate  the  matron's  history  as  well,  for  it 
s  a  very  remarkable  one,  and  so  much  to  her 
redit  that  she  is  always  an  honoured  guest 
lere.  But  I  must  confine  myself  to  the  Lap- 
woman. 

She  is  twenty-six  years  of  age,  very  intelli- 
ent,  speaks  good  Swedish,  and  is  by  no  means 
hy,  with  the  pleasantest  simplicity  about  her 
naginable.  She  came  in  her  very  best  cos- 
ime.  The  Lapwomen  are  skilful  with  their 
eedles,  and  all  her  clothes  were  of  her  ovm. 
laking.  Her  stomacher  was  ornamented  at 
16  sides  with  wonderful  brass  and  silver  orna- 
lents,  which  she  inherited  from  her  mother. 
[er  silver  wedding-ring  sat  like  a  little  shield 
n  her  finger.  She  brought  in  her  pocket  a 
Dund  silver  spoon  with  a  very  short  handle, 


38  WITH   FREDRIKA   BREMER. 

like  a  little  scoop  or  large  caddy- spoon,  the 
bridegi'oom's  present  to  his  bride  on  the  be- 
trothal. 

Like  all  her  people,  Sara  Albeiiina  is  greatly 
attached  to  her  country,  with  its  lofty  table 
lands  and  deep  snows.  She  considers  it  quit^ 
warm  here,  though  I,  of  course,  think 
extremely  cold. 

In  her  own  land  she  has  been  accustomed  to 
follow  the  troops  of  reindeer,  which  lead  theii 
owners  vast  distances  over  the  wild  rocky 
country.  The  personal  possessions  of  these 
nomades  are  very  few.  She  laughs  at  the  idea 
of  a  Laplander  having  a  watch. 

What   could  he   do   with  it?"  she  says. 

In  our  wild  life,  perpetually  getting  intc 
danger,  as  we  are,  watches  would  soon  b( 
broken.  And  when  we  have  followed  the  dee] 
for  miles,  and  it  is  so  dark  ,that  we  cannot  se(^ 
a  hand's-breadth  before  us,  what  would  be  tlw 
use  of  a  watch  ?  We  know  the  herd  is  safe 
and  that  is  enough ;  then  we  lie  down  upon  th<f 
snow  to  sleep,  and  thank  God  that  we  have  r 
to  rest  upon !" 

Often   at   night   they  have   to   watch   thai 
herds,  to  defend  them  against  the  wolves,  th( 
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ipproacli  of  which  they  perceive  by  the  ghsten- 
[ng  of  their  eyes,  which  glow  in  the  darkness 
like  fiery  sparks.  We  had  been  told  that  there 
fvere  frequently  malicious  or  mischievous  deer 
in  the  herd,  but  she  said  this  was  a  mistake. 
Reindeer  are,  however,  extremely  timid,  and 
iliis  creates  a  difficulty  in  their  management, 
rhey  tremble  all  over  if  you  merely  touch 
:hem,  and  they  will  rather  die  of  staiwation 
ihan  eat  of  the  moss  which  human  hands,  even 
ihe  loving,  familiar  hands  of  their  owners,  have 
iouched,  and  that  even  w^hen  the  ground  is 
JO  deeply  covered  with  snow  that  it  is  extremely 
iifficult  for  the  animal  to  obtain  its  food.  One 
3ause  of  the  extreme  sensitiveness  of  the  reindeer 
s  the  tenderness  of  their  heads  during  the  time 
they  are  casting  their  horns.  The  male  sheds 
lis  horns  every  year,  the  new  ones  rising  up 
md  pushing  off  the  old,  which  are  then  sold  by 
ihe  Laps  for  about  a  riksdaler  a  pair.  Some- 
iimes  the  reindeer  die  from  receiving  injury  on 
iheir  heads  whilst  in  this  tender  state. 

Sara  Albertina's  father  had  a  thousand  rein- 
leer  that  they  used  to  follow,  and  she  thought 
t  a  great  pity  that  people  here  did  not  slaughter 
vheir  animals  as  quickly  as  the  Laplander  his 
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reindeer.     A  little  stab  is  given  in  the  back  of  , 
the   neck,    and   the    creature   falls   without   a  t 
struggle   or   a   groan.     Her   father   tried   the 
experiment  at  the  Governor's  of  Norrland  and 
Lapmark,  and  it  perfectly  succeeded.  d 

The  nomade  Lap,  it  appears,  not  only  pos- 
sesses numerous  herds  of  his  own,  but  will  take 
charge  of  those  of  others.  They  have  favourites 
in  the  herd,  those,  for  instance,  which  draw  the 
sledges,  and  are  their  domestic  animals,  and  to 
which  they  give  names.  Every  Laplander 
knows  the  animals  of  his  own  herd  by  a  peculiar 
mark  on  the  ears.  The  herd  does  not  remain 
longer  than  from  two  days  to  a  fortnight  in  one 
place,  for  as  soon  as  the  pasturage  is  consumed 
it  is  moved  on  to  another. 

During  the  summer,  Sara  Albertina's  family 
cross  over  to  the  Norway  side  of  the  mountains, 
the  Swedish  side  being  too  hot,  and  the  rein- 
deer cannot  live  without  snow.  In  this  way 
her  family  have  learned  Norwegian,  which  they 
speak  with  great  fluency.  Her  own  father  is 
dead,  and  her  step-father,  for  her  mother  has 
married  again,  is  much  younger  than  his  wife, 
though  both  look  like  old  people.  The  herd- 
life,  which  is  one  of  great  hardship,  tells  upon 
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the  constitution,  and  at  sixty  a  Laplander  is 
quite  aged.  The  Laplanders  are  very  kind  to 
their  old  people,  the  nomades  boarding  their 
aged  relatives  in  the  families  of  the  stationary 
Laps.  The  number  of  reindeer  is  annually 
iliminishing,  owing  to  the  change  which  is 
gradually  creeping  over  the  country. 

Poor  Sara  Albertina  has  had  a  great  sorrow 
since  she  has  been  in  Stockholm.  Her  hus- 
band, who  came  with  her  last  summer,  returning 
liome  was  drowned  in  crossing  a  river  when 
near  the  end  of  his  journey.  She  is  now, 
therefore,  a  widow,  and  her  one  child,  a  little 
^rl,  is  with  its  maternal  grandmother.  This 
ciext  summer  she  hopes  tO'  return  to  her  beloved 
Lapland.  She  is  not  happy  here  ;  but  more  so 
than  she  was  at  first.  The  morning  after  her 
arrival  her  heart  dreadfully  failed  her ;  there 
seemed  to  be  so  many  people  and  so  much 
loise  that  she  burst  into  tears,  and  leaving 
;he  town  went  into  a  wood,  where  she  spent 
;he  day  by  herself,  and  eould  feel  more  at 
lome.      Poor  little  woman  ! 

She  told  us  many  Lap  words  ;  thus,  when 
.he  Laplanders  meet  they  accost  each  other 
IS  cousin,  hoo-rest-lavecuiy  good   day,    cousin; 
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when  they  part  it  is  goo-nat-i-ie,  farewell 
to  you,  of  course  from  the  Swedish  god  natt, 
which  they  have  picked  up  ;  goot-sa,  goot-sa, 
thank  you ;  moorsia^  betrothed  girl ;  fria, 
her  lover ;  hoot-sa,  rein-deer  ;  cootee,  a  tent ; 
taloee,  winter ;  yar-may-am,  death  ;  Lotnistia, 
the  Saviour ;  alle-me,  heaven.  I  write  these 
words  as  they  sounded,  having  no  idea  of 
the  spelling.  She  repeated  to  us  the  Lord's 
Prayer,  gave  us  the  call  of  the  deer,  and  sang 
us  a  Lap  song,  but  said  that  all  sounded  much 
better  when  heard  in  the  forest.  The  singing 
reminded  me  of  the  joddling  of  the  Swiss 
peasants.  Every  Laplander  has  his  own 
peculiar  song,  by  which  he  is  distinguished  in 
the  distance.  It  was  Pappus  Vim,  her  father's 
peculiar  song,  which  she  gave  us.  The  call  of 
the  deer  was  a  kind  of  koo-hoo-Tco  i 

The  next  morning  Miss  Bremer's  Sara 
fetched  me  upstairs,  Maria  Magdalena  having 
arrived,  together  with  Sara  Albertina,  who  had 
again  been  invited  to  meet  her.  Until  now  they 
were  strangers  to  each  other.  I  stood  for  some 
little  time  with  Tante  Fredrika,  listening  to  the 
two  talking  together  in  the  adjoining  room. 
Their  language  was  by  no  means  unpleasing  in 
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sound.  We  then  joined  them,  and  refreshments 
were  brought  in. 

Maria  Magdalena  wore  a  Httle  red  cap  and 
a  black  and  white  checked  shawl,  which 
she  had  probably  obtained  from  the  mission- 
aries, fastened  with  a  shawl-pin,  the  head 
of  which  was  a  little  photograph  portrait 
of  the  I^ng.  Her  dress  was  of  dark  green 
woollen  cloth,  almost  as  thick  as  a  blanket,  but 
light  enough  to  fall  in  rich  folds,  though  it 
reached  but  little  below  the  knee.  Her  stock- 
ings were  of  dark  blue,  and  she  wore  little 
boots  with  reindeer  fur  outside.  Her  shidor 
had  been  left  at  Gefle. 

Maria  Magdalena  has  the  same  free  and 
confiding  manners  as  Sara  Albertina.  They 
walked  about  the  room,  inspecting  everything, 
and  making  their  remarks  in  open,  honest 
Swedish.  A  case  of  humming-birds  especially 
drew  their  attention.  Maria  Magdalena,  sup- 
posing them  to  be  alive,  was  corrected  by  her 
companion,  who  was  naturally  supposed  to  pos- 
sess superior  knowledge.  Greatly,  therefore, 
was  she  taken  aback  when,  being  here  again  on 
Easter  Day,  a  friend  of  Miss  Bremer's,  who  has 
jthe  faculty  of  imitating  birds'   songs,  began  to 
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twitter  as  for  the  humming-bircls.  She  stood  con- 
founded at  the  thought  of  her  former  mistake. 

Maria  Magdalena  is  deeply  religious,  and  re- 
lated to  us  her  conversion.  It  was  a  long  time 
before  she  could  comprehend  that  Christ  had  died 
for  her.  She  was  in  a  very  uncomfortable  and 
unhappy  state  of  mind,  when  one  night  a  good 
missionary  prayed  with  her  from  six  in  the  even- 
ing till  three  in  the  morning.  He  induced  her  to 
go  to  the  Lord's  Supper.  She  consented,  though 
still  feeling  no  sense  of  Divine  favour ;  seeing, 
however,  the  embroidered  cross  on  the  back 
of  the  missionary,  all  at  once  she  heard  a  voice 
saying  to  her,  ^'  For  thee  !  for  thee  ! "  and  in- 
stantly became  conscious  that  her  sins  were 
forgiven,  and  such  a  wonderful  sense  of  spiritual 
lirfe  took  possession  of  her  that  she  could  never 
find  words  to  relate  what  she  experienced. 

*' Nobody,"  she  said,  ''could  have  judged 
me  more  hardly  than  I  judged  myself  when 
my  conscience  was  first  awakened.  Up  in 
Lapland  we  have  here  and  there  a  good 
Christian,  but  everywhere  persecution.  Ah ! 
it  is  a  very  different  thing  to  be  a  Christian 
here.     Here  it  is  easy." 

At    parting,    she     embraced     both     Tante 
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Frcclrika  and  myself,  and  lio2)ed  that  God's 
peace  would  be  with  us.  And  when  Miss 
Bremer  played  her  favourite  "Hosianna"  on 
the  piano  for  her  and  Sara  Albertina,  she 
said, 

"  I  never  hear  music  without  thinking  what 
it  will  be  in  heaven  !  " 

Tante  Fredrika  gave  her  at  parting  a  copy  of 
'^  Guldkorn,"  an  excellent  little  book  of  daily 
texts  compiled  by  herself,  and  a  medal  of  the 
King ;  and  I  gave  her  a  pair  of  red  and 
black  mittens  which  I  had  knit,  to  keep  the 
wrists  of  some  poor  Danish  soldier  warm.  I 
sewed  them  up  smaller  for  the  little  Lap- 
woman's  Httle  hands,  and  now  they  will  be 
worn  on  snow  and  ice,  when  the  wearer  is 
watching,  not  against  Prussians  and  Austrians, 
but  against  bears  and  v.olves.  She  seemed 
Iquite  delighted  with  her  visit  to  us. 
'  Shortly  after  this,  she  started  on  her  long 
homeward  journey.  She  seems  thoroughly  to 
|bave  enjoyed  her  stay  in  Stockholm.  Every 
one  made  much  of  her ;  the  Princess  Lovisa 
von  being  her  entertainer  at  a  private  repast 
m  one  occasion. 

It  was  not,  however,  any  personal  distinction 
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that  gratified  her  most,  but  that  her  earnest 
appeals  for  her  dear  country-people  were  lis- 
tened to. 

Her  great  object  is  to  establish  a  school 
where  chikben  should  be  clothed,  boarded,  and 
taught  until  they  had  received  their  first  com- 
munion. So  zealous  is  she  in  the  cause  that 
she  induced  various  squatters  to  contribute 
timber  and  boards  for  the  school-house  before 
she  left  Lapmark,  and  the  building  is  now  in 
course  of  erection.  She  will  not  be  the  teacher, 
as  she  does  not  wish  to  leave  her  parents,  but 
has  already  chosen  a  lame  young  Laplander  and 
a  young  Lapland  girl,  who  have  been  brought 
up  in  missionary  schools,  to  teach  the 
children. 

•  Broad-hearted  in  her  sympathies,  Maria 
Magdalena  carried  with  her  a  list  to  obtain 
pecuniary  aid  for  a  number  of  children  in  whom 
she  feels  great  interest ;  no  other  than  the  off- 
spring of  squatters  reduced  to  poverty.  She 
has  also  begged  the  King  to  order  the  squatters 
to  fence  in  their  stations,  so  that  the  Laplanders 
may  not  ignorantly  trespass,  and  have  to  suffer 
for  their  innocent  offence. 

April  Ath. — Since  my  last  mention  of  Sara 
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dbertina,  she  has  been  several  times  to  see  us, 
nd  only  yesterday,  looking  out  of  my  window, 
/ho  should  I  see  daintily  tripping  across  the 
aarket-place  but   the  little   Lapwoman,  very 
^aily    attired,     her    scarlet    cap   immediately 
latching  the  eye.     A  few  minutes  afterwards,  a 
jentle  tap  sounding  at  my  door,  I  opened  it, 
md  in    she  jauntily  stepped.     I  drew  forward 
ny  throne,  and  made  her  very  welcome,  and  she, 
vitli  her  self-possession,   seemed   immediately 
it  home.     I  showed  her  my  photographs,  and 
nterested  her  very  much  by  telling  her  some- 
thing about  all  my  dear  friends,  for  she  too  has 
I  photograph  book  which  she  brought  with  her 
the   other  evening  to  show  us,  so  that  we  did 
plot  lack  subjects  of  conversation. 

The  immediate  object  of  her  call,  however, 
ivas  to  ask  me  to  accompany  her  to  Miss  Linde- 
gren's,  who  having  met  her  here  on  Easter  Day, 
ivas  much  pleased  with  her,  and  asked  her  to 
^^11, 1  volunteering  to  accompany  her,  as  other- 
vise  she  might  not  probably  have  found  her  way. 
Sara  Albertina  may  be  accounted  one  of  the 
n-esent  lions  of  Stockholm;  whilst  therefore  I 
v:is  putting  on  my  things,  Fru  Knutsson  came 
u  probably  to  see  the  sight,  and  if  I  had  had  a 
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live  South  Sea  islandej  she  could  not  have 
looked  more  amazed.  The  whole  way,  in  going 
to  Miss  Lindegren's,  it  was  difficult  for  me  to 
keep  a  serious  countenance.  Swedish  madams, 
leathern-aproned  men,  fat  old  gentlemen,  and 
of  course  boys  and  girls,  all  wheeled  round  to 
stare  at  my  smart  little  companion,  who  went 
gaily  tripping  at  my  side.  She  was  now  wear- 
ing a  bright  purple  and  green  shawl,  loosely 
knotted  over  her  costume,  coquettish  little  blue 
cloth  trowsers  to  her  ankles,  and  a  pair  of 
white  kid  gloves  on  her  little  hands.  - 

When  we  reached  Miss  Lindegren's,  no  pre- 
vious appointment  having  been  made,  we  rang 
three  times  to  no  purpose,  and  then  learning 
that  both  she  and  her  maid  were  out,  came 
away,  I  undertaking  to  make  Miss  Lindegren 
aware  of  the  call.  i 

We  walked  back,  finding  much  to  talk  of  by 
the  way,  and  whether  it  be  peculiar  to  Lap 
conversation  or  not,  I  cannot  tell,  but  I  was 
amazed  by  the  manner  in  which  she  repeated 
all  my  sentences,  as  for  instance — 

*^  I  have  been  here  six  months,"  said  I. 

*^  You  have  been  here  six  months  !  "  repeated 
she. 
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^'  Think  of  my  coming  here  and  knowing  an 
IngHsh woman  !  "  remarked  she. 

**  Think  of  my  coming  here  and  knowing  a 
lap woman  !  "  returned  I,  adopting  her  mode. 

So  we  came  back,  and  when  I  think  of  our 
alking  together  I  cannot  refrain  from  smihng 
bu  wonder  why.  But  then  you  have  not  seen 
ara  Albertina's  dainty  little  ways.  Many  a  fine 
bdy  in  society  would  be  thankful  if  she  could 
cdy  be  possessed  of  this  Lapwoman's  easy  and 
Qembarrassed  manner.  The  way  in  which  she 
)ok  leave  of  us  on  Easter  Day  was  perfect. 

*'  Acljoy  Mamsell  Bremer  !  Adjo  allihop  !  " 
id  with  a  bow  and  a  wave  of  her  hand  to  us 
J,  she  passed  out  of  the  room.  It  was  the 
lembarrassed  grace  of  nature. 

April  2drd. — Still  interested  in  Lapland  ! 
lad  no  wonder,  for  Hulda  has  told  us  of  an 
tcellent  predecessor  of  Maria  Magdalena,  in 
tr  noble  work  of  humanization.  This  is  an 
derly  lady,  a  Miss  Berg,  who  shares  the  same 
at  as  Hulda's  mother  and  sisters.  She  has 
i;ed  amongst  the  Laplanders  and  taught  them. 
Ella  is  now  bent  upon  doing  the  same,  and 
I  nte  Fredrika,  who  is  deeply  interested  in  the 
^  jjcct,  not  only  strengthens  Edla's  resolve,  but, 
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intending  to  make  the  acquaintance  of  this  Miss 
Berg,  has  kindly  asked  me  to  accompany  her. 

We  have  been  to  call  upon  her.  We  wen 
shown  into  a  small  drawing-room,  on  th( 
table  of  which  lay  a  splendidly  bound  anc 
clasped  Bible  in  the  Lap  language,  the  pagei 
of  which  we  were  turning  over,  when  an  elderl; 
lady,  dressed  in  black,  briskly  entered  and  mac 
us  heartily  welcome.  Her  lightness  and  agilit; 
were  astonishing  to  me,  as  I  had  heard  of  he 
being  between  seventy  and  eighty. 

Miss  Bremer,  after  speaking  of  Edla 
requested  her  to  give  us  some  of  her  expe 
riences. 

It  was,  she  said,  a  hard  life  which  Edla  wa 
willing  to  undertake ;  harder  than  she  had  an 
idea  of,  for  that  the  people  were  coarse  an 
brutal  in  their  habits,  and  extremely  jealous 
any  preference  which  they  imagined  was  sho"V5 
to  others. 

*'They  may  be  wild  savages,"  said  Edi 
soon  afterwards,  when  I  was  talking  with  he 
*'  but  Mamsell  Berg  was  on  the  borders,  aij 
not  amongst  the  genuine  Laps." 

Nothing  as  yet  can  daunt  this  brave  youil 
woman  in  her  determination,  and  in  this  respe 
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e  resembles  what  Miss  Berg  was  herself  when 
e  first  set  out. 

The  story  of  this  lady  is  as  follows  : — 
She  lived  till  she  was  turned  fifty  with  a  dear 
nale  friend  w^ho  was  as  a  beloved  sister  to  her, 
len  she  died,  and  Miss  Berg's  life  became  an 
ipty,  unsatisfied  blank.  She  cared  for 
thing  any  longer  in  life,  and  would  herself 
ve  been  content  to  die.  But  the  Holy  Sj^irit 
ased  her,  spoke  as  it  were  within  her,  and 
ged  her  to  go  to  Lapland  and  teach  the  poor 
ildren  there.  She  could  not  get  away  from 
is  exhortation.  She  asked  a  friend,  a  cler- 
man,  what  he  thought  of  it,  and  whether  or 
i  it  could  be  a  temptation  of  evil. 
**  Endeavour,"  said  he,  **  to  shake  off  the 
ling.  If  you  cannot,  then  accept  it  as  a 
nation  from  God  and  try  it  for  six  months." 
^*  If  I  go,"  replied  she,  **  it  shall  not  be  for 
months.  The  distance,  and  the  necessary 
fcparations  are  too  great  for  so  short  a  time. 
Bhall  be  for  three  years." 
iPhe  followed  his  advice  ;  endeavoured  to  put 
nay  the  impulse  from  her,  but  could  not. 
IJQsequently,  she  wxnt  to  Lapland,  and  the 
)|ee  years  became  seven.     There  was  no  build- 

c  2 
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ing  which  she  could  use  as  a  schoolhouse  in  tl 
district  where  she  commenced  her  labours,  bu 
she  built  one  of  stone  out  of  her  private  mean? 
for  she  had  a  little  property  of  her  own,  an 
laid  in  sacks  of  potatoes  that  she  might  fee 
the  half- famished  children  every  mornin 
before  lessons  began.  As  far  the  warm  clothin 
which  she  had  taken  for  her  own  use,  it  wa 
applied,  by  her  compassionate,  generous  hear 
to  the  necessities  of  the  children,  so  thj 
eventually  on  her  return  home,  she  had  bare] 
sufiBcient  for  her  sea-passage. 

Her  system  was  that  prayers  should  be  sa 
one  morning  in  Swedish  and  the  next  in  tB 
Lap-tongue,  the  children  reciting  them  on  tl 
Swedish  day,  and  she  on  the  Laplandish.  Tl 
people  were  pleased  to  see  a  stranger  take  th 
interest  in  their  language. 

One  day  when  she  was  telling  the  children  < 
the  love  of  God,  **Our  Lord,"  she  said,  ** 
nothing  but  love.  You  must  not  think  of  Hi 
otherwise.  When  you  read  of  His  angry  d 
nunciations  in  the  Bible,  you  must  think  that 
is  His  intense  love  which  makes  Him  speak  thu 
just  as  a  mother  calls  out,  almost  threatening! 
when  she   sees  her  little   child  thrusting  i 
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Q{1  into  the  stove,  or  otherwise  running  into 


iger." 


There  were  five  young  girls  in  the  room  who, 
3rcome  with  emotion  on  hearing  these  words, 
jhed  to  the  tahle  in  the  middle  of  the  room 
i  clasping  each  others'  hands  across  it,  ex- 
imed  by  one  accord,  and  as  it  were,  involun- 
•ily- 

*'  We  \\ill  always  be  the  Lord's  !  We  will 
long  to  none  other]  " 

''  What  is  it  they  are  doing  ?  "  asked  a  tiny 
tie  girl,  rushing  forward  and  trying  to  reach 
her  small  hand.     ^'  Whatever  it  is,  I'm  in 
I'm  in  it !  " 

From  that  day  these  five  became  awakened 
iristians.  Four  of  them,  now  gro^vn  up,  have 
aiained  so  to  this  day,  but  the  fifth  has  fallen 
^ay  from  tlie  faith  and  love  of  her  early 
uth. 

This  school  of  Miss  Berg's,  though  still  con- 
med,  has  fallen  into  neglect.  But  what  has 
len  done  is  sufficient  to  show  that  the  human 

il  there  is  capable  of  rich  cultivation. 

i 

My  wish  has  now  been  granted.  I  have  seen 
ireal  Aurora  BoreaHs,  a  northern  daybreak 
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far  more  lasting  and  glorious  than  the  mos 
effulgent  atmospheric  glow  gazed  at  by  th< 
visible  eye. 

First,  there  is  the  great  black  cloud  whicl 
rises  in  a  circular  segment  above  the  horizon 
Such  represents  the  dense  ignorance  of  the  Lap 
landers  and  the  hard  cupidity  of  the  squatterg 
Then  spring  forth  glorious  and  brilliant  beam 
of  light  out  of  the  opaque  body  of  the  cloucl 
namely,  the  missionary  here  and  there,  Leesta 
dius,  Miss  Berg,  Maria  Magdalena,  and  othe 
noble  fellow- workers.  The  rays  ever  increase 
a  general  movement  and  agitation  of  ligt 
follows,  and  a  glorious  crown  forms  in  th 
centre,  towards  which  tend  all  the  beams  t 
living  rainbow  splendour,  the  whole  not  s 
much  fading  away  as  being  absorbed  into  th 
great  sun  which  now  ascends  into  the  perfect  daj 

A  general  burst  of  love  and  sympathy  ha 
vivified  the  entire  capital.     The  labours  of  theg 
noble  workers  are  being  already  crowned  with 
success  which  will,  we  trust,  remain  till  the  in 
day-spring  arises  on  high. 

The  King  promises  Maria  Magdalena  h 
support.  Mrs.  Carlen  has  employed  her  clevf^ 
pen  on  an  ai'ticle  entitled,  *'  The  Daughter 
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;he  Nomades,"  in  which  she  speaks  of  tlie 
luman  river  pouring  into  Lapland,  and  wishes 
;he  could  compare  it  to  the  Nile,  which  merely 
nundates  to  hless. 

Nor  is  it  Swedes  alone  who  have  emhraced 
he  cause.  M.  Koehrich,  the  young  and 
ealous  minister  of  the  French  Eeformed 
]hurch,  has  started  a  Farthing  Society  for  the 
lenefit  of  Lapland,  to  co-operate  especially 
^ith  Maria  Magdalena.  This  Society,  which 
riginated  in  his  church,  has  now  become  a 
lational  one ;  all  who  pay  a  farthing  a  week 
re  members,  so  that  everybody  seems  to  have 
personal  concern  in  the  cause  of  the  Laps. 

The  Enghsh  too,  it  now  appears,  have  an 
iterest  in  Lapland.  At  all  events,  the  news 
as  come  to  Stockholm  that  a  wealthy  English 
ompany  has  purchased  Gelhvara,  an  iron  dis- 
ict,  a  perfect  Duchy  in  extent,  for  the  sum  of 
1250,000.  Gellivara  Proper  is  a  mountain  of 
ure  iron,  one  of  the  richest  description,  lying 
eyond  the  polar  circle  in  a  sterile  uninhabited 
?gion,  at  the  point  where  the  dwarf  birch  ceases, 
)  that  hithei-to  it  has  been  utterly  worthless, 
ow,  however,  it  is  stated  that  the  English, 
ith  their  enterprise,  will  lay  down  a  railway 
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over  this  ice-bound  land,  this  region  of  arctic 
wealth,  to  the  Gulf  of  Bothnia.  Should  these 
plans  be  put  in  execution,  let  us  hope  that  in- 
stead of  English  assumption,  of  which  the 
Swedes  seem  to  stand  in  dread,  English  bene- 
volence may  flow  forth,  and  that  under  its 
fostering  care  a  beautiful  immortal  vegetation 
may  spring  up  in  that  icy  and  desolate  land. 

With  the  following  little  cutting  of  a  Lap- 
woman,  I  close  my  remarks  on  her  country 
and  people. 


I 


April  25th. — We  are  much  interested  in  the 
accounts  sent  from  Denmark  of  the  Swedish 
deaconesses  and  their  labours. 
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At  the  request  of  the  Deaconess  Institu- 
tion of  Copenhagen,  deaconesses  OttiHa  Holm, 
Lovisa  Carlsson,  and  Lovisa  Bjorck,  with  pro- 
bationary sister  Albertina  Kihlstrom,  were  sent 
in  March  to  the  hospitals  at  AIs.  Ottilia  and 
All)ertina  went  to  Nordborg,  whilst  the  two 
Lovisas  were  despatched  to  Augustenborg. 
Here  to  their  amazement  they  met  with  the 
greatest  coldness  and  indifference,  and  were 
made  to  feel  themselves  intruders.  Still  un- 
daunted, they  determined  to  remain  and  prove 
their  usefulness.  Asking  for  an  apartment, 
they  were  shown  to  a  barn,  and  told  that  there 
they  might,  if  they  chose,  take  up  their 
quarters.  They  accepted  this  churlish  offer, 
and  had  to  endure  the  greatest  inconveniences. 
0})portunities,  however,  soon  occurred  of  at- 
tending the  sorely  sick  and  wounded,  and  so 
iwisely  and  efficiently  did  they  now  act,  that 
jin  a  short  time  they  became  indispensable.  The 
.deaconesses  were  wanted  everywhere,  to  bind 
jUp  wounds,  to  wait  on  the  sick,  and  console  the 
'dying.  Night  and  day  they  laboured.  By  this 
time  they  were  accommodated  with  a  suitable 
apartment,  but  before  long  gave  it  up  to  serve 
as  the  amputation-room.     Ready,  unobtrusive, 
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skilful,  and  wise,  they  excited  the  admiration  of 
the  surgeons,  whilst  to  the  sufferers  they  were 
as  angels  of  mercy  and  consolation.  More 
deaconesses  were  now  sent  for,  and  Elise 
Djurherg  is  gone,  and  more  are  to  follow  in 
May. 

Hulda,.  who  is  acquainted  with  a  deaconess, 
went  to  the  children's  treat  which  the  dea- 
conesses gave  at  Christmas.  If  Hulda  had  not 
an  especial  vocation  in  life,  she  would  probably 
become  one  of  that  excellent  body.  There  are 
thirty- eight  deaconesses  in  the  Institution 
here — forty-five  probationary  sisters,  and  four- 
teen servants.  Fifty  also  are  scattered  over 
Sweden,  principally  at  the  head  of  infant 
schools,  and  kept  in  communication  with  the 
raother  institution  by  quai'terly  circular  letters. 
Any  woman  is  received  in  the  Institution  be- 
tween the  ages  of  eighteen  and  forty,  if  able  to 
read,  write,  and  cast  accounts.  The  applicant, 
however,  must  take  the  position  of  a  servant, 
without  payment,  and  if  she  prove  her  capa- 
bility she  then  becomes  a  probationary  sister, 
with  a  salary  of  between  MS  and  £4  a  year,  and 
the  regular  dress.  It  is  only  when  she  has  be- 
come thoroughly  acquainted  with  the  duties  of 
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her  situation,  and  proved  lier  real  fitness  for 
her  vckjation,  that  she  can  become  a  deaconess. 
The  sisters  in  general  have  not  much  inclina- 
tion for  the  care  of  the  sick,  consequently  it  is 
the  minority  who  enter  the  Deaconess  Hospital, 
or  devote  themselves  to  private  nursing ;  the 
majority  select  the  school  or  the  childi'en's  re- 
fuge. The  IVIagdaJene  Home  is  under  the 
management  of  one  deaconess,  ajid  the  inmates 
are  employed  in  spinning,  weaving,  and  other 
Swedish  female  employments. 

The  deaconesses  will,  in  the  course  of  the 
present  year,  be  located  ia  their  new  Institution 
I  at  St.  Ersta. 

I  Not  alone  subscriptions  of  money  are  sent  in 
!  to  the  deaconesses,  but  contributions  of  all 
I  kinds  ;  clothes,  butter,  cheese,  liaricot-beans, 
i  rye-meal,  and  otlier  provisions.  I  learn  too, 
I  that  a  gift  of  no  less  than  400  copies  of  Miss 
'  Nightingale ""s  **  Notes  on  Nursing,"  translated 
I  into  Swedish,  has  been  made  to  them. 
1  The  deaconesses  are  under  no  vows.  Three 
have  married  within  the  course  of  tlie  last 
year. 


CHAPTEE  III. 

THE  ROYAL  BRIDE  AND  THE  SWEDISH  STAGE. 

Wednesday  Evening,  April  27th. — Prince 
August,  the  Duke  of  Dalecarlia,  has  just 
arrived  with  his  bride,  and  all  Stockholm  is  in 
a  state  of  rejoicing..  He  has  fulfilled  the 
desire  of  the  nation,  and  brought  back  a  wife 
of  his  own  choice,  Theresa,  of  Saxe  Altenbrn-g, 
a  young  orphan  German  princess. 

Tante  Fredrika,  Hulda,  and  I,  were  on  our 
way  at  noon,  under  the  escort  of  Miss  Oetavia 
Carlen,  to  the  Historical  Museum,  when  cross- 
ing an  open  square  before  the  palace,  a  royal 
carriage  and  four,  preceded  by  an  outrider  with 
a  drawn  sword,  dashed  round  a  corner  of  the 
palace;  then  came  a  second,  containing  the 
King,  Queen,  and  Princess  Lovisa  ;  the  Queen 
in  a  white  summer  bonnet,  and  all  looking 
remarkably  festal  and  happy.     They  were  on 
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their  way  to  welcome  the  bride  and  bridegroom  ; 
the  Queen  Dowager  and  the  Princess  Eugenie 
remaining  at  home  to  receive  them  in  the 
evening. 

The  royal  party,  being  joined  by  the  Duke 
and  Duchess  of  East  Gothland,  embarked  in 
the  "  Valkyria,"  and  steamed  away  throug^h 
the  Baltic  Archipelago  to  meet  the  ^'  Svea," 
which  was  conveying  the  young  couple  from 
Liibeck,  whither  General  and  Mrs.  Bildt  had 
been  sent  to  meet  them. 

At  four  o'clock,  crowds  began  to  assemble 
along  the  quay  before  the  palace,  where  a 
guard  of  honour  paraded.  Other  crowds  col- 
lected on  Castellholm  and  Skeppsholm,  and  the 
decks  of  all  the  vessels  were  crowded  with 
spectators,  whilst  jflags  and  pennons  flaunted 
from  every  mast  in  the  wide  and  picturesque 
harbour. 

After  long  waiting,  salutes  were  fired  from 
j  island  to  island,  and  the  ''  Valkyria"  appeared, 
I  gaily  decorated,  gliding  over  the  smooth  water, 
I  now  resplendent  with  the  glowing  sunset.  The 
i  air  rung  with  huzzahs,  for  the  bride  and  bride- 
i  groom  were  on  board  ;  the  royal  family,  who 
j  had  met  and  welcomed  them,  having  already 
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steamed  back  in  another  vessel  to  Stockholm, 
to  await  them  in  the  palace.  The  cheers  grew 
vociferous  when  the  bride,  in  rose-coloured  silk, 
an  ermine  mantle,  and  white  bonnet,  and  the 
bridegroom,  in  uniform,  were  seen  standing 
together  on  deck,  evidently  gratified  and 
touched  by  their  reception.  Booming  cannon 
announced  the  landing,  music  played,  shouts 
rent  the  air,  and  everybody  seemed  to  feel  a 
personal  interest  in  the  happy  couple  that  now 
drove  into  the  palace.  ™ 

May  8th, — The  Bride  and  the  Gala  Spectacle 
are  the  great  topics  of  general  talk  just  now. 
The  young  princess  will  make  her  first  public 
appearance  at  the  opera  to-morrow,  w^hen  a 
state  performance  is  to  take  place.  The  stage, 
both  in  Denmark  and  Sweden,  is  much  more 
connected  with  the  royal  family  and  govern- 
ment than  with  us. 

Sweden  had  no  regular  stage  until  the  time 
of  Gustavus  III.,  who  not  only  encouraged 
literature  by  the  formation  of  the  Sw^edish 
Academy,  but  the  drama  by  building  the  opera- 
house,  of  which  he  himself  was  the  proprietor. 
Before  the  reign  of  this  monarch,  foreign  troupes 
had  sometimes  visited   Sweden,  and  strolling 
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players  had  wandered  about,  but  the  theatre 
was  no  national  feature.  In  the  early  part  of 
the  seventeenth  century,  we  certainly  hear  of  a 
learned  professor  Messenius,  of  Upsala,  who 
composed  four  dramas  on  the  History  of 
Sweden  for  the  students  to  act,  which  was 
done  so  successfully  that  they  were  sent  for  to 
Stockholm  to  edify  and  entertain  the  court. 
At  the  present  time,  spite  of  Jenny  Lind,  '^  the 
most  highly-gifted  being  of  the  age,"  as 
Mendelssohn  called  her,  the  Swedes  are  not,  as 
it  appears  to  me,  a  theatrical  nation.  The 
people  do  not  feel  the  stage  as  an  essential 
part  of  their  life.  It  was  in  keeping  with  this 
sentiment  that  when  a  lady,  a  friend  of  Tante 
[Fredrika's,  sent  her  two  country  maid-servants 
to  the  theatre,  thinking  to  give  them  a  pleasure, 
they  quickly  reappeared. 

j  **  You  have  surely  never  been  to  the 
theatre  ?  "  said  their  mistress,  surprised. 

*'  Oh,  yes,  we  went  to  the  theatre,  and  sat 
there,"  said  they,  '^  till  suddenly  a  curtain  drew 
lip,  and  some  ladies  and  gentlemen  began  talk- 
.ng  together,  but  as  it  was  on  family  matters, 
^e  felt  we  were  intruding,  and  so  came  home." 
I    But  whether  a  Swede  care  for  the  stage  or 
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not,   he   is  proud  of    and  enthusiastic    about 
Jenny  Lind. 

^* Jenny  Lind  and  Fredrika  Bremer,"  say 
they,  ^'  are  our  two  great  women  of  the  present 
time."  The  latter  still  remains  in  the  midst  of 
her  people;  the  former,  though  absent,  is  still 
cherished  in  their  hearts.  She  is,  as  it  were, 
the  beloved,  gifted  member  who  has  brought 
enduring  honour  on  her  family,  for  the  Swedish 
nation  forms  but  one  great  family.  Every  act 
and  expression  of  hers  is  remembered  and 
treasured  up,  and  by  no  one  more  than  Miss 
Bremer. 

Lindblad,  now  an  elderly  man,  who  may 
often  be  seen  walking  in  the  streets  of  Stock- 
holm, is  honoured  not  merely  on  account  of  his 
musical  compositions,  but  as  having  been 
Jenny  Lind's  early  friend  and  master. 

In  1837,  Miss  Agatha  Bremer  came  to 
Stockholm  in  the  autumn,  and  was  present  at 
a  performance  by  the  pupils  of  the  theatre.  On 
her  return,  she  related  how  much  she  was  struck 
and  bewitched  by  the  acting  of  a  little  girl  as  a 
beggar  child.  There  was  wit  and  genius  in 
every  movement.  She  threw  herself  heart  and 
soul  into  the  character^  and  put  in  droll  inven- 
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tions  of  her  own  which  were  inimitable.  There 
never  was  such  an  ingenious,  saucy,  fascinating 
httle  beggar  !  Miss  Agatha,  who  had  a  quick, 
native  perception  of  what  was  truly  good,  pro- 
^)liesied  a  great  success  for  her.  The  follow- 
ing year  her  prophecy  was  fulfilled.  The  same 
young  girl,  Jenny  Lind,  appeared  in  the  cha- 
racter of  Agatha,  in  the  "  Hunter's  Bride," 
nd  won  such  immense  admiration,  that  the 
ery  orchestra,  forgetting  themselves,  paused 
jO  listen  to  her  heavenly  soprano. 

It  is  not,  however,  her  enchanting  vocal 
)owers,  but  her  thorough  womanliness,  her 
Christian  love,  her  faithful  and  kmdly  remem- 
)rance  of  her  native  land,  which  makes  Madame 
ijoldschmidt  so  beloved  here. 

Hulda  tells  me  that  she  once  resided  with 
lome  excellent  people  whom  she  know^s,  and 
hat  she  endeared  herself  to  them  by  her  sin- 
ular  goodness  and  consideration  for  all. 

"  I  asked  Jenny  of  what  she   thought   on  a 
ertain  night  in  the  midst  of  her  greatest  Sue- 
s'' said  Tante  Fredrika,  *'  and  the  simple 
;ply  was,  ^  I  remembered  that  I  had  forgotten 
I  the  morning  to  sew  a  string  on  my  cloak.'  " 
This  very    year   she   has   sent   nearly   two 
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\iun(lrecl  ells  of  homespun  linen,  and  one 
hundred  ells  of  homespun  woollen  to  the  dea- 
conesses, and  she  is  perpetually  helping  the 
sick  and  sorrowful  in  Sweden. 

In  1843,  Jenny  Lind  visited  Copenhagen 
when  a  fellow-countrywoman,  Mrs.  Bournon 
ville,  the  wife  of  Boumonville,  the  ballet- 
master  of  that  city,  a  friend  of  hers,  wished  t( 
induce  her  to  take  some  parts  at  the  Theatr( 
Eoyal,  but  in  vain  ;  the  Bournonvilles  thei 
called  their  friend  Hans  Christian  Anderser 
to  their  aid,  but  she  replied, — 

**  I  have  never  made  my  appearance  out  o 
Sweden.     Everybody  in  my  native  land  is  kin( 
and  affectionate  to  me.     If  I  made  my  appea: 
ance  in  Copenhagen,  I  might  be  hissed.    I  da 
not  venture  it.'*  ^ 

Andersen,  however,  tells  us  in  his  life  tha 
**  Bournonville's  persuasion  succeeded,  am 
that  he  obtained  for  the  people  of  Copen 
hagen  the  greatest  enjoyment  which  they  eve 
had." 

With  the  name  of  Bournonville,  I  must  no^ 
return  to  our  own  private  life. 

Last  evening,  Tante  Fredrika  had  a  littl 
party  in  honour  of  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Bournonvilk 
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ho  are  now  staying  in  Stockholm,  and  for 
horn  she  has  a  great  regard. 
When  I  entered  the  drawing-room  I  imagined 
lat  the  courtly,  well-hred,  lively  gentleman 
Iking  Swedish  with  a  Danish  accent  could  be 
)  other  than  the  Danish  ambassador.  Tante 
redrika,  however,  introduced  me  to  Bournon- 
Ue,  then  to  his  handsome,  self-possessed  wife, 
id  I  was  equally  pleased  with  both ;  Miss 
ennberg,  the  son  of  the  Swedish  consul  at 
jpenhagen,  the  widow  of  the  former  leader  of 
e  Conservative  party  in  Stockholm,  and  a 
)ung  Swedish  lady  were  the  guests. 
Tante  Fredrika  is  desirous  of  showing  the 
Durnonvilles  all  the  attention  she  can  dm-ing 
eir  stay,  and  they  certainly  are  worthy  of 
jr  respect. 

Unlike  the  people  of  Stockliolm,  those  of 
penhagen  are  a  thoroughly  theatre-going 
e. 

**You  should  go  to  Copenhagen  merely  to 

it  the  theatre,"  is  said  continually,  **  espe- 

Jly  to  see  the  rich,  amusing  comedies  of  the 

Imitable   Holberg,    or  Bournonville's  highly 

■aginative  and  picturesque  ballets." 

Auguste  Boumonville,  lOiight  of  the  Danne- 

/2 


68  WITH    FREDRIKA    BREMER. 

brog,  and  Court  ballet-master  at  the  theatre  c 
Copenhagen,  has,  since  1829,  produced  a  grea 
change  on  the  Danish  stage.     Following  inth 
steps  of   his  father,  Antoine  Bournonville, 
Frenchman  by  birth,  but  a  naturalized  Dane 
and    the    late    ballet-master   at    Copenhage 
Galeotti,   he   has   elevated  the   Danish   ball( 
from  its  low,  corrupt   state  into  a   branch  < 
dramatic    poetry,      expressed     in     brilliantly 
coloured  living  figures.  People  talk  of  his  ^'Fei 
tival  in  Albano,"  or  his  "Faust,''  as  if  they  war 
at  least,  operas.     These  are  only  two  out  <1 
almost  forty  ^clever  dramatic  or  lyric  ballet 
He  is  known  and  admired  in  other  countrii 
besides  his  own.      He  was  called  to  Yienn 
which  prides  itself  on  its  stage,  to  give  his  a 
on  some  occasion.  * 

His  solo-dancing,  when  a  young  man,  as  for  i: 
stance,  his  "  Zephyr'*  in  the  ballet  of*'  Psyche 
would  alone  have  made  him  famous.  As 
proof  of  this  may  be  mentioned,  that  an  ag 
relation,  accustomed  to  the  stage,  was  ve 
much  distressed  at  the  young  man,  with  all 
musical  and  dramatic  talent,  devoting  hims 
to  dancing  and  ballet-making,  yet  once  havi 
seen  him,  he  was  so  delighted  that  years  aft' 
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rds,  when  Boumonville  went  to  visit  him  on 
death-hed,  and  asked  if  he  could  do  any- 
n^i^  for  him,  the  dying  man  repHcd  : — 
'*  Yes,  Aiiguste,  let  me  once  more  see  thee 
Qce  as  on  the  ni^^jht  of  thv  dchut,'* 
A.nd   Boumonville,    glad  to    give    him    any 
sasure,  danced  beside  the  bed  of  death. 
Some  years  ago,  when  on  a  visit  to  Stock- 
Im,  Boumonville,  after  having  given  dancing 
d  deportment  lessons  to   aristocratic  young 
lies,  declared  that  he  was  fully  aware  of  their 
tural    grace     and    ease,   but    that  as    long 
Stockholm  had   such   badly-paved   streets, 
was  an  impossibility  for  a  Stockholm  lady 
I  walk  gracefully,  let  her  possess  the  easiest 
portment     and    the    prettiest    feet    in    the 
rid. 

There  is  hope,  however,  for  the  Stockholm 
ties  now  tliat  the  streets  are  being  gradually 
iproved. 

May  10th. — Knowing  Tante  Fredrika's  aver- 
in  to  going  out  in  the  evening,  how  much 
^s  I  touched  one  morning  last  week  by  her 
Hiding  up  two  tickets,  and  exclaiming  in  glee 
1^  Miss  Vennberg  : — 
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*^  I  have  procured  the  best  places  in  the 
house,  and  Mai-gret  and  I  shall  go  to  the  Gala 
Spectacle  ! " 

*^  I,  too,  am  lucky,"  returned  Miss  Vennberg, 
and  produced  another  ticket. 

'^  As  I  came  along,''  she  said,  "  I  met 
a  footman  of  my  acquaintance  with  a 
most  woebegone  faee,  and  actually  tears  in  his 
eyes/' 

''  '  What's  the  matter  ?'"  said  I. 

^'  'Oh  !  Mamsell  Vennberg,'  said  he,  '  my 
gentlefolks  will  not  take  the  tickets  which  I 
have  bought  for  them,  because  they  are 
in  the  fourth  tier  I '  So  I  made  him  hand  them 
over  to  me.  One  I  shall  keep  for  myself,  and 
within  a  quarter  of  an  hour  I  shall  dispose  of 
the  rest." 

We  went  to  the  Gala  Spectacle,  and  sat 
amongst  the  brilliant  audience,  did  our  part  in 
welcoming  the  Bride,  and  returned  home  quite 
early,  after  portions  from  the  Opera  of  Ernani 
and  the  '' Ballet  of  the  Bees,"  by  Theodore 
Mai'tin,  the  Swedish  ballet-master.  The  Queen, , 
Bee  and  her  court  were  young  girls  dressed  in 
white  tulle,  with  remarkable  wings  and  lappets 
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)f  black  velvet  aiitl  gold.  This  costume  had 
^iven  infinite  anxiety  to  the  theatrical  dress- 
naker,  an  excellent  young  lady  from  the  coun- 
ry,  an  acquaintance  of  Tante  Fredrika's,  but 
ifter  all  it  had  been  a  great  success. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

THE  WHITE-CAPS  OF  UPSALA. 

May  16th. — The  great  event  of  the  last  week, 
and  which  has  equalled  in  interest  the  arrival 
of  the  Royal  Bride  and  the  Gala  Spectacle,  has 
been  a  visit  from  the  students  of  Upsala  to 
Stockholm. 

These  young  men,  230  in  number,  desirous  | 
of  showing  their  sympathy  with  Denmark,  have 
come  hither,  and  given  three  very  successful 
concerts.  Their  visit  had  been  talked  of  for 
some  time  ;  theref  ore,  last  Thursday,  when  to- 
wards noon  the  steamer  from  Upsala  arrived, 
crowds  were  waiting  to  welcome  them,  and  ac- 
companied by  the  enthusiastic  populace,  they 
proceeded  from  the  steamer  to  the  palace,  in  thej 
court  of  which  they  gave  an  opening  serenade  ; 
after  which,  the  King  and  the  new  Duchess  of 

Dalecarlia  went  down  to  welcome  and  thank 
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them .  They  next  proceeded  to  the  statue  of  Giis- 
tavus  Vasa,  this  bein<:^  the  anniversary  of  a  great 
Bvent  in  the  Hfe  of  that  favourite  national  hero. 

This  Httle  ceremonial  concluded,  they  were 
severally  conducted  to  the  different  families  who 
bad  already  made  known  their  willingness  to 
receive  them,  one  fjimily  entertaining  ten.  At 
six  the  same  evening  their  first  concert  was 
2^iven,  and  the  second  at  the  same  hour  on  the 
Following  day ;  hut  as  I  was  only  at  the  last, 
which  took  place  at  noon  on  Saturday,  I  shall 
merely  speak  of  that. 

It  must  be  understood,  in  the  meantime,  that 
enthusiasm  for  Denmark  was  fanned  into  a  per- 
fect flame  by  the  singing  of  these  young  fel- 
lows, and  that  the  city,  whether  or  not  it  were 
sufficiently  excited  to  march  out  in  a  body  for 
the  defence  of  its  Scandinavian  sister,  was,  at 
all  events,  perfectly  wild  to  obtain  tickets  for 
the  concerts. 

These  concerts  were  given  in  St.  Catherine's, 
Church.  It  is  a  large  building,  as,  indeed,  are 
all  the  churches  here,  and  as  there  are  but  few, 
the  deficiency  in  number  seems  made  up  by 
their  ample  dimensions.  This  of  St.  Catherine, 
being  one  of  the  largest,  is  capable  of  holding 
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between  2,000  and  3,000  persons.  The  interior, 
in  the  form  of  a  broad  cross,  without  pillars,  and 
with  a  spacious  centre  dome,  is  well  adapted 
for  the  accommodation  of  large  public  as- 
semblies. Unless  the  churches  here  were  used 
for  such  benevolent  pur2)oses,  I  know  not  how 
a  vast  number  of  people  could  be  accommo- 
dated. I 

The  Swedes,  although  they  may  be  a  very 
old  branch  of  the  Scandinavian  family,  have  a 
great  deal  of  youthful  blood  in  their  veins,  and, 
at  the  same  time,  a  vast  amount  of  patience. 
The  throng  bent  on  purchasing  tickets  was  so 
great  as  to  form  one  densely  struggling  mass, 
extending  from  the  opera-house,  where  they 
were  sold,  into  the  adjoining  square.  On  all 
hands  you  heard  the  fear  expressed  that  there 
would  not  be  room  in  the  church  for  all  who 
desired  to  be  there,  and  also  remarks  on  the 
high  price  at  which  the  tickets  were  sold — two 
riksdalers,  less  than  half-a-crown,  which  would 
have  been  thought  wonderfully  cheap  in  Lon- 
don. But,  dear  or  cheap,  all  Stockholm  was 
mad  about  buying  them. 

By  half-past  ten  on  Saturday,  therefore, 
Hulda  and  I  were  at  the  house  of  kind,  good 
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Miss  Vennbcrg,  who  had  asked  us  to  accompauy 
her  and  her  sister  to  the  concluding  concert. 
We  had  not,  however,  gone  far  on  our  way  to 
St.  Catherine's  Church  before  that  universal 
Atlas  who  bears  on  her  shoulders  the  cares  of 
all  the  needy  in  Stockholm,  Miss  Vennbcrg, 
had  to  stop  at  some  land  of  office  to  inquire 
about  poor  Froken  SegersiQl's  little  pension, 
which,  if  not  seen  after  this  day,  would  be  lost, 
and  she  herself  being  now  too  ill  to  do  this 
necessaiy  business,  had  unexpectedly  committed 
it  to  the  universal  friend  in  need. 

At  Miss  Vennberg's  entreaties  we  walked  on, 
and  she  promised  to  hurry  after  us ;  there  was 
only  somebody  to  see,  and  something  to  sign, 
that  was  all,  and  she  would  be  wdth  us  before 
we  reached  the  feriy.  But  tlie  httle  steamer 
was  gone  when,  we  reached  the  shore,  and  we 
had  plenty  of  time  to  hear  that  all  was  now 
safely  and  comfortably  arranged  for  the  poor 
sick  Froken  before  the  next  steamer  crossed. 

We  were,  apparently,  the  last  to  arrive  at 
the  church,  which  was  now  full  to  overflowing. 
What  was  to  be  done  ?  There  seemed  no  pos- 
sibility of  our  entering,  much  less  finding  seats. 
We  looked  at  each  other  in  dismay. 
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"  I  know  that  Froken  Segersall  will  find  us 
seats,"  said  good  Miss  Yennberg,  cheerily,  '*  for 
it  is  she  who  has  detained  us." 

There  was  an  amazing  amount  of  faith  in 
this,  and  as  the  noble  Froken  and  her  mother 
were  both  ill,  I  did  not  see  how  it  was  to  be 
managed.  But  sure  enough,  scarcely  had  the 
question  begun  to  make  us  uneasy,  when  one 
of  the  attentive  stewards,  one  of  the  white - 
capped  students  of  Upsala,  with  a  red  silk  scarf 
tied  round  his  arm,  was  seen  carrying  a  wooden 
bench  from  the  vestry,  or  somewhere  else,  for 
our  use,  which  he  placed  in  a  cool,  roomy 
corner,  apart  from  the  crowd,  where  we  could 
hear  perfectly,  and  have  an  excellent  view  of 
the  singers. 

**Jt  is  all  Froken  Segersall' s  doing,"  said 
Miss  Vennberg,  who  insisted  on  our  first 
seating  ourselves,  it  being  now  discovered  that 
the  bench  would  only  hold  three.  '*  I  have  an 
excellent  seat  here,"  said  she,  pointing  to  a 
ledge  in  the  wall. 

Hulda  would  have  pushed  her  way  through 
the  crowd  in  search  of  a  chair,  if  Miss  Yenn- 
berg would  have  permitted  it.  But  she  would 
not,  simply  saying  that  if  it  were  needful   for 
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her  to  be  seated,  Froken  Segcrsiill  would  find 
her  a  chau*. 

And  strange  as  it  may  seem,  another  young 
red- scarfed  steward  soon  bore  aloft  a  chair  over 
the  heads  of  the  seated  crowd,  and  good  Miss 
Vennberg,  as  she  placed  herself  in  it,  calmly 
remarked  that  the  kind  Froken  Segersiill  would 
not  desert  us. 

Two  hundred  students  composed  the  choir, 
the  remaining  thirty  acting  as  stewards,  and 
most  attentive  and  kind  they  were ;  decanters 
of  deliciously  cold  water,  with  glasses,  being 
carried  round  to  the  whole  audience  during  the 
interval  in  the  performance. 

That  portion  of  the  nave  which  contained 
the  altar  was  appropriated  to  the  singers,  who 
seemed  to  occupy  nearly  a  fourth  of  the 
church.  The  organ  loft  was  filled  by  the 
Royal  family,  and  the  remainder  of  the  church 
by  the  people. 

When  the  two  hundi'ed  voices  burst  forth,  a 
tlnill  passed  through  my  whole  being,  for,  un- 
accompanied by  instrumental  music,  the  voices 
themselves  were  like  a  grand  organ,  or  well- 
appointed  orchestra.  The  programme  con- 
tained the  words  of  all  the   songs,  fourteen  in 
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number,  and  the  concert  was  divided  into  two 
parts.  The  songs  were  principally  Swedish, 
but  there  were  Danish  and  Norwegian,  also  a 
few  German  and  one  French. 

The  third  song,  a  version  of  the  well-known 
German  student  song, 

'*  Was  ist  der  Deiitschen  vaterland?^  " 
was  wonderfully  fine,  and  perhaps  better  than 
anything  else  gives  the  spirit  of  the  concert  : 

What  is  the  Scandinavian's  land  ? 

Is  it  Svealand  ?  *     Is  it  Throndeland  ? 

Or  where  the  blue  Sound's  waters  play 

Round  Copenhagen  fair  and  gay  ? 

Oh,  yes  !  yes,  yes  !     All,  all  is  Scandinavia  ! 

What  is  the  Scandinavian's  land  ? 
It  is  a  great,  a  triune  land  ! 
Where'er  the  northern  tongue  is  known, 
One  heart  beats  in  the  north  alone  ; 
One  blood,  one  hope,  one  triune  band 
Unites  the  Scandinavian  land  ! 

One  are  we,  one  in  heart  and  will ; 
Oh,  God  !  defend  Thy  work  from  ill ! 
And  call  forth  from  our  youthful  race, 
The  heroes  of  their  fathers'  days. 
Then  come  what  may  of  loss  or  gain, 
One  Scandinavia  we  remain  ! 

I  was  delighted  with  a  pleasant  rural  picture, 

*  Sweden,  t  Norway. 
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**  Tlic  Bridal  Processionon  Hardan^'crfjord,'  as 
true  as  that  lovely  outward  picture  produced  by 
the  combined  genius  of  Tidemand  and  Gude, 
of  which  I  have  spoken. 

I  wish  it  were  possible  for  me  to  give  a  trans- 
lation of  this  exquisite  picture  song  with  its 
imagery  of  the  summer- day  sun  shining  on  the 
sparkling  waters  of  the  fjord,  the  mountains 
piercing  the  blue  sky,  the  verdure  and  joyous- 
ness  of  the  scene,  all  clad,  as  it  were,  in 
holiday  attire,  to  welcome  the  procession  that  is 
bringing  home  the  bride,  whose  attendants  sing 
the  while  a  sweet  pastoral  chorus  to  the  ringing 
of  the  bells  of  the  little  church  that  stands  on 
the  receding  promontory. 

Very  different  to  this  was  the  first  piece  in  the 

second  part,  a  drum-march,  in  which  the  lines 

Fire  !  and  carry  off  the  fallen  ; 
Clear  the  deck,  and  sweep  it  clean ! 

I  produced  almost  a  sickening  effect,  reminding 
ime  of  what  a  veteran  blue-jacket  once  said  was 
^the  most  awful  moment  to  him  in  a  naval  en- 
Igagement — the  moment  when  the  deck  was 
strewn  with  sawdust,  preparatory  to  the  blood- 
shed of  the  encounter. 

These  songs  were  followed  by  the   sweetest 
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little  Folks-songs,  some  Norwegian,  which  I 
wish  I  could  give  here,  so  full  are  they  of 
the  half- mournful  spirit  of  that  strong,  earnest 
northern  life. 

I  do  not  wonder  at  the  enthusiasm  of  the 
Stocldiolmers  on  this  occasion,  for  independently 
of  the  intention,  which  was  a  very  popular  one, 
the  spirit  of  the  whole  was  more  than  national, 
and  seemed  to  embrace  the  entire  Scandinavian 
north  as  one  great  brotherhood. 

These  concerts  were  entirely  successful  in  a 
money  point  of  view,  yielding  about  eighteen 
thousand  riksdalers. 

Of  course,  for  days  afterwards  nothing  was 
talked  of  but  the  young  fellows,  whose  white  caps, 
flecking  the  yet  wintry  streets  like  sunshine,  were 
a, very  pleasant  sight.  Wherever  you  went  you 
saw  white  caps — white  caps  calling  on  acquaint- 
ance ;  white  caps  seeing  the  lions  of  Stock- 
holm ;  white  caps  driving  out  by  themselves, 
or  being  driven  out  by  their  entertainers  to 
places  of  resort.  White  caps  mingled  with  the 
crowd  which  assembled  to  gaze  on  the  Royalties 
when  they  really  made  then*  long-expected,  but 
long-delayed,  spring  appearance  on  Whitsun- 
eve,  in  their  customary  drive  to  the  Djurgard. 
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There  was  but  one  shadow  to  the  pleasant, 
unny  picture  of  the  visit  of  the  White-caps, 
nd  that  was,  the  quantity  of  punch  which 
lany  of  them  drank,  and  which  certain  wise 
nd  sober  people  mourned  over  considerably. 

I  must  not  omit  to  add,  in  connection  with 
lis  subject,  that  Madame  Michaeli,  the  Swedish 
rima  donna,  also  desirous  of  aiding  Denmark, 
ave  a  concert  last  Tuesday  afternoon  for  the 
enefit  of  the  suffering  inhabitants  of  Son- 
erborg.  Tante  Fredrika  took  Hulda  and  me, 
Qd  though  we  went  extremely  early,  we  had  the 
reatest  difficulty  in  obtaining  places. 

Madame  Norman,  once  Wilhelmina  Neruda, 
le  celebrated  violinist,  likewise  gave  her  scr- 
ees, and  charmed  the  audience  by  the  sweet 
id  brilliant  tones  of  her  instrument.  The 
ichanted  Swedes  felt  carried  back  to  the 
iumpha  it  days  of  Ole  Bull. 


CHAPTEE    V. 

SPRING-TIME. 

May  26th. — One  evening  lately,  Mr.  E 

Tante  Fredrika's  literary  friend  of  many  year& 
standing,  remarked  to  her  that  he  supposed  th 
happiest  hours  that  she  had  ever  known  wer 
those  employed  in  writing. 

"  I   have   known   far   happier    hours   thai 
those,  God  be  praised  !  "  was  her  reply. 

He  then  inquired  how  it  happened  that   he 
first  work  was  published  at  Upsala. 

*'  I  quietly  wrote  *^  The  Solitary,  and  othe 
Tales,"  replied  she,  '^  and  without  saying  anj 
thing  to  my  family,  sent  the  manuscript  to  m 
brother  at  Upsala ;  and  the  bookseller  to  whoi 
he  took  it,  having  a  literary  sister-in-law,  sh 
read  the  sketches,  and  strongly  recommendin 
her  brother  to  purchase  them,  he  sent  me 
much  larger  sum  of  money  than  I  expecte( 
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till  I  kept  mj  secret,  and  the  first  time  tliat 
heard  of  the  book  in  its  published  form  was 
om  our  friend,  Count  Manderstriim,  then  a 
)ung  man,  at  a  dinner-party  at  our  house.  He 
)oke  in  raptures  of  a  little  book,  called  *'  The 
olitary,  and  other  Tales,"  wondering  much 
ho  the  author  could  be,  and  strongly  recom- 
.ending  it  for  our  perusal.  Afterwards,  having 
3  particular  desire  to  appear  in  public,  I  con- 
Qucd  to  write  for  some  time  without  my 
ime." 

The  conversation  still  continuing  on  the  sub- 
set of  her  works,  Miss  Bremer  regretted  that 
le  ''  President's  Daughters"  was  out  of  print, 
3  Queen  Josephine  had  in  vain  endeavoured  to 
rocure  a  copy  as  a  present  to  her  new  daughter- 
i-law,  and  concluded  with  saying — 

*'  I  am  meditating  anew  complete  edition  of 
ly  novels ;  not  that  I  consider  all  I  have 
Titten  as  w^orth  preserving,  but  because  it 
ould  serve  as  a  mental  chronicle  or  literary 
ography." 

The  plump,  well-to-do  sparrows  are  still 
lirping  merrily  on  the  tall  red  roof  opposite, 
"•hich,  now  devoid  of  snow,  presents  the  Siime 
Dpearance  as  w^ien  I  first  came.     Not  so  the 
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long,  blank  wall,  with  its  two  closed  windows. 
The  canvass  curtain  is  now  removed  from  the 
interior  of  one  of  these,  the  window  is  open,  the 
sunshine  and  fresh  air  stream  in,  and  I  discern 
casts  and  busts  dimly  visible  in  the  large  room 
which  is  thus  partially  revealed. 

The  shut-up  building,  formerly  so  meaning- 
less, is  now  transformed  into  a  place  of  purpose, 
about  which  a  strong  interest  gathers  for  us.  It 
is  the  studio  of  the  great  sculptor,  Qvarnstrom. 
This  would  alone  invest  it  with  importance,  but 
even  beyond  the  admiration  which  is  naturally 
felt  for  his  genius  and  noble  work,  we  are  now 
warmly  grateful  to  him  for  the  interest  which 
he  takes  in  Hulda,  and  the  generous  cordiality 
with  which  he  has  invited  her  to  work  in  this 
his  own  studio. 

The  busy  School  of  Design,  or  rather  of  arts 
and  industry,  with  its  775  male  and  its  475 
female  students,  with  its  drawing,  modelling, 
painting,  architecture,  geometry,  china-paint- 
ing, lithography,  and  French  and  Enghsh 
lessons  at  a  penny  each,  is  now  closed  for  the 
summer. 

What  hard  work  it  has  been  for  Hulda 
through  the  winter !  what  endless  competitions ! 
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It  was  a  blessing  that  this  gigantic  school 
was  close  by  us,  in  Master  Samuel  Street, 
else  the  fatigue  must  have  been  still  greater. 
She  was  always  anxious,  and  sometimes  so 
niggardly  of  time  as  not  to  allow  sufficient  for 
her  mid- day  meal.  Twice  she  was  unable  to 
leave  the  school  at  that  hour,  and  Tante 
Fredrika,  full  of  anxiety  regarding  her  health, 
despatched  me  with  her  dinner  daintily  packed 
in  a  little  basket,  but  I  doubted  whether  she 
would  find  time  to  swallow  it,  even  when  I  had 
set  it  out  as  temptingly  as  I  could  near  her 
easel. 

Miss  Bremer  greatly  deplores  this  excessive 
work,  this  wearing  and  tearing  competition,  not 
alone  for  Hulda's  sake,  but  for  that  also  of  her 
fellow-competitors,  and  fears  that  the  many 
hours'  standing  in  the  close,  oppressively  hot 
rooms,  to  say  nothing  of  the  constant  anxiety, 
will  undermine  their  health. 

The  poor  w^orn  and  weary  workers  were  a 
daily  subject  of  thought  to  Tante  Fredrika  ;  one 
day,  therefore,  she  took  me  out  with  her  and  pur- 
chased a  quantity  of  oranges,  (this  fruit,  it  must 
be  understood,  being  a  far  greater  rarity  and 
delicacy  in  Stockholm  than  with  us  in  England), 
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and  we  carried  thorn  to  Hulda  to  divide  amongst 
her  fevered  and  over- worked  comrades. 

Even  Sara  could  not  keep  silence,  but  put  in 
her  word  of  advice,  telling  Mamsell  Dalil  that 
**  she  would  not  slave  in  that  way  for  anybody, 
or  for  any  purpose,  not  she  !  She  considered  I 
it  nothing  short  of  wickedness  ! ''  Hulda 
replied  by  reminding  her  how  much  she  owed 
to  Mamsell  Bremer  and  her  dear  kind  friends, 
and  how  anxious  she  was,  not  only  not  to 
disappoint  them,  but  to  do  them  honour. 

Nor  has  Hulda  failed.  On  the  contrary,  she 
has  gained  many  medals  and  much  commenda- 
tion. Miss  Bremer  is  delighted  by  such  a  ter- 
mination, especially  as  Hulda' s  health  does  not 
appear  to  have  suffered ;  and  now,  having 
mentioned  her  to  Qvamstrom,  her  industry  and 
great  talents  are  again  acknowledged  in  the 
most  gratifying  manner,  by  his  generously 
offering  to  take  her  to  work  under  him  in  his 
studio  till  she  makes  her  summer  visit  to 
Sodertelje  with  friends.  Li  the  meantime  she 
has  herself  a  key  of  the  great  sculptor's  studio, 
and  is  beginning  to  be  quite  at  home  there. 
Y/e  also,  who  have  liis  permission,  go  to  see 
her  at  work,  scrupulously  choosing  the  hours  of 
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his  absence  that  he  may  not  be  annoyed  by  our 
intrusion. 

The  first  time  we  went  alone,  the  second 
time  Tante  Fredrika  took  with  her  some 
American  friends,  that  they  might  see  Qvam- 
strom's  splendid  statue  of  the  old  Swedish  hero 
of  liberty,  Engebrekt,  who,  in  the  fifteenth 
century,  at  the  head  of  100,000  Dalesmen  and 
others,  drove  the  iniquitous  Danish  oppressors 
from  the  land,  during  the  reign  of  the  cruel 
Erik  XIII. ,  a  Ejng  who  alone  was  worthy 
of  honour  when  he  permitted  his  good 
Queen,  Philippa  of  England,  to  reign  in  his 
stead. 

This  fine  statue  is  now  about  to  be  sent  to 
Munich,  to  be  cast  at  the  renowned  brass  foundr^^ 
there,  and  next  year  it  will  be  erected  with 
great  honour  at  Orebro.  This  town,  the  scene 
of  ^*  Hertha,"  has  been  handsomely  rebuilt 
and  greatly  improved  since  the  noted  fire, 
which  makes  so  important  a  feature  in  that 
story,  and  will  be  justly  distinguished  by  the 
statue  of  this  noble  Svv^edish  hero,  who  was 
murdered,  when  sick  and  weary  on  a  little  island 
not  far  from  Orebro,  bv  the  treacherous  Mans 
Bengtsson   Natt  ocli  Dag   (Night    and   Day), 
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and  buried  afterwards  in  that  town,  though  the 
exact  spot  of  his  interment  is  unknown. 

Magister  Eneroth  has  accompanied  Miss 
Bremer  and  me  to  call  on  his  friend,  Professor 
Bergh.  He  wished  us  to  see  his  beautiful  and 
elegant  house,  with  its  works  of  art  and  fine 
•(d  furniture  ;  above  all.  Professor  Bergh  him- 
self, his  wife,  their  two  lovely  little  boys,  and 
his  pictures.  We  were  as  much  pleased  in 
every  respect  as  he  could  desire.  The  house 
stands  loftily  in  a  garden,  once  an  old  orchard, 
and  is  exactly  the  home  for  this  painter.  He 
is  just  now  completing  a  fine  landscape,  ^'A 
Waterfall  on  GuUspang's  Kiver,"  which  flows 
into  the  great  Wener  Lake.  The  exuberant, 
transparent  waters  seem  to  rush  from  under  the 
stone  bridge  out  of  the  very  picture  itself. 

2Sth  of  May^  or  flower-month,  according  to 
the  old  Swedish  name,  and  truly  flowers  have 
at  last  come,  not  with  May-day,  however,  the 
real  May- day  being  here  that  of  Midsummer  ; 
although  people  drove  out  into  the  Djurgard  to 
w^elcome  the  return  of  spring  on  the  first  of  the 
month,  yet  it  seemed  a  perfect  mockery.    There 
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may  almost  be  said  to  be  no  spring  here.  It  is 
but  the  initial-letter  in  the  missal-pa^^e  of 
summer.  The  Koyal  Family  were  wise,  and 
deferred  their  customary  state  spring  drive 
until  Whitsuntide,  as  I  have  already  said.  Not 
so,  however,  the  town  generally.  Between  six 
and  seven  in  the  evening,  a  stream  of  vehicles, 
some  private  carriages,  many  hired  ones,  with 
a  pair  of  horses,  droskies,  and  vans,  amongst 
the  others  the  familiar  Garibaldi  and  Swallow, 
conveyed  grand  gentlemen  and  ladies  in  summer 
costume,  tradesmen,  and  artisans  out  to  the 
Djurgfird. 

Fru  Knutsson,  who  is  a  stickler  for  all  out- 
ward observances,  also  took  her  drive,  in  grand 
attire,  attended  by  Herman  and  Fritz,  and  has 
been  very  poorly  ever  since  from  the  cold  she 
caught  on  the  occasion. 

**  But  I  would  rather  have  influenza,  rather 
strip  the  very  dress  off  my  back,  than  not  be  able 
to  take  my  spring  drive  to  the  DjurgArd  in  a 
carriage  with  my  boys  !  It's  a  rule,  and  I'll 
never  swerve  from  it  on  the  first  of  May  !  "  said 
she  as  emphatically  as  her  hoarseness  would 
allow. 

Snow  has  fallen  sli<j:htlv  since  the  first  of 
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May,  but  the  weather  has  been  generally  dry 
and  bleak,  so  that  the  grass  is  stunted,  and  the 
buddmg  of  the  trees  is  checked.  When  the 
woods  in  England  had  assumed  their  first  ruddy 
flush  of  spring,  and  primroses  starred  the 
banks,  the  flinty  earth  here  was  flowerless,  and 
the  trees  cold  and  corpse-like.  At  length,  blue 
hepaticas,  the  immortalized  flower  of  Swedish 
poets,  appeared  in  the  market ;  next  came 
white  anemones,  then  ficaries,  and  a  few  single 
daffodils,  called  Whitsuntide  lilies  by  the  old 
market-women.  After  them  the  little  wild 
pansy,  called  pensee,  or  stepmother's  violet, 
bunches  of  small  cowslips,  and  these  now  are 
intermingled  with  dwarf  purple  orchises  ;  also 
little  nosegays  of  beldame's  teeth,  as  they 
are  called,  a  kind  of  large  yellow  trefoil  or 
lotus. 

Young  nettle-tops  are  now  sold  for  spring-soup, 
which  is  made  smooth  and  thick,  of  a  spinach- 
colour,  eaten  with  poached  eggs.  We  ate  our 
first  nettle  soup  some  time  since,  the  day  after 
that  on  which  Xante  Fredrika  and  I  had  been 
to  a  certain  sunny  spot  in  Skeppsholm,  where, 
she  says,  the  grass  springs  earliest,  to  find  the 
first  green  blades.     We  brought  a  few  back 
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with  US  for  Hulda,  together  with  a  little  brown- 
stemmed,  yellow  coltsfoot  flower. 

Since  then  a  great  change  has  taken  place. 
The  air  is  warm  and  pleasant,  and  huxom 
Dalecarlian  lasses,  in  their  canary- coloured 
or  scarlet  aprons  and  close-fitting  white  or 
fancy  chintz  skull-caps,  may  be  seen  outside 
Stockholm,  digging  the  now  loosened  mould 
amongst  metallic -gi-een  gooseberry-bushes.  To- 
day the  sun  shines  warmly,  and  Tante 
Fredrika,  Miss  Octayia  Carlen  and  I,  have  been 
a  country  ramble  at  noon,  making  a  circuit  by 
the  Observatory  and  Sabbatsberg,  a  rural 
asylum  for  poor  old  people. 

Evelma,  in  *'The  Home,"  says,  *'My  family 
belonged  to  the  middle-class,  and  we  prided 
ourselves  upon  it.  We  looked  down  on  the 
privileges  of  the  aristocracy,  and  still  more 
despised  the  pleasures  of  the  lower  orders. 
When  any  public  festivity  attracted  the  world 
to  Haga  or  the  Djurgard,  our  caleche,  if  it  went 
out  at  all,  was  sure  to  diive  to  Sabbatsberg,  or 
some  other  then  deserted  place,  and  we  com- 
mended our  philosophy.  Yet  we  were  never  in 
our  hearts  the  happier  for  it." 

We,  on  the  contrary,  were  made  extremely 
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happy  by  our  ramble  to  Sabbatsberg.  We 
entered  an  enclosure,  and  climbed  a  grey, 
primitive  rock,  the  interstices  of  which  were 
covered  with  stone-crop  and  milk-white  saxi- 
frage, little  vetches,  and  small  forget-me-nots. 
An  old  ash-grey,  hooded  crow,  with  black 
wings,  croaked  hoarsely  on  a  budding  tree. 

"A  sign  that  some  one  is  coming,  as  they 
say  in  the  country,"  remarked  Miss  Carlen. 

What  may  be  in  the  future  for  us  I  cannot 
say,  but  of  one  stranger  who  has  already  been 
to  our  house,  I  can  speak  confidently. 

Sara  presented  herself  one  day  at  dinner 
with  a  face  full  of  utter  despair  and  consterna- 
tion. 

*' Very  bad  news  have  I  to  give!"  she  ex- 
claimed. ^'  Mamsell  Bremer's  own  particular 
silver  knife  is  gone  !  Mamsell  Bremer  won't 
fancy  her  dinner  without  it !  But  it  shall  be 
got  back  !  I  know  the  thief ;  a  great  tall 
Dalesman,  who  came  this  morning  with  a  beg- 
ging-list. I  told  him  that  I  never  encouraged 
such  people,  and  that  Mamsell  Bremer  was 
out.  There  he  stood,  pleading  hunger  and  a 
large  family,  and  a  great  deal  more,  till  at  last, 
in  desperation,  I  came  to  lay  the  cloth,  and 
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when  I  went  back  lie  was  gone,  and  with  liim 
Mamsell  Bremer's  favourite  silver  knife,  for  it 
was  on  the  table  when  I  left.  But  I  have  sent 
a  hue  and  cry  after  him,  I  have  !  and  lilla 
Mamsell  Dahl  can  spring  round  to  the  silver- 
smiths in  the  afternoon,  and  warn  them  against 
buying  the  knife  !" 

^*  Nay,  that  cannot  be!"  said  Xante  Fred- 
rika,  calmly,  **she  has  something  better  to  do ; 
besides,  they  would  be  insulted  at  the  idea  of 
buying  stolen  goods  ! " 

The  next  morning,  to  make  the  matter 
worse,  the  wicked  Dalecarlian  stranger  sent  his 
little  boy  to  beg,  *'  so  sore  was  their  distress  ! " 
Even  Tante  Fredrika  was  annoyed  at  this,  and 
retm^ned  a  stern  message  that  she  had  reason 
to  suspect  his  father  of  having  stolen  a  silver 
knife  the  day  before,  and  that  it  w^as  her  inten- 
tion to  have  the  matter  investigated. 

The  boy  fled  in  alarm. 

Some  days  elapsed,  and  Sara  again  made 
her  appearance  at  dinner-time,  wdtli  a  face  of 
buch  consternation  and  dismay  as  w^e  had  never 
before  beheld,  with  the  missing  knife  in  her 
hand. 
;     **0h!  Mamsell  Bremer,'*  she  said,  almost  in 


94        WITH  FREDRIKA  BREMER. 

.1  broken  voice,  **  It  was  the  hazel  hen  that 
had  the  knife,  and  not  that  tall,  famishing 
Dalesman  !  Oh,  Mamsell  Bremer !  if  it  had 
not  been  for  plucking  that  foolish  bird  for 
company  in  the  evening,  there  never  would 
have  been  this  piece  of  work.  I  found  the 
silver  knife  amongst  the  feathers  !  Oh,  Mam- 
sell Bremer  !  and  that  poor  man  is  trembling 
all  over  this  while,  and  as  innocent  as  a  lamb  ! 
But  I'll  find  him  and  befriend  him  ! " 

As  soon,  therefore,  as  our  dinner  was  over, 
Sara  set  off  in  search  of  the  falsely  accused 
Dalesman.  Hours  passed  before  she  returned; 
she  had  sought  him  everywhere,  but  in  vain. 
She  could  learn  nothing  of  him,  but  had 
reason  to  believe  that  he  had  fled  back  to  the 
Dales. 

So  much  for  our  stranger. 


J: 


CHAPTER  VI. 
SUMMER  FLITTINGS. 

Tuesday,  June  7th. — The  Seminarinm  is 
low  closed.  The  long  hardworking  session  is 
Dver.  Many  students  leave  entirely,  for  the 
.hree  sessions  since  the  opening  of  the  institu- 
tion are  now  ended.  What  anxious,  earnest 
•aces  have  been  visible  amongst  the  hard-work- 
ng  students,  with  the  examinations  before  them 
)r  in  progress !  Now,  in  possession  of  their 
satisfactory  certificates,  what  a  change  is  come 
)ver  every  one  ! 

Amongst  ^the  foremost  who  have  passed  with 
bonour  is  Edla.  She  now  leaves  with  flying 
3olours. 

It  is  pleasant  too  to  hear  of  the  stipends 
w^hich  the  Government  has  given  to  several  girls 
^^ho  had  insufficient  means  to  pursue  their 
studies,  were  out  of  health,  or  to  whom,  from 


96  WITH    FREDRIKA    BREMER. 

some    other    cause,    such    a    provision    was 
needful. 

The  little  Seminarium  world  is  now  dispersed ; 
some  of  the  girls  have  left  for  different  country 
homes ;  some  are  already  preparing  for  situa- 
tions which  are  offered  to  them  as  governesses. 
The  leave-takings  have  been  unending ;  some 
real  farewells ;  others  auf  wiedersehen,  and 
never,  certainly,  was  the  general  good  under- 
standing amongst  the  young  students  so  ap- 
parent as  now.  One  warm-hearted  girl,  Lucia, 
devotes  her  life,  at  the  present  moment,  to 
speed  the  parting  scholar.  It  matters  not  to 
her  at  what  hour  or  at  what  distance,  she  is 
sure  to  be  found  at  the  boat  ready  to  say  a 
last  adieu,  and  to  testify  her  good-will  by  some 
parting  token  of  affection. 
-  Physiology,  theology,  chemistry,  mathe- 
matics, history,  all  have  to  abdicate  in  favour 
of  rest,  recreation,  and  country  relaxation. 
Nor  indeed,  is  this  general  uprising  and  going 
away  confined  to  the  Ssminarium,  it  is  the 
whole  spirit  of  Stockholm  at  this  season.  The 
custom  here  seems  to  be  that  people  should 
spend  the  long  winter  months  in  laying  up,  like, 
bees,  a  yearly  supply  of  mental  food,  and  then 
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,s  soon  as  the  beautiful,  and  here  thorou^'lily 
ppreciated,  summer  sets  in,  to  fly  away  into 
unshine,  and  to  linger  amongst  flowers  until 
iitumn  blasts  and  desolating  rain  send  them 
ack  again  into  their  hives. 

During  the  whole  of  this  month  heavily- 
iden  carts  have  been  seen  leaving  Stockholm ; 
Dme  bound  west,  some  east,  some  north,  some 
outh,  containing  the  household  plenishing, 
le  baby's  cradle,  and  the  canary  in  its  cage, 
)r  some  little  shanty  by  the  side  of  a  pleasant 
reek,  and  amongst  meadow  lands  and  birch 
oods.  Grandees  flit  to  their  country  resi- 
ences  without  the  inconvenience  of  their  town 
u'niture  having  to  do  double  duty.  In  the 
leantime  the  capital  assumes  its  deshabille, 
plendid  flats  and  more  modest  ones  also 
jstify  to  their  occupants'  fliglit  to  the  country, 
y  their  opaque  windows  which  now,  in  the 
3sence  of  blinds  or  shutters,  are  carefully 
hitewashed  within  to  exclude  the  sun.  Many 
'  these  dwellings  are  locked  up  for  the  sum- 
ler,  the  servants  having  been  removed  with 
le  families  to  enjoy  wdth  them  ^'the  verdure.'* 
veryone  endeavours  to  be  ofi"  and  away  before 
idsummer-day,    after    which    Stockholm    is 

h 
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abandoned  to  stray  tourists,  who,  naturally 
coming  to  the  north  in  summer,  find  the  Swe- 
dish capital  a  very  dull  place.  None  remain 
who  are  not  compelled  by  circumstances  to  do 
so,  and  they  compensate  themselves  by  con- 
stant visits  to  the  rural  Djurgard,  Haga,  and 
other  sweet  places  of  resort. 

The  question  which  everybody  now  addresses 
to  me  is,  '*  Where  is  the  summer  residence  to 
be?" 

To  which  I  reply,  ^^  I  am  going  with  Tante 

o 

Fredrika  in  the  first  intance  to  Arsta,  the  old 
family  seat,  afterwards  with  her  to  Kolmorden 
marble  quarry.  In  the  first  place,  however, 
Ingeborg,  Edla,  and  I,  start  for  a  three  days' 
visit  to  our  Upsala  aunt,  who  is  already  there,; 
and  expecting  us." 

We  start  to-morrow  if  it  do  not  absolutely,  as| 
is  said  here,  rain  old  men  and  women,  which  looks! 
likely  enough.  Tante  Fredrika,  however,  says  it!i 
will  be  fine.  She  has  great  luck  in  travelling, 
and  has  invested  us  with  the  same,  having  no 
need  of  it  herself  whilst  she  stays  quietly  at  home.ii 

Tante  Fredrika  takes  great  pleasure  in  the' 
prospect  of  three  of  her  children,  as  she  calls 
us,  seeing  Upsala,  a  city  connected  with  Swedish 
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history  from  the  very  earhest  times,  and 
assuredly  it  is  one  of  the  most  remarkable 
localities  in  the  land. 

The  whole  town  and  neighhom-hood  teem 
with  historic  memories.  In  fiction  and  in  fact, 
Upsala  has  ever  been  the  site  of  pageant  and 
peaceful  learning.  Yet  amongst  the  many 
memories  which  this  ancient  city  recall  to  Miss 
Bremer's  mind  none  are  pleasanter  than  two 
incidents  which  have  come  under  her  personal 
knowledge,  and  which  I  will  relate  ;    namely  : 

There  was,  in  the  early  part  of  this  century, 
a  young  student  lately  come  to  Upsala,  the  son 
of  a  poor  widow,  who  was  standing  with  some 
of  his  college  companions  in  one  of  the  public 
walks  on  a  fine  Sunday  morning.  As  they  w^ere 
thus  standing,  the  young  daughter  of  the 
Governor,  a  good  and  beautiful  girl,  was  seen 
approaching  them  on  her  way  to  church,  accom- 
panied by  her  governess. 

Suddenly  the  widow's  son  exclaimed,  '^  I  am 
sure  that  young  girl  would  give  me  a  kiss  !  " 

His  companions  laughed,  and  one  of  them, 
'  a  rich  young  fellow,  said,   ^^  It  is  impossible! 
Thou,    an  utter     stranger,    and    in  a   public 
I  thoroughfare.     It  is  too  absurd  to  think  of." 

/i2 
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**  Nevertheless,    I  am    confident  of  what 
Bay,"  returned  the  otlier. 

The  rich  student  offered  to  lay  a  heavy  wa<^e 
that,  so  far  from  succeeding,  he  would  not  eve; 
venture  to  propose  such  a  thing. 

Taking  him  at  his  word,  the  poor  studeni 
the  moment  the  young  lady  and  her  attend  an 
had  passed,  followed  them,  and  politely  address 
ing  them  they  stopped,  on  w^hich  in  a  modefi 
and  straightforward  manner  he  said,  speakin 
to  the  Governor's  daughter,  "It  entirely  resi 
with  Froken  to  make  my  fortune." 

'^  How  so  ?  "  demanded  she,  greatl 
amazed. 

"  I  am  a  poor  student,"  said  he,  "  the  son  c 
a  widow.  If  Froken  would  condescend  to  giv 
me  a  kiss,  I  should  win  a  large  sum  of  mone^ 
^vhich,  enabling  me  to  continue  my  studies 
would  relieve  my  mother  of  a  great  anxiety." 

*'  If  success  depend  on  so  small  a  thing, 
said  the  innocent  girl,  "  I  can  but  comply  ; 
and  therewith,  sweetly  blushing,  she  gave  hir 
a  kiss,  just  as  if  he  had  been  her  brother. 

Without  a  thought  of  wrong- doing,  th 
young  girl  went  to  church,  and  afterwards  tolc 
her  father  of  the  encounter. 
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The  next  dav,  the  Governor  summoned  tlie 
bold  student  to  his  presence,  anxious  to  see  the 
sort  of  person  who  had  thus  dared  to  accost  his 
lau^diter.  But  the  young  man's  modest  de- 
meanour at  once  favourahly  impressed  him.  lie 
lieard  his  story,  and  was  so  well  pleased  that  he 
invited  him  to  dine  at  the  castle  twice  a 
veek. 

In  about  a  year  the  young  lady  married  the 
student  whose  fortune  she  had  thus  made,  and 
who  is  at  the  present  day  one  of  the  most 
celebrated  Swedish  philologists.  His  amiable 
wife  died  a  few  years  since. 

The  second  story  was  told  to  Tante  Fredrika 
when  on  a  visit  in  Upsala. 

A  young  physician,  Carl  A ,  accompanied 

the  Swedish  army  on  the  Norwegian  campaign. 
i  terrible  ophthalmia  broke  out  as  an  epide- 
tnic  in  the  camp,  to  the  treatment  of  which  the 
young  doctor  devoted  himself.  Shortly  after, 
bowever,  he  himself  became  attacked  by  it,  and 
sad  to  say,  although  all  who  were  under  his 
treatment  recovered,  yet  he  himself,  either  from 
his  inability  to  prescribe  in  his  own  case,  or 
some  other  cause,  was  obliged  to  leave  the 
army  and  Return  to  Stockholm.    Here  he  placed 
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himself  under  the  care  of  the  most  skilful  ocu- 
list, but  in  vain.  He  knew  himself  to  he 
hopelessly  blind. 

Doctor  A was  only  three   and  twenty 

when  life  was  thus  darkened  to  him.  Blind  as 
he  was,  however,  he  had  fortunately  an  occu- 
pation, amidst  which  it  was  possible,  at  least 
for  the  time,  to  forget  his  misfortune.  He  was 
a  fine  musician,  and  the  hours  spent  at  the 
piano  were  now  his  happiest.  Nevertheless, 
the  early,  joyous  current  of  his  life  was  changed, 
and  unconsciously,  his  youthful  countenance 
became  aged  before  its  time. 

A  friend  desirous  of  diverting  his  mind  in- 
vited him,  after  his  blindness  had  continued  for 
a  year  or  two,  to  take  a  little  journey  with  him 
into  the  country.  On  the  afternoon  of  the  first 
day  they  took  up  their  quarters  at  an  inn  in  the 

town  of  N ,  Carl  A being  conducted  by 

his  friend  to  a  room  on  the  second  story,  where 
he  requested  him  to  wait  whilst  he  went  out  to 
call  on  an  acquaintance. 

One  hour  passed ;  several  hours  passed,  and 
his  friend  did  not  return.  It  was  now  evening, 
and  the  blind  young  man,  uneasy  and  alarmed, 
groped  his  way  into  another  apartment  opening 
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into  the  passage,  whence  he  could  hear  what 
went  on  below.  Here  he  perceived  sounds  of 
^^oing  and  coming,  all  the  usual  business  of  the 
inn,  but  nothing  that  could  solve  the  mystery 
of  his  friend's  strange  absence.  He  called,  but 
no  one  heard.  Hungry  and  uneasy,  he  seated 
himself  and  again  waited. 

Presently  he  caught  a  sound  of  Hght  foot- 
steps in  the  passage.  He  rose  hastily,  came 
forward,  and  again  calling,  a  friendly  female 
voice  answered,  inquiring  who  spoke. 

He  mentioned  his  name,  and  described  his 
situation. 

'*  Carl  A ! "  exclaimed  the  friendly  young 

voice,  drawing  near  to  where  he  stood.  "  Then 
we  are  cousins.     How  singular  this  meeting  ! 

I  am  Helena  N ,  and  am  now  here  with  my 

father  on  our  homeward  journey.  Let  me  lead 
you  to  him.  Stay  with  us  ;  we  are  just  going 
to  supper,  and  in  the  meantime  we  will  have 
your  friend  inquired  after." 

The  blind  physician  gladly  stretched  out  his 
liand,  and  Helena  conducted  him  to  her  father. 

The  friend  never  returned.  News  almost  im- 
mediately reached  the  inn  that  he  had  been 
seized  by  apoplexy  in  the  street,  where  he  had 


104  WITH    FREDRIKA    BREMER. 

fallen,  and  being  carried  into  a  surgery,  died. 
there  shortly  afterwards. 

Helena  and  her  father  took  their  blind  re- 
lative with  them  to  their  country  home.  She 
devoted  herself  to  him  as  a  cheerful  friend  and 
guide,  and  he  rewarded  her  by  the  deepest  love. 

Two  years  after  their  first  meeting  in  N 

they  became  husband  and  wife,  and  when 
Helena's  father  died,  and  their  circumstances 
were  less  prosperous^  she  was  able  to  maintain 
him  by  the  work  of  her  clever  fingers. 

They  were  aged  people  when  Miss  Bremer 
saw  them.  They  were  walking  side  by  side 
under  green  summer  trees  at  XJpsala,  calm, 
bright  figures,  and  all  was  bright  and  calm 
around  them. 

**  See,  is  not  that  beautiful  ?"  said  the  friend 
who  was  with  Miss  Bremer,  pointing  to  them. 
*'  She  never  leaves  him.  She  has  ever  been  a 
kind  and  faithful  wife,  and  he  lives  but  in  her. 
They  are  a  happy  couple.  Love  has  conquered 
misfortune !  " 


CHAPTER  VII. 

VISIT  TO  UPSALA. 

Saturday,  June  11th. — On  Wednesday 
morning,  rising  unusually  early,  I  beheld  the 
•sun  shining  gloriously  on  a  ground  moistened  by 
very  acceptable  rain,  which  had  fallen  during 
the  night.  Vegetation,  hitherto  so  parched  and 
drooping,  now  shone  forth  in  its  spring  fresh- 
ness and  verdure. 

We  were  all  early,  but  Tante  Fredrika  was, 
I  believe,  the  earliest.  We  took  coffee  at  half- 
past  six,  and  between  seven  and  eight  started 
for  the  boat.  Tante  Fredrika  and  Hulda  both 
kindly  determined  to  see  us  off. 

When  we  reached  the  ferry,  where  a  little 
steamer  would  convey  us  in  a  few  minutes  to 
Ritldarholm,  our  place  of  embarkation,  we 
found  my  two  travelling  companions,  with 
Lucia  and  another  Seminarium  friend  awaiting 
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me,  and  after  hearty  congratulations  on  the 
change  in  the  weather,  we  went  on  board  the 
*'  Garibaldi." 

The  pleasant,  many-islanded  Malar  stretched 
temptingly  before  us,  and  as  we  gazed  Stock- 
holm-ward we  saw  white  waving  signals  in  the 
receding  distance,  the  waving  pocket-handker- 
chiefs of  dear  Tante  Fredrika  and  the  young 
group  around  her,  who,  instead  of  returning 
home  directly,  had  gone  on  board  the  **  Wes- 
teras,"  which  was  lying  to,  and  thence  sent 
their  kind  wishes  after  us  with  untiring  good- 
will. 

Our  course  was  up  the  Malar,  and  exceed- 
ingly pleasant,  winding  about  amongst  its 
many  islands,  although,  perhaps,  at  length, 
rather  wearisome  from  its  unvarying  features. 
These  consist  of  innumerable  rocky  islands, 
generally  covered  with  fir  and  birch,  and 
sprinkled  with,  here  and  there,  a  large  square 
mansion  standing  on  an  eminence  and  often 
built  of  wood,  but  still  more  frequently  with 
red  or  yellow  painted  cabins,  sheltered  by  tall 
grey  moss-covered  rocks,  or  standing  free  on 
some  pleasant,  sunny  promontory. 

We  caught  a  flitting  glimpse  of  Drottning- 
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holm,  the  Eoyal  residence,  surrounded  by  its 
park ;  and  beyond,  a  settlement  of  brightly- 
coloured  wooden  cottages,  of  which  I  have 
already  spoken,  where  the  citizens  of  Stockholm 
settle  themselves  down  during  the  summer,  and 
lead  rural  unsophisticated  lives. 

There  are  no  large  towns,  nor  even  vil- 
lages. Every  now  and  then  the  *' Garibaldi'* 
stops  at  some  wooden  bridge  or  little  pier,  at 
which  a  country-woman  or  other  quiet  passen- 
ger is  put  out,  apparently  as  if  to  visit  the 
tenderly  green  birch  trees  or  the  white  ane- 
mones, for  rarely  is  a  human  being  in  sight ; 
or  perhaps  it  may  be  to  take  in  some  solitary 
passenger  brought  off  from  those  pleasant 
shores  in  a  little  boat. 

The  Malar  has  between  three  and  four  hun- 
dred islands,  some  say  more,  which  divide  the 
lake  into  innumerable  straits,  so  that  now  one 
feels  as  if  steaming  up  a  river,  and  anon  as  if 
upon  a  small  lake.  The  islands  becoming 
fewer  as  we  approach  Upsala,  the  water 
assumes  a  more  important  character. 

The  onlf  town  we  pass  is  the  venerable  and 
historical  Sigtuna,  the  old  city  of  Odin,  where 
he   settled   with   his    followers    on   his   great 
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migration  from  the  East.  It  lies  like  a  quiet 
village  on  a  low  hill  commanding  a  wide  creek, 
and  with  its  prominent  old  grey  square 
tower,  is  one  of  the  last  remains  of  bygone  1 
ages.  The  next  place  of  especial  interest  is 
the  huge  pile  of  Skokloster,  rising  square  and 
white  on  the  left  bank,  backed  by  woods,  and 
characterized  by  four  octagonal  towers.  This 
place  is  connected  with  the  memories  of  the 
Brahes  and  the  Wrangels,  and  is  again  in  pos- 
session of  the  former  celebrated  family.  St. 
Brigitta,  the  holy  patroness  of  Sweden,  was  by 
birth  a  Brahe,  and  the  beautiful  Ebba  Brahe  is 
renowned  in  history  for  the  love  given  to  her 
by  Gustavus  Adolphus.  It  is  now  celebrated 
for  its  rare  collection  of  pictures,  armour,  and 
old  furniture. 

Towards  two  o'clock  we  entered  the  narrow 
channel  of  the  much  sung  and  talked  of  little 
river  Fyris,  which,  rising  in  the  neighbourhood 
of  the  great  mine  of  Dannemora,  passes  through 
Upsala,  and  at  the  distance  of  a  few  miles  links 
the  old  city  with  the  Malar.  Here  a  vast  plain 
opens  on  our  right. 

'^  Yonder  is  the  church  of  Danmark  !"  said 
an  elderly  gentleman  who  had  kindly  pointed 
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out  to  US  the  various  places  of  interest  which 
we  had  passed,  ^^  so  called  from  a  victory 
gained  over  the  Danes  many  hundred  years  ago." 

Furthermore,  our  companion  informed  us 
that,  going  to  Upsala  as  the  guests  of  Mrs. 
Theta,  otherwise  Aunt  Jane,  we  should  see 
everything  under  the  most  favourable  auspices  : 
a  piece  of  information  which  we  were  quite 
prepared  for. 

Of  the  minor  features  of  this  Swedish  land- 
scape, I  must  not  omit  the  nodding  fritillaries 
(Fritillaria  meleagris),  of  a  dusky  chequered 
red,  and  the  bud  of  which  so  exactly  resembles 
the  head  of  a  serpent.  These  flowers,  inter- 
spersed with  a  white  variety,  cover  this  vast 
extent  of  marshy  meadow  land,  called  the 
King's  Meadow,  and  give  to  it  a  character  of 
singular  beauty.  Though  these  flowers  abound 
here  they  are  rare  in  Sweden,  growing  only  in 
one  other  tract,  where  they  are  called  the 
King's  Meadow  lilies,  from  their  having  been 
introduced  from  Upsala. 

*' Yonder  are  the  tumuli  of  Old  Upsala," 
said  our  friendly  cicerone,  pointing  to  some 
round  lofty  mounds  on  the  horizon,  with  a 
simple  old  church  by  their  side,  **  and  here  you 
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have  the  Cathedral  of  New  Upsala  on  the  hill," 
added  he,  as  we  neared  a  red-brick  pile  with 
its  twin  spires. 

Anon  we  are  steaming  alongside  a  promenade 
on  the  left  bank,  where  White -caps  are  pacing 
up  and  down  in  friendly  groups,  interspersed 
with  quiet  inhabitants  who  are  evidently  in  no 
hurry  about  anything.  Now  we  are  at  the 
landing-place,  and  amongst  others  who  are 
waiting  for  their  friends,  we  recognize  Mrs. 
Theta,  who  nods  and  smiles  to  us  from  under 
her  broad  hat  trimmed  with  Tartan  ribbons. 
All  the  world  here  is  wearing  the  Tartan  plaid 
in  ribbons,  trimmings,  and  cloaks,  from  the 
Koyalties  downwards. 

The  moment  I  was  on  shore  I  was  accosted 
by  a  young  lady,  whose  bright  intelligent 
countenance  attracted  me  at  once. 

*'I  am  Thora  Kappasigma,'*  she  said,  *^and 
we  are  to  say  Du  from  the  first ;  Tante  Theta 
says  we  may,  and  this  will  make  our  conversa- 
tion easy." 

I  was  well  pleased  with  the  arrangement, 
and  my  companions  were  escorted  by  Marie 
Upsilon,  another  young  lady,  of  equally  win- 
ning appearance  and  manners. 


t 


VISIT    TO    UPSALA.  Ill 

It  was  now  early  afternoon,  very  warm, 
regular  summer  weather,  which  everybody 
seemed  greatly  to  enjoy.  The  house  of  Mrs. 
Theta  was  at  some  distance,  and  on  our  way 
thither  we  followed  the  course  of  the  little 
Fyris,  which  is  crossed  here  and  there  by  a 
bridge,  and  on  each  side  of  which  runs  a  street 
of  wooden  houses.  Stone  houses  are  rare,  nor 
am  I  sure  that  these  streets  were  paved ;  at  all 
events,  not  on  both  sides,  and  the  whole  place 
seemed  to  me  as  primitive  and  countrified  as 
any  little  town  in  the  far  west  of  America 
would  have  been. 

^'  This  house  is  Perfectum,  and  that  Pliis- 
quam-pei'fectum,''  said  my  friend  Thora,  pointing 
out  two  houses.  *'  It  is  the  usual  stvle  here. 
Confectwn  is,  for  instance,  the  confectioner's ; 
Infectum  is  the  Anatomy  Institute  ;  and  Sachsen 
Brandenburg,  a  house  rebuilt  after  a  fire.  But 
you'll  hear  all  the  names  in  time.  The  stu- 
dents have  given  them  these  names." 

The  students  here,  I  may  mention,  are 
divided  into  nations,  and  each  nation  has  its 
House,  or  place  of  meeting,  where  they  read 
the  papers  and  congregate  for  social  intercourse, 
a  sort  of  club,  in  fact.     On  our  way,  therefore, 
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we  turned  into  the  *^  Ostgotha-nation  House," 
a  primitive,  yellow-painted,  wooden  building, 
with  a  little  grass-plot  in  front.  Inside  it 
consists  simply  of  a  large  hall,  with  a  second 
apartment  leading  out  of  it,  which  is  the  news- 
room, supplied  with  papers  and  hung  round 
with  oil-portraits  of  distinguished  members, 
amongst  which  was  that  of  Berzelius. 

Next  we  found  ourselves  in  a  little  fair,  one 
of  the  three  annual  fairs  held  in  Upsala,  but, 
unfortunately,  the  least  important,  the  only 
wares  they  seemed  to  be  selling  being  wooden 
pails,  spades,  and  other  implements,  all  made 
of  wood  as  white  as  snow.  There  was,  how- 
ever, a  crowd  of  country  people,  and  plenty  of 
little  brown  horses. 

After  the  fair  we  came  to  the  Upsala  water- 
mill,  and  here  again  crossing  the  river  to  the 
side  on  which  we  landed  we  found  ourselves  at 
the  entrance  of  a  shady  court  with  a  white 
house  at  the  farther  end,  and  on  either  hand, 
standing  at  right  angles,  a  little  bright  brown- 
red  cottage  of  two  stories. 

*'  Now,  my  girls,  you  are  at  the  monastery  ! 
and  a  hearty  welcome  to  it!"  said  our  kind 
hostess. 
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The  white  house  shaded  by  the  fresh  green 
trees,  the  house  of  Mrs.  Theta,  had  formerly 
been  a  monastery,  which  fact  is  commemorated 
by  a  grey  stone  over  the  entrance,  on  which 
may  be  read :  '^Reste  d'un  Monastere  Franciscain. 
Repare  ran  1788."  Our  especial  quarters  were 
not,  however,  under  the  roof  of  the  old  Fran- 
ciscans, but  within  the  quaint  cottage  on  the 
left  hand.  A  most  quaint  and  homely  cottage 
it  was,  but  all  the  more  amusing  on  that 
account.  The  little  staircase,  for  instance,  had 
such  narrow  steps  that  it  required  you  to  fly  up 
on  tiptoe.  How  the  students,  whose  rooms, 
now  in  their  absence,  we  were  to  occupy, 
climbed  it  I  know  not.  All  the  wood- work, 
too,  was  rough  and  simple.  The  two  little 
chambers  appropriated  to  us,  with  their 
windows  facing  the  road,  were  occupied  during 
the  University  session,  each  by  its  student,  but 
bhis  being  now  closed,  they  were  vacant,  and 
we  were  left  to  draw  surmises  as  to  the  habits 
md  characters  of  their  usual  occupants  from 
;he  traces  which  they  had  left  behind.  Their 
names,  written  on  cards  and  nailed  to  the 
loors,  gave  the  first  information.  Mine  was 
liat  of  a  student  of  law,  as  I  divined  from  the 
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books  on  his  shelves,  and  a  rehgious-minded 
industrious,  and  somewhat  poetical  young  man 
from  the  well-worn  New  Testament,  old  dici 
tionaries,  and  Milton's  ^'  Paradise  Lost,"  ii 
Swedish.  I  had  a  grand  silk  patchwork  qui 
on  my  bed,  but  this  I  suspect  belonged  to  m 
hostess. 

When  I  looked  from  my  window  I  coul 
have  fancied  myself  in  some  real  little  Wels 
inn,  for  the  aspect  of  things  out  of  doors  w£ 
quite  of  that  character.  There  was  the  litt" 
river  running  along  its  stony  bed,  its  banl 
scattered  with  trees,  but  instead  of  opposi 
mountains,  rose  the  old  red-brick  cathedral  wi1 
its  twin  spires,  the  whole  imposing  from  i 
bulk  rather  than  its  architectural  pretension) 
with  more  wooden  houses  and  overshadowiil 
trees. 

I  have  now  seen  the  three  most  importaj 
towns  of  Sweden,  Gothenburg,  Stockholm,  a: 
Upsala.  But  where  was  Upsala  ?  I  h 
expected  a  grand  old  city,  and  was  introducj 
into  a  large  rural  village,  and  this  was  Upsal 
But  all  the  pleasanter  from  its  delicious  qui) 
ness  and  primitive  style. 

I  see  that  in   1839  there  were  two  ir<i 
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nongers,  four  clothiers,  thirteen  grocers,  one 
inen-draper,  seven  leather-sellers,  and  eleven 
>rovision-dealers,  nor  can  there  certainly  be 
aany  more  now.  The  twelve  hundred  students 
odge  all  over  the  town  in  these  cosy  wooden 
LOUses,  some  of  which  are  mere  cottages,  but 
iretty,  with  their  creepers,  lilac  bushes,  and 
ttle  kitchen  and  flower-gardens.  Ingeborg 
nd  Edla,  though  Swedes,  were  as  much 
harmed  as  I  was,  although  the  simplicity  and 
atriarchal  character  of  everything  could 
ardly  strike  them  as  it  did  me.  I  could  not 
)ck  my  door  inside,  nor  was  there  any  means 
f  fastening  it,  but  I  felt  perfectly  safe,  although 
is  questionable  whether  the  lower  door  was 
)cured.     The  rooms  were  so  low  that  I  could 

tsily  reach  the  ceiling  with  my  hand,  whence 
seemed  a  necessary  condition  that  the  law- 
ta  lUdent  should  not  be  of  the  race  of  lille  Lars. 
a  Aunt  Jane,  though  residing  mostly  in  Stock- 
1 3lm,  still  retains  her  rooms  in  the  opposite 
iunttage,  where  her  aged  mother,  Mrs.  Muro, 
sa  le  widow  of  a  Scotch  captain,  lives.  Her 
poms  are  very  prettily  furnished  with  good 
ngravings  on  the  walls.  One  of  these  was 
rfiss  Margaret  Gillies'   ''  Past    and   Future,'* 

i2 
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which  appears  to  be  a  great  favourite  in  th 
northern  land.  Its  thoughtful  and  somewh 
pathetic  character  accords  with  the  nation 
spirit ;  hence,  when  it  was  discovered  that 
had  the  pleasure  of  knowing  this  amiable  ai 
accomplished  artist,  I  had  many  affectiona 
inquiries  to  answer. 

The  apartment  which  was  used  as  our  dinin 
room,  was  a  complete  library,  and  usua' 
belonged  to  a  student  or  professor,  who  no 
like  most  others,  was  absent. 

A  few,  however,  of  the  White-capped  ra 
still  remained,  as  we  had  already  seen,  and 
sooner  was  dinner  over  than  Thora  and  Ma 
again  appeared,  and  were  speedily  followed 
their  respective  brothers,  Arvid  and  Walter,  1| 
former  accompanied  by  a  large,  solemn -looki 
dog,  called  "  Harlequin."  If  henceforth  I  spe 
of  these  young  men  and  their  friends  by  tb 
simple  names,  let  it  be  understood  as  be:] 
merely  in  the  spirit  of  that  good  faith 
open-hearted  friendliness  which  marked 
whole  of  this  Upsala  visit. 

Accompanied  by  these  young  men  we  set 
a  regular  excursion  train,  to  explore  the  old  c 
and  first  were  taken  to  the  Carolina  Kedivi 
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large,  important  building,  situated  on  high 
ound,    overlooking    the    great   plain   which 

etches  away  like  a  sea.  A  road  leading 
i3m  the  front  of  the  building  directly  through 
e  town,  cuts  across  the  plain  eastward,  with 
e  arrow.-like  straightness  of  a  Eoman  road, 
id  is  called  the  Queen's  Highway,  in  honour 

Queen  Christina,  by  whom  it  was  made.  On 
I  way  we  went  round  the  cathedral,  through 
iin's  Lund  or  Grove,  a  beautiful  avenue  on 
e  hill,  with  the  Gustavianska  Academy  a 
tie  below  on  the   right  hand.      Along  this 

ve  it  was  that  Tante  Fredrika's  faithful 
iUple  walked,  and  where  also  the  Governor's 
ughter  gave  that  fortunate  kiss  to  the  poor 
,||ident. 

One  wooden  house   succeeded  another,    all 

iaded  by  trees,  now  clothed  in  their  early 
ider  green.  The  last  of  these  dwellings  had 
,im  the  home  of  the  great  historian  Geijer, 
0  the  garden  of  which  we  had  pleasant  peeps 
m  the  Carolina  Kediviva. 
Just  beyond  this  building  stands  the  large 
l-brick  castle,  which  resembles  a  huge  bar- 
;ks,  with  two  round  towers,  the  tops  of  which 
)  queerly  like  wide-awakes.      It  is  now  occu- 


il( 
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pied  by  the  Governor,  but  has  its  historica 
reminiscences,  one  of  which  is  the  abdicatioi 
of  Queen  Christina,  who,  unwilling  to  be  for 
gotten  by  her  people,  erected  the  large  bell  oi 
the  green  before  the  castle,  and  which,  accordin; 
to  her  injunctions,  rings  to  this  day,  morning, 
and  evening,  for  the  peace  of  her  soul. 

Sitting   on    the    iron   chains   which    swin; 
between   the   posts   in  front   of  the    Carolin| 
Kediviva  was  Magister  Kappalambda,  a  relatiyl 
of  our  friends  the  Kappasigmas,  waiting  to  joi 
us,  a  young  professor,  though  wearing  the  whit] 
cap  and  attire  of  the  student.     This  buildin 
was    erected    by   Carl    Johan,   and^  is    callej 
after  him.      Its  library  contains  many    intf 
resting  manuscripts,   amongst    others   that   (' 
Tegner's,  Frithiof  s.  Saga,  and  the  writings  („ 
Linnaeus    and    Swedenborg.      Long   rows    ( 
the    works  of  the   last-named    stand   on   til 
shelves  of  the  library,  and  his  autograph  und(! 
glass,  but  his  portrait  is  in  the  WestmanlaBj 
and    Dala-nation  House.      This    magnificeiP 
library  occupies  the  second  floor,  and  is  in 
posing  even  after  the  British  Museum.     Tl 
entire     story    is    divided     into   two    spacioi  f/ 
parallel  galleries,  where  the  well-bound  booll 
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vjlook  as  tempting  as  books  always  do  under  such 
circumstances.  They  represent  the  intellect 
all  countries,  and  conspicuously  that  of 
lilngland,  one  valuable  English  work  after 
mother  being  taken  down,  and  proudly  laid 
before  me.  All  the  young  men  seemed  well 
versed  in  the  contents  of  the  library,  especially 
iMagister  Kappalambda  and  Walter  Upsilon. 
There  is  also  an  ample  collection  of  light  foreign 
literature,  but  ranged  up  aloft  in  a  high  balcony 
which  encircles  the  room.  There  are  also 
Swedish  novels  in  plenty,  but  perched  up  so 
high  that  they  are  only  accessible  by  a  ladder, 
and  are,  at  the  same  time,  watched  over  by  a 
professor,  perhaps  as  a  seductive  temptation 
which  requires  guarding  against  with  unusual 
care.  Happening  to  take  up  a  small  book 
which  was  lying  amongst  a  heap  of  others,  I 
was  no  little  pleased  to  find  it  Sir  Thomas 
Browne's  '*  Keligio  Medici,"  and,  truly,  I  think 
!the  worthy  old  author  would  not  have  felt  him- 
self out  of  place  there. 

The  great  treasure  of  the  library  is  the  re- 
nowned *'  Codex  Argenteus,"  Bishop  Ulphilas's 
Moeso-gothic  translation  of  the  Gospels.  I  had 
read  of  this  book  in  Latham,  w^ho  speaks  of 
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the  old  Eoman  province  of  Mcesia  on  the 
Danube,  which  was  afterwards  possessed  by  the 
Goths,  and  the  oldest  colony  extant  in  which 
Anglo-Saxon,  or  the  languages  akin  to  it,  were 
written,  so  that  this  very  manuscript,  which 
illustrates  Anglo-Saxon  and  the  old  Scan- 
dinavian tongues,  is  of  the  utmost  value,  not 
only  to  the  Scandinavian  people,  but  to  us,  and 
very  thankful  should  we  English  be  to  possess 
it.  How  little  I  thought,  when  reading  first  of 
this  rare  old  book,  that  it  would  ever  be  my 
good  fortune  to  see  it.  It  is  in  excellent  pre- 
servation, though  it  dates  back  to  360 — 380. 
It  is  written  in  gold  and  silver  letters,  on  red 
parchment,  now  faded  and  discoloured,  and 
bound  in  silver.  It  is  this  silver  binding  which 
gives  the  name  to  the  book,  and  very  rich  and 
costly  it  is. 

This  ancient  w^ork,  after  lying  neglected  in 
Germany,  fell  into  the  hands  of  Queen  Chris- 
tina, who  gave  it  to  her  librarian,  Isaac 
Vossius,  who  carried  it  to  Holland,  whence  it 
afterwards  returned  to  Sweden.  Here  also  is 
the  celebrated  Codex,  in  parchment,  of  Snorre 
Sturleson's  "  Edda,"  and  other  curious  old 
sagas,  and  the  journal  of  the  unfortunate  Erik 
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XIV.,  from  15GG  to  1567,  and  a  Bible  which 
belonged  both  to  Luther  and  Melancthon,  with 
their  autographs. 

One  singular  feature  in  the  construction  of 
this  great  building  is,  that  its  staircase,  very 
handsomely  constructed  of  stone,  stands  as  an 
adjunct  at  the  back  of  the  whole.  The  reason 
of  this  is  variously  explained,  some  say  that 
the  necessity  for  a  staircase  was  overlooked  in 
the  original  plan,  and  added  on  afterwards,  but 
our  good  Magister  maintains  that  it  was  origi- 
nally hoped  that  the  need  of  after  times  would 
require  the  building  to  be  enlarged  so  as  to  en- 
close the  staircase,  and  bring  it  into  its  proper 
place,  the  centre  of  the  building. 

We  ran  up  the  great  stairs,  being  told  the 
while  how  splendid  the  music  of  the  students' 
songs  sounds  on  this  staircase,  and  entered  a 
vast  hall  over  the  library,  in  which  the  students' 
concerts  and  other  entertainments  are  given, 
and  from  here  as  from  below  had  the  same 
extensive  views  over  the  great  green  plain, 
dotted  here  and  there  with  homesteads.  Again 
the  Danmark  church  w^as  conspicuous  in  the 
distance,  and  the  tall  Lincolnshire-like  spire  of 
another  church.     Besides  these   more    distin- 
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guishable  objects  are  others  signalized  by  the 
students  as  Dybbel,  Dannevirke,  &c.  Above 
the  trees,  and  beyond  the  towers  of  the  cathe- 
dral, northward,  we  again  saw  the  three  tumuli, 
and  the  little  ancient  church  which  mark  Old 
Upsala.  To  the  west,  woods  and  park-like  en- 
closures, with  the  handsome  modern  laboratory. 
We  were  soon  in  the  fpark,  which,  though 
laid  out  to  represent  an  English  park,  is  much 
more  like  the  grounds  and  plantations  of  an 
English  mansion,  and  very  pleasant  it  is  with 
its  charming  alleys  and  copses,  all  adding 
greatly  to  the  attraction  of  Upsala.  The  new 
Botanic  Gardens,  celebrated  for  their  connec- 
tion with  Linnaeus,  adjoin  this  park.  They  are 
laid  out  in  a  formal  French  or  Dutch  style,  the 
tall  fir-trees,  as  thick  in  their  growth  as  yew- 
trees  in  England,  being  cut  in  topiary  work. 
This,  however,  is  not,  properly  speaking  the  bo- 
tanic garden  of  Linnaeus.  He  superintended  that 
which  is  now  called  the  Old  Botanic  Garden,  but 
on  account  of  its  exposed  situation,  and  even  the 
inundations  to  which  it  was  liable,  he  removed  to 
Hammarby,  eight  miles  from  Upsala,  where  he 
pursued  his  botanical  occupations.  Nevertheless, 
this  present  garden  owes  its  existence  to  him. 
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It  lies  just  below  the  Castle-hill,  and  has  a 
Grecian  building  with  Doric  pillars,  and  con- 
servatories attached.  The  bust  of  Linnseus,  by 
Bystrom,  occupies  the  place  of  honour  in  the 
hall  of  this  building.  It  was  placed  here  by 
the  students,  adorned  with  wreaths,  and  sur- 
rounded with  flowers  on  one  of  the  ^'  Promo- 
tion Days."  The  Promotion  Days,  which 
occur  only  every  two  or  three  years,  are  ^those 
on  which  the  highest  honours  of  the  University 
are  awarded,  and  we  were  shown  the  laurel- 
trees  in  the  conservatory,  from  which  the 
wreaths  for  the  lucky  students  are  made  on 
these  occasions.  The  ceremony  takes  place 
about  Midsummer,  when  the  evergreens  and 
other  plants,  preserved  in  this  conservatory 
during  the  winter,  are  placed  in  the  open  air, 
and  the  banquet  is  given  in  the  space  thus 
cleared,  the  heroes  of  the  day  sitting  in  bowers 
of  laurel. 

The  flower-borders  are  edged  with  box,  very 
much  taller  than  is  usual  with  us,  but  remark- 
able as  being  the  greatest  height  to  which  this 
shrub  grows  in  this  country.  I  saw  in  the  con- 
servatory, as  in  the  Djurgard  in  Stockholm, 
many  of  our  common  shrubs,  nor  are  the  flowers 
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remarkable.  But  then  I  saw  with  English 
eyes,  and  flowers  which,  in  our  rich  abundance, 
we  almost  disregard,  are  highly  valued  here. 

From  these  gardens  we  went  to  the  Labora- 
tory, which,  to  my  ignorance,  looked  very  much 
like  the  abode  of  a  magician,  although  the 
young  sorcerer,  who  was  busy  amongst  retorts 
and  simmering,  vilely- smelling  decoctions, 
which  would  have  enchanted  the  witches  in 
Macbeth,  did  not  look  at  all  alarming. 

We  spent  the  evening  at  Professor  Upsilon's, 
whose  son  and  daughter  had  been  amongst  our 
friendly  conductors  through  the  afternoon.  The 
countenance  of  the  Professor  is  one  of  the 
noblest  I  ever  saw,  singularly  intellectual  and 
benevolent  at  the  same  time.  Like  everybody 
else,  he  lives  in  a  wooden  house,  and  entering 
the  simple  sitting-room,  we  found,  to  our  sur- 
prise, a  large  assembly  of  pleasant- looking 
young  men  and  women,  all  of  whom  seemed  as 
fresh  and  simple  in  their  costume  and  manners 
as  their  native  wild  flowers.  They  were  Kappa- 
sigmas  and  Upsilons,  and  with  them  an  old 
Seminarium  acquaintance  whom  it  was  an 
agreeable  surprise  to  meet  here,  besides  Magister 
Kappalambda  and  Miss  Alpha. 
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Aunt  Jane,  who  had  parted  from  us  at  the 
Laboratory,  sat  with  her  mother  in  state  on  the 
sofa.  It  was  quite  a  large  party,  yet  anything 
simpler  or  more  cordial  could  not  have  been  ; 
stamped,  at  the  same  time,  with  that  genuine 
refinement  which  springs  from  the  pure  unpre- 
tending truth  of  life. 

Kaspberry-vinegar  and  other  simple  beverages, 
with  rusks  and  biscuits,  were  handed  'round, 
and  people  chatted  together.  Professor  Upsilon 
requested  to  have  the  portraits  of  his  Stockholm 
visitors  which  all  felt  to  be  an  honour,  and  then, 
we  being  by  that  time,  well  rested,  were  escorted 
by  the  young  men  to  their  Nation-house,  that 
of  Westmanland  and  Dala,  one  of  the  most  im- 
portant, and  which,  fortunately,  was  near  at  hand. 

In  the  large  hall  of  this  house  stands  the 
same  statue  of  Iduna,  by  Qvarnstrom,  as  that 
at  the  Seminarium,'  and,  like  it  also,  a  pre- 
sent from  Miss  Bremer.  The  walls  of  the 
reading-room  are  adorned  with  oil-portraits  of 
former  members,  amongst  others  those  of  Jasper 
Svedberg  and  his  celebrated  son  Emanuel,  who 
changed  his  name  to  Swedenborg.  As  a  sign 
of  the  present  day,  a  large  photographic  album 
is  kept  here,  which  contains  all  the  portraits  of 


126  WITH    FREDRIKA    BREMER. 

the  present  members,  including  the  Duke  of 
Dalecarha.  The  great  banner  of  the  corps  with 
its  double  coat-of-arms  was  displayed  before  us, 
a  tattered  trophy,  which  these  cheerful  young 
fellows  were  hoping  shortly  to  replace  with 
another  worked  by  the  ladies  of  Westmanland 
and  Dalecarlia. 

After  this  we  progressed  to  other  Nation- 
houses,  for  nothing  came  amiss  to  us,  and  then 
returned  to  supper,  which,  as  usual  in  this 
Northern  land,  was  taken  standing,  everybody 
helping  themselves  to  that  which  took  their 
fancy  most,  and  the  whole  finishing  with  a 
cup  of  tea  made  at  a  side-table.  People  col- 
lected in  little  groups,  and  chatted  merrily  to- 
gether. How  easy,  and  simple,  and  friendly 
it  was ! 

At  about  half-past  ten,  whilst  it  was  yet  so 
light  that  the  thought  of  sleep  seemed  almost 
unnatural,  we  went  home,  escorted  by  a  large 
party. 

I  had  not  been  long  in  my  chamber  when 
Aunt  Jane's  neat  little  servant  came  in  with  a 
tall,  unlighted  candle  in  a  silver  candlestick. 

**  Ah,  Lovisa,  what  is  the  use  of  a  candle  in 
these  glorious  nights  ?  "  I  asked. 
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Lovisa  replied,  in  the  prettiest  manner  possible, 
that  her  mistress  had  sent  her  with  the  candle, 
in  case  the  gentlemen  gave  us  a  serenade,  when 
we  would  be  so  good  as  to  light  it. 

Alas,  what  did  I  know  of  serenades  and  their 
proper  etiquette,  coming  out  of  England  !  I 
begged  her,  therefore,  to  carry  the  candle  to 
the  other  young  ladies,  who  understood  these 
things  ^better ;  and  I  followed  for  a  cabinet 
council. 

Aunt  Jane  had  already  thrown  out  hints 
of  a  serenade,  saying  it  was  lucky  that  our 
rooms  adjoined.  Now,  therefore,  having  ar- 
ranged with  my  companions  to  hasten  to  them 
in  case  of  such  an  occurrence,  I  returned  to  my 
own  chamber. 

Very  quiet  and  very  delicious  was  the  night ; 
as  light  as  at  nine  o'clock  at  midsummer  in 
England.  The  cathedral  clock  chimed  quarter 
after  quarter  in  the  most  melodious  manner 
possible.  The  murmur  of  the  river  over  its 
stony  bed  came  up  like  the  only  voice  of  the 
night ;  and  so  midnight  having  passed,  and  no 
students  coming  with  their  serenade,  I  undressed, 
and  am  almost  ashamed  to  say,  was  glad  that 
'  I  might  go  to  sleep.     Scarcely,  however,  had 
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unconsciousness  stolen  over  me,  when  th 
sound  of  clear,  youthful,  harmonious  voices 
like  a  passage  out  of  the  concert  at  Stockholn 
striking  up  a  beautiful  melody  in  the  still  nig! 
air,  at  once  aroused  me.  I  threw  my  shepherd 
plaid  shawl  around  me,  and  approaching  as  nes 
the  window  as  I  dared,  saw  a  group  of  seven  c 
eight  White-caps  singing  beneath,  with  aboi 
the  same  number  standing  around,  some  on  tb 
green  sward,  others  leaning  against  the  gre^ 
grey  boulders  by  the  road  side,  with  the  gree 
trees  and  the  murmuring  river  beyond.  It  wi 
a  charming  scene,  a  little  bit  of  the  real  poeti 
of  life,  and  I  enjoyed  it  with  my  whole  soul. 

In  a  very  short  time  I  was  in  the  oth(| 
chamber  with  my  companions  all  sitting  on  oi! 
of  the  beds,  with  the  unlighted  candle  betwec 
us.  But  the  question  now  was,  when  ought  tl 
candle  to  be  lighted  ? 

''How  can  we  best  thank  them?  How  love 
their  singing  is,  and  what  a  pleasure  they  a 
giving  us  !  This  is  better  even  than  the  Stoc 
holm  concert ! " 

Such  were  some  of  our  remarks  in  the  i 
tervals  of  the  four  songs  with  which  we  wet 
honoured.     But  still  the  candle  was  an  und^ 
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ermined  perplexity,  for  having  lighted  it,  we 
lid  not  know  when  to  extinguish  it.  If  we  did 
t  too  soon,  it  would  be  like  saying,  **  We  have 
leard  enough  !  now  go  about  your  business  !" 
f  we  continued  it  burning  it  might,  on  the 
ither  hand,  look  as  if  we  wanted  more  than 
hey  were,  perhaps,  prepared  to  give  us.  It 
eemed  a  very  delicate  question  to  decide. 
I  At  length,  however,  we  extinguished  it,  and 
he  concert  still  continuing  to  the  fourth  song, 
^e  hoped  we  had  done  what  was  right. 

The  next  morning  we  were  able  to  thank  the 
oung  men.  Arvid  Kappasigma  had  been  the 
rime  mover  ;  he  had  collected  his  friends  after 
e  had  left,  and  as  regarded  the  candle  we 
)und  that  we  had  done  what  was  quite  correct. 

*'  All  we  want  by  the  candle,"  said  Arvid, 

is  a  sign  that  we  are  not  singing  to  deaf  ears. 
Je  could  not  see  any  movement  in  one 
lamber,  only  a  living  shadow  floating  through 
le  other.  As  to  Mrs.  Theta,  there  was  no  dis- 
liiiise  about  her ;  we  saw  her  as  large  as  life 
nongst  her  flower-pots." 

He  said  that  there  was  no  greater  pleasure 
Jian  singing  to  willing  ears  in  the  balmy  sum- 
i(  er  nights.     It  was  quite  another  thing  in  the 
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winter,  besides  which  the  sharp,  frosty  air  wa 
so  trying  to  the  voice  ! 

Like  all  students,  these  young  men  have  a 
unbounded  joy  and  pride  in  their  university  lif( 
Arvid  told  us  that  he  knew  young  men  who  ha 
been  at  Oxford  and  Cambridge,  and  to  the  Gei 
man  universities,  but  that  in  none  of  then 
by  their  own  account,  was  the  life  as  free  an 
as  happy  as  in  this  old  Swedish  seat  of  learning 


CHAPTER  VIII. 

YISIT  TO  UPSALA  (CONTINUED.) 

The  morning  sun  shone  gloriously,  and  we 
^ere  up  as  early  as  larks.  We  crossed  the 
iver,  and  proceeding  to  St.  Erik's  Well, 
runk  each  a  glass  of  the  deliciously  fresh 
old  water,  which  pours  forth  from  the 
ock  like  a  living  stream.  The  legend  of  this 
3untain  is  similar  to  that  of  St.  Winifred's 
Veil  in  North  Wales,  in  so  far  that  the  spring 
ushes  forth  where  the  head  of  the  saint  fell, 
listory  relates  that  in  the  twelfth  century, 
Vince  Magnus  Henrikson,  of  Denmark,  made 
rar  on  Erik  of  Sweden,  with  the  ambitious 
esign  of  winning  for  himself  the  crown  of  that 
ountry.  Erik,  who  was  a  very  pious  man, 
'as  attending  service  in  Upsala  Cathedral  at 
lie  moment  when  the  army  of  his  enemy  was 
t  hand.     But  though  he  knew  his  danger,  he 
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would  not  leave  till  the  service  was  concluded, 
and  then,  attended  by  a  few  followers,  issuec 
forth,  and  being  cut  down  outside  the  cathedral 
the  living  water  at  once  gushed  forth  to  com 
memorate  the  spot  for  ever. 

At  ten  o'clock,  two  carriages  containing 
Kappasigmas  and  Upsilons  drove  up,  and  we 
accompanied  by  Aunt  Jane,  also  taking  ou 
seats,  away  they  dashed  over  the  plain  to  OL 
Upsala,  which  is  scarcely  more  than  a  poo 
village,  though,  in  the  days  of  yore,  it  was  th 
proudest  spot  in  all  Scandinavia. 

The  first  old  colonist,  Odin,  settled  with  hi- 
followers  at  Sigtuna,  but  King  Frey,  wlio  fo.' 
lowed  him  from  Asia,  travelled  still  furthe 
north,  and  built  a  mighty  temple  on  a  gres 
plain  in  honour  of  Thor,  Odin,  and  Frigga.  ] 
was  called  Upp-sala,  or  the  lofty  hall  of  the  godi 
The  ceiling  and  pillars  were  covered  with  pui 
gold,  and  the  roof,  which  was  of  gold,  and  er: 
riched  by  a  golden  chain,  shone  out  over  tl, 
vast  plain,  testifying  by  its  brilliancy  to  tl 
constant  presence  of  the  mightiest  gods  of  tlf 
north. 

Frey 's  sister  Freya,  a  re-incarnation  of  the  gO( 
dess  of  love  of  the  same  name,  was  the  prieste) 
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lere.  Nor  must  I  omit  to  mention  that  an 
iimense  unknown  tree  grew  at  the  entrance 
f  the  temple,  and  spread  far  and  wide  its 
lighty  evergreen  branches. 

People,  attracted  by  the  fame  of  the  place, 
ame  hither  from  Norway,  Denmark,  and  all 
arts  of  Sweden,  not  merely  to  worship  in  the 
3mple,  but  to  behold  also  the  magnificence  of 
be  royal  residence,  which  towered  proudly  at 
:s  side. 

As  the  Upp-sala  gods  were  supreme  above  all 
ods,  so  were  the  Upp-sala  kings  above  all  petty 
overeigns.  They  were  a  bold  and  plundering 
ace,  who,  traversing  the  seas  in  their  dragon- 
haped  vessels,  brought  back  from  foreign 
hores  the  riches  of  other  countries  to  dazzle 
,nd  amaze  their  people. 

All  this  glory  lives  merely  in  tradition  and 
listory.  Poor  huts  now  stand  on  the  site  of 
he  once  royal  residence.  The  temple,  however, 
las  been  somewhat  more  fortunate,  as  the  pre- 
ent  christian  church  is  said  to  contain  within 
tself  a  portion  of  the  ancient  temple,  simple 
nd  unpretending  as  it  is  with  its  white-washed 
Qterior. 

We  climbed  the  first  of  the  three  gigantic 
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tumuli,  that  which  bears  the  name  of  Odin, 
though  his  bones  are  said  to  lie  under  a 
cairn  in  Smaland,  where  the  peasants  assert 
that  from  time  to  time  he  himself  may  be  seen. 
Here  we  sat  in  the  balmy  sunshine,  and  saw,  at 
the  distance  of  three  miles,  the  imposing  cathe- 
dral of  the  once  little  trading  town  of  Aros, 
now  Upsala,  the  city  of  youths  and  sages. 

This  day,  as  we  had  learned  from  Edla,  was 
^ar  Ingeborg's  birthday.  She  was  twenty-one, 
and,  as  our  friends  Walter,  Arvid,  and  his 
brother  Birger,  now  in  student  and  Scandi- 
javian  style  appeared  with  an  immense  drink- 
ing-horn, a  yard  long,  mounted  in  silver,  which 
is  kept  at  a  neighbouring  cottage,  and  filled 
with  mead  which  was  made  from  Frey's  original 
recipe,  we  were  able  to  do  seemly  honour  to 
the  occasion. 

Here    then  is  a  health  to  Frey,   in  whose 
days    crops   were    abundant,    and  folks   were 
peaceable ;  a  health  to  old  Odin,  and  a  health 
to    Thor,   and  above    all   a   hearty  health   to! 
Ingeborg,  who  is  worth  all  their  mouldering! 
old  majesties  together  ! 

Right  was  it  that  our  Ingeborg's  birthday 
was   celebrated  here  to-day,  as  if  to   comme- 
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norate  Ingeborg.  of  Upp-sala,  King  Ane's 
leautiful  daughter,  who  here  slew  herself  in 
ler  faithful  love  for  Hjalmar,  who  had  died 
or  her. 

Descending  from  the  tumulus,  we  made  an 
acursion  into  the  school  below,  where  a  flock 
f  country  children  in  patched  garments,  the 
ids  with  shaggy  heads  of  hair,  and  the  girls 
dth  cotton  headkerchiefs  pinned  under  the 
hin,  were  being  taught  to  read  and  WTite  by  a 
ustic,  yet  kind-looking  schoolmaster.  Green 
3aves  w^aved  pleasantly  outside,  and  near  at 
and  was  a  smaller  mound  w^here  we  had  seen 
be  children  at  play,  covering  it  like  a  flock  of 
lerry  lambs.  Now  they  sat  in  the  school, 
uiet  and  subdued,  and  greatly  amazed  by  the 
dvent  of  strangers. 

This  is  probably  a  stationary  school,  many 
f  the  children  walking  several  miles  to  it, 
therwise  it  often  happens  in  this  sparsely- 
opulated  land  that  ambulatory  schoolmasters 
0  round  in  a  regular  circuit,  teaching  for  a 
lonth  or  two  at  a  time  in  a  room  hired  for  the 
urpose,  the  children  even  then  coming  from 
onsiderable  distances.  A  very  primitive  mode 
f  instruction  this,  and  very  w^onderful  it  seems 
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to  me,  that  the  cliildren  can  retain  any  learning 
at  all  with  the  great  gaps  that  of  necessity 
occur  in  their  instruction. 

Again  we  were  driving  over  the  plain  on  our 
return.  The  roadside,  as  we  approached  the 
town,  was  bordered  with  trees,  and  the  ground 
golden  with  dandelions. 

Arvid  Kappasigma  was  in  our  carriage,  his 
faithful  ''Harlequin"  running  by  his  side.  He. 
amused  us  with  the  account  of  a  memorable 
student  meeting  in  Copenhagen  two  or  three 
years  ago,  when  the  White-caps  of  Upsala,. 
visiting  their  Danish  kinsmen  were  received' 
by  them  as  brothers.  The  visit  has  since 
then  been  returned  at  Stockholm,  the  students 
of  the  two  countries  walking  about  the 
streets  arm-in-arm.  Arvid  described  the 
effect  produced  by  the  similarity,  yet  difference, 
of  the  two  languages.  The  similarity  made 
them  suppose  that  they  could  fi*eely  converse 
together,  but  it  was  often  more  like  a  game  at 
cross  questions  and  crooked  answers. 

When  Kappasigma  walked  through  Copen- 
hagen with  his  entertainer,  every  person  they 
met,  man  or  woman,  bowed.    *'  It  is  very  extra- 


VISIT    TO    UPSALA.  137 

ordinary  ;  but  you  are  universally  kno^\^l  !'* 
said  he  to  his  host. 

^'  It  is  to  you,  not  to  me  that  they  are 
bowing,"  returned  his  Danish  friend,  "  they 
are  acknowledging  you  as  a  Swedish  student." 
After  this,  he  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  bow 
right  and  left,  as  if  he  had  been  a  king  ;  and  so 
had  they  all,  for  nothing  could  equal  the 
courtesy  of  the  Danes.  Bouquets  of  flowers 
and  visiting  cards  also  were  2)oured  in  upon 
them.  Nor  when  the  Danes  returned  their 
visit  were  they  less  honoured.  ''  Now,  how- 
ever," sighed  the  poor  young  fellow,  ''  now 
in  the  war,  when  there  is  such  need  of 
help,  how  are  the  promises  of  brotherhood 
fulfilled  ?  " 

We  young  lady  visitors  in  Upsala  fared  like 
the  Danish  students  in  the  days  of  their  pros- 
perity. The  kindness  of  our  entertainers  was 
without  bounds. 

On  our  return  we  were  taken  to  the  cemetery, 
which  lies  pleasantly  on  a  hill  near  one  of  the 
usual  groves.  Here  w^e  saw^  Geijer's  simple 
grave,  and  the  various  student  burial-places  of 
the  different  nations,  each  inclosed,  and  often 
containing    an   upright   rock,    on    wliicli   are 
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inscribed  the  names  of  those  who,  called  to  the 
other  life  in  the  midst  of  their  studies,  and  far 
from  home,  have  been  followed  here  to  their 
graves  by  their  companions. 

From  the  cemetery  we  went  to  the  Academia 
Gustaviana,  so  called  from  Gustavus  Adolphus, 
containing  a  large  lecture-room,  a  museum  of 
natural  history,  and  a  picture-gallery,  in  which 
are  many  Swedish  kings,  queens,  and  nobles, 
and  a  collection  of  casts.  That  which  inte- 
rested me  most,  however,  was  a  casket  fit  to 
figure  in  a  fairy-tale.  It  is  called  the  Art 
Cabinet,  and  was  a  present  from  the  magis- 
trates of  Augsburg  to  Queen  Maria  Eleonora,  in 
1632,  bequeathed  by  her  to  Queen  Christina, 
and  in  1692  given  by  Ulrika  Eleonora  to  the 
University  of  Upsala.  It  is  about  five  ells 
high,  made  of  cypress  and  ebony,  richly  carved 
and  ornamented.  It  opens  on  three  sides,  and 
presents  an  interior  dazzling  with  settings  of 
crystal,  coral,  amethysts,  and  other  precious 
stones.  One  side  consists  of  drawers,  contain- 
ing every  necessary  for  the  toilet  of  a  queen  ; 
another  is  of  a  devotional  character,  ornamented 
with  a  painting  of  our  Saviour;  the  third,  a 
regular  treasury  of  games  and  toys,  amongst 
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wliich  is  a  doll.  We  were  permitted  to  open 
all  the  drawers,  and  even  handle  the  jewelled 
contents.  In  one  drawer  I  was  greatly  sur- 
prised to  find  a  Jericho  rose  exactly  like  the 
smallest  of  Tante  Fredrika's.  It  was  now  curled 
up  like  the  fist  of  a  little  skeleton.  Who 
was  the  adventurous  traveller  that  had  visited 
the  Holy  Land  in  those  days,  and  brought  back 
this  relic  for  a  queen  ? 

Upsala  has  at  various  times  been  desolated 
by  fire.  But  the  conflagration  of  1702  was  the 
most  terrible.  It  began  in  the  night  between 
the  15th  and  ICth  of  May,  and  within  four- 
teen hours  nearly  the  whole  place  was  de- 
stroyed. 

At  that  time,  an  aged  man  named  Olof  Eud- 
beck  resided  in  Upsala.  He  was  one  of  its 
most  respected  inhabitants,  and  proved  on  this 
occasion  a  great  benefactor  to  the  university  by 
saving  the  noble  library  which  was  then  con- 
tained in  the  Academia  Gustaviana.  Though 
Beventy-two  years  of  age  he  climbed  to  the 
roof,  directing  the  water-pipes  himself;  nor 
30uld  he  be  prevailed  upon  to  leave  liis  post, 
IhouGfh  he  was  informed  that  his  own  house 
Was  in  flames,  and  knew  that  the  two    great 
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works,  still  unpublished,  on  which  he  had  been 
employed  for  upwards  of  forty  years,  must  be 
lost  for  ever.  He  was  a  noble  instance  of  self- 
sacrifice. 

At  the  request  of  the  Consistory  he  drew  out 
a  plan  for  rebuilding  the  town,  but  died  the 
following  September  from  his  losses  and  over 
exertion.  He  was  a  man  of  remarkable  energy 
and  enterprise,  and,  forty  jeax^  before,  in  order 
to  obviate  the  difficulties  and  inconveniences  of 
travelling  from  Upsala  to  Stockholm,  estab- 
lished "  post-yachts"  to  sail  between  the  two 
towns.  In  1719,  Government  granted  to  the 
son  of  old  Eudbeck  the  right  of  continuing  these 
yachts,  with  certain  privileges. 

The  account  of  the  great  fire  in  which  the 
aged  Eudbeck  so  nobly  exerted  himself  still  re- 
mains, as  written  by  him  to  the  Chancellor  of 
the  Academy,  Count  Oxenstjerna. 

If  your  Excellency,"  begins  he,  quaintly, 

were  not  patience  itself,  as  your  life  testifies, 
and  if  you  did  not  esteem  this  mortal  existence 
no  more  than  I  do,  in  my  treatise  of  ^  Dust  and 
Ashes,'  I  should  not  venture  to  describe  the 
rod  with  which  the  Almighty  has  been  pleased 
to  chastise  us,  and  which  we  His  children  ought 
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to  kiss,  as  being  less  severe  than  our  crimes 
merit. 

"  The  fire  began  at  one  o'clock  at  Professor 
Uppmark's  premises  and  with  a  S.W.  wind, 
which  changed  to  W.  and  then  to  N.  During 
this  time  a  terrible  storm  raged,  so  that  it  was 
more  like  fiery  rain  from  heaven  than  an 
earthly  conflagration.  The  fire  raged  back- 
wards and  forwards,  burning  up  everything  be- 
tween two  gates ;  not  a  stone  house,  whether 
great  or  small,  was  saved,  excepting  the  one  I 
built  last  year  at  the  garden  of  the  Academy, 
where  I  am  now  sitting  with  my  son.  Both  his 
premises  and  mine  were  burned  down.  In  my 
house  my  printed  matter  was  burnt  up,  from  the 
passage  being  completely  filled  with  the  goods 
of  my  neighbours  which  they  had  brought  into 
the  house,  whilst  what  could  not  be  brought  in 
stood  outside  in  the  court ;  for  having  lent  my 
horses  to  others^to  convey  away  their  property, 
I  lost  all  I  possessed  in  clothes  and  furniture,  so 
that  I  and  my  wife  are  as  poor  as  if  we  lay  in 
swaddling  clothes.  Afterw^ards,  the  N.E.  wind 
carried  the  fire  to  the  other  side,  burning  the 
belfry  and  bells,  and  afterwards  setting  fire  to 
the  cathedral — the  beautiful  House  of  God — to 
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the  parish  church,  St.  Erik's  chapel,  and  the 
whole  castle.  The  balcony  which  I  built  last 
year  on  the  Academy  was,  through  th'fe  grace  of 
God,  preserved,  both  it  and  the  library.  (It 
was  upon  this  balcony  that  he  took  his  stand, 
and  issued  his  directions  for  the  saving  of  the 
library.)  The  quarter  above  the  cathedral  is 
the  only  one  remaining,  where  five  professors 
are  untouched,  but  all  the  rest  have  removed  to 
their  prebends  in  the  country,  and  the  Treasurer, 
Mayor,  Apothecary,  and  Aldermen,  are  boarded 
with  townspeople.  The  altar,  pulpit,  and  organ 
in  the  cathedral,  together  with  all  my  works 
which  were  in  the  great  vault,  the  first  three 
volumes  of  my  '  Atlantica,'  and  what  was 
printed  of  the  fourth ;  my  Botanical  work, 
'  Campi  Elysii,'  and  all  the  designs,  from  seven 
to  eight  thousand  already  engraved,  and  amount- 
ing in  worth  to  4,000  riksdalers, — all  are  con- 
sumed. The  Lord  gave  and  the  Lord  took. 
Blessed  be  His  name  everlastingly.  The 
Almighty  God  preserve  our  King  and  give  him 
peace,  and  vouchsafe  that  this  be  not  an  omen 
of  anything  worse." 

So  high  was  the  wind  and  so  fearful  was  the 
conflagration  that  Albrecht  Sture,  the  Governor 
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of  the  Castle,  returning  from  Stockholm  by 
night,  saw,  when  passing  Skokloster,  burning 
papers  flying  with  the  wind,  which  prepared  him 
for  the  great  misfortune  before  reaching  the 
scene  of  the  tragedy. 

Immediately  after  the  fire  the  lectures  were 
resumed,  and  the  studies  continued  until  the 
usual  vacation ;  Professor  Uppmark,  in  whose 
house  the  fire  began,  giving,  only  three  days 
after  the  great  calamity,  a  lecture  on  '^  The 
Tranquillity  of  the  Soul,"  in  which  he  exhorted 
professors  and  students  not  to  lose  courage, 
spite  of  the  present  terror  and  the  prevailing 
misery. 

We  dined  this  day  with  the  Kappasigmas.  We 
had  repeatedly  passed  their  gate,  and  now  were 
to  become  acquainted  with  the  house  and  home, 
the  father  and  the  mother  of  our  indefatigable 
friends.  The  whole  house  and  household  might 
have  belonged  to  one  of  Miss  Bremer's  novels. 
The  large,  lofty,  spacious  mansion  built  of 
wood,  at  the  end  of  a  long  garden,  with  stables 
and  wooden  outhouses  standing  on  one  side, 
I  had  wondered  as  we  sailed  on  the  Miliar  why 
Swedish  country-seats  looked  so  much  less 
imposing  than  they  would  do  in  England.     It 
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is,  I  believe,  because  they  are  almost  always 
built  of  wood.  The  general  style  of  these 
houses  is  for  the  centre  to  be  a  story  higher 
than  the  two  ends. 

Mr.  Kappasigma,  the  father  of  our  friends, 
formerly  resided  in  the  country,  but  becoming 
perfectly  blind,  he  removed  some  years  ago  to 
Upsala.  His  large  house  bears  the  stamp  of 
affluence  and  prosperity.  The  suite  of  apart- 
ments on  the  first  floor,  principally  occupied  by 
the  family,  was  now  filled  wdth  a  number  of 
young  people, — a  cousin,  a  lady  who  lives  with 
them  ;  the  house  inamsell,  a  second  lady  too  who 
had  formerly  held  that  position  and  was  now 
there  on  a  visit. 

The  benevolent-looking  master  of  the  house 
sat  on  a  sofa  in  the  drawing-room,  with  a  green 
shade  over  his  eyes,  holding  a  sort  of  little 
court.  We  were,  I  am  ashamed  to  say,  very 
late,  and  had  kept  the  dinner  waiting  ;  also  good 
Mrs.  Muro  with  our  Edla,  who  had  parted  com- 
pany from  us,  and  who  were  to  come  together 
in  a  drosky,  lost  their  way,  and  were  seen  by 
the  dinner- waiting  family  driving  about  hope- 
lessly. At  last,  however,  all  the  wandering 
elements  assembled,  and  we  went  to   dinner. 
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^one,  however,  were  seated,  with  the  exception 
f  the  master  of  the  house,  who  was  led  in  and 
ilaced  at  a  little  side  table  near  one  of  the 
endows,  and  Aunt  Jane  and  her  mother  at  a 
econd.  Every  one  else  stood  round  the  room, 
oing  each  in  their  turn  to  the  centre  table  and 
lelping  themselves. 

**  We  usually  sit  at  dinner,"  said  Thora, 
'  but  to-day  we  thought  it  quieter  and  simpler, 
jiih.  so  large  a  party,  to  stand  as  at  supper." 

After  dinner,  people  rested  in  the  various 
ooms.  I  was  taken  into  the  bedroom  of  Thora 
nd  her  sister  Gerda,  a  pleasant  apartment,  in 
(^hich  was  a  sewing-machine.  It  was  a  kind 
f  adjunct  to  the  drawing-room. 

They  have  a  large  collection  of  books,  and 
,s  a  proof  of  the  earnest  simplicity  of  this 
Lorthern  life,  I  may  mention  that  Thora, 
hough  the  daughter  of  a  wealthy  family,  which 
Lolds  a  high  position  in  Upsala,  is  one  of  the 
irincipal  teachers  in  the  large  school  here  which 
belonged  to  Aunt  Jane  before  she  removed  to  the 
5eminarium  in  Stockholm,  in  the  juvenile 
chool  of  which  Thora  will  this  autumn  also 
ake  the  situation  of  teacher. 

In  the  afternoon.  Aunt  Jane,  Ingeborg,  Edla, 
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and  I,  paid  a  visit  to  Mrs.  0 ,  a  lady  of  im- 
portance in  Upsala,  the  wife  of  one  of  the  profes- 
sors of  jurisprudence,  and  herself  an  authoress 
and  co-editress,  with  Froken  Esselde,  of  the 
*^  Home  Magazine." 

An  air  of  artistic  elegance  pervaded  the 
house.  The  rooms  were  papered  with  those 
small,  quiet-patterned  papers  of  modern  intro- 
duction ;  there  were  old  cabinets  ;  and  the  fur- 
niture, though  simple,  and  fitted  for  every-day 
use,  was  elegant  in  construction.  Scarcely  had 
we  taken  our  seats,  when  she  showed  me  in  hei 
relic -book  some  pressed  sweet-peas  which  mjj 
father  had  given  her  some  years  before  in  Eng- 
land. English  books,  and  various  Englisl: 
periodicals,  lay  on  the  table,  and  seemed  wel 
•read.  She  appeared  surprised  that  so  litth 
was  known  in  our  country  of  what  was  doin^ 
in  Sweden  for  the  intellectual  development  o 
women,  and  of  the  desire  there  is  to  open  u] 
new  paths  of  employment  and  usefulness  t< 
them. 

Mrs.  0 ,  who  is  singularly  bright  and  in 

telligent,  has  six  children,  and  is  an  admirabl 
mother  and  mistress  of  a  household,  althoug" 
a  literary  woman.     But  this  is  by  no  mean 
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•are,  and  I  hardly  know  why  I  write  it.  Her 
lusband,  too,  is  a  very  agreeable  and  intelligent 
nan. 

Returning  from  this  visit,  we  joined  our 
riends  at  the  Cathedral.  The  interior  of  this 
;hurch  was  destroyed  in  the  great  fire,  when 
lIso  the  marble  pillars  were  so  much  injured 
hat  they  are  now  white-washed — as,  unfor- 
unately,  is  the  whole  inside — so  that  its  gran- 
leur  is  solely  attributable  to  the  symmetry  of 
he  lofty  pillars,  its  great  height  and  extent. 
!t  contains  many  interesting  relics.  The  gilt- 
lilver  shrine  which  holds  the  bones  of  St.  Erik; 
ihe  rich  old  embroidered  garments  kept  in  the 
:obe-room  ;  St.  Brita's  silver-tin  frontlet,  covered 
;\dth  gold,  set  with  small  pearls  and  precious 
stones,  together  with  a  little  embroidered 
ipron,  pincushion,  and  scissors-sheath,  belong- 
ing to  her  ;  the  huge  hones,  two  ells  long, 
svhich  King  Albert  sent  to  Margaret  of  Sweden 
bo  sharpen  her  needles  upon,  instead  of  going 
to  war  ;  but  most  interesting  of  all,  the  old 
faded  garments,  stained  with  blood  and  pierced 
with,  weapons,  worn  by  old  Count  Svante  Sture 
md  his  sons.  Nils  and  Erik,  Lord  Abraham 
Stenbock  and  Ivar  Ivarsson,  who  were  cruelly 
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put  to  death  by  the  infatuated  Erik  XIV. 
These  murders,  with  all  their  picturesque  de- 
tails— their  dark,  horrible  savagery,  and  their 
touching  pathos  —  furnish  one  of.  the  most 
striking  incidents  in  Swedish  history,  which  is 
full  of  poetry  and  romance.  f 

But  to  return  to  the  relics.  The  most  noted 
of  all  stands  in  the  choir  of  the  Cathedral : 
the  tomb  of  Gustavus  Yasa,  containing  also  the 
remains  of  his  two  first  wives,  Catherine  of  , 
Saxe  Lauenburg  and  his  beloved  Margaretha 
Leijonhufvud.  The  walls  of  the  choir  are 
painted  in  fresco  from  the  life  of  the  hero-king 
by  Professor  Sandberg,  and  the  whole  of  the 
little  chapel  is  not  only  interesting,  but  beau- 
tiful. I 

'Near  the  western  entrance,  a  flat  stone  in  the 
pavement  bears  this  inscription:  ^^Ossa  Caroli 
a  Linne,  Equ.  Aur. — Marito  Optimo,  Filio, 
TJnico  Carolo  a  Linne.  Patris  Successori  et  Sibi 
Sara  Elisaheta  Moroea."  Besides  this,  he  has 
a  monument  in  one  of  the  side  chapels.  ^ 

From  the  Cathedral,  we  crossed  the  court  to 
the  Academical  Consistory,  or  Kuggis,  as  it  is 
called  by  the  students,  who  not  only  receive 
here  their  degrees,  but  may  be  plucked ;  hugga 
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being  the  verb  which  expresses  the  act  of  that 
unhappy  condition.  But  the  terrible  days  of 
kiiggis  are  now  over.  The  large  room  is  deco- 
rated with  portraits  of  various  Swedish  sove- 
reigns. From  Kuggis  we  flew  back  to  the 
Kappasigmas  to  tea  and  supper,  and  then  accom- 
panied a  larger  party  to  the  Observatory,  all 
deploring  that  now  the  nights  were  so  light  we 
could  see  but  very  little,  even  if  we  stayed  till 
after  midnight. 

The  astronomer  is  an  Englishman,  of  German 
origin,  who  has  lived  many  years  in  Sweden — 
in  fact,  has  become  naturalized.  There  are 
not  here  many  students  of  astronomy ;  for,  as 
there  are  posts  in  this  country  only  for  five 
official  astronomers,  it  is  hardly  worth  a  young 
man's  while  to  adopt  the  study  as  a  profession. 
Two  of  the  five,  a  principal  and  sub-astronomer, 
are  at  the  Stockholm  Observatory ;  two  are  at 
Upsala,  and  the  one  somewhere  else.  Nor  is 
the  life  of  an  astronomer,  as  described  to  me, 
enviable — sometimes  sitting  for  hours,  almost 
frozen  through,  waiting  for  an  observation. 

There  was  just  then  a  young  moon,  and  the 
aight  so  light  that  we  could  see  very  little ; 
aevertheless,  to  some  of  our  inexperienced  eyes, 
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that  little  was  interesting,  and  with  the  greatest 
delight  we  ascended  the  ladder,  and,  looking 
through  the  gigantic  telescope,  felt,  as  it  ap- 
peared, the  whole  observatory  wheeling  round 
with  us,  so  that  we  might  have  a  view  of  Jupiter 
and  his  moons. 

The  next  morning,  our  last  at  Upsala,  we 
enjoyed  a  new  pleasure,  the  sudden  inspiration 
of  Thora  the  evening  before.  This  was  having 
breakfast  on  the  shore  of  the  Malar,  a  few 
English  miles  from  Upsala. 

"We  rose  early,  took  each  a  cup  of  coffee 
about  seven,  then  went  out  to  execute  various 
little  commissions  for  Tante  Fredrika  and 
others,  by  which  time  the  three  carriages  en- 
gaged to  take  the  party  to  Lurbo  Temple 
arrived.  Nothing  could  be  more  delicious  than 
the  morning  ;  the  air  was  fresh  and  balmy,  and 
the  leaves,  now  fully  expanded,  were  stirred  by 
a  light  breeze.  On  our  way  through  the  town, 
we  took  up  one  and  another  of  our  party — Miss 
Alpha,  the  sweet  presiding  genius  in  a  home 
consisting  of  a  father  and  several  brothers,  who 
came  with  three  bouquets,  one  for  each  of  the 
visitors,  and  Magister  Kappalambda,  who  waited] 
near  at  hand. 
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We  drove  out  of  the  town  for  three  or  four 
niles  through  scenery  very  much  resembhng 
some  parts  of  Surrey,  if,  in  addition  to  the 
ir-woods  and  heaths  of  that  pleasant  county,  he 
idded  grey  rocks  piercing  or  resting  on  the  sur- 
face. Every  now  and  then  we  came  to  gates 
icross  the  road,  to  mark  the  boundaries  of  pro- 
3erty.  This  is  a  drawback  to  the  pleasure  of 
iriving,  at  least  according  to  my  English  no- 
tions, which  object  to  the  constant  interruptions, 
3ven  though  there  may  be  generally  two  or 
three  ragged  urchins  waiting  to  open  them,  and 
3arn  a  ^^  slant" — a  general  term  for  pence — 
mth  which,  our  gallant  attendants  being  well 
supplied,  the  little  ragged  regiment  fared  sump- 
tuously. Pehr  Thomasson  has  written  a  poem 
3alled  **  The  Boy  at  the  Gate,"  and  such  furnish 
a  general  feature  of  Swedish  country  life. 

After  a  very  merry  and  pleasant  drive,  the 
three  carriages  stopped  at  a  cottage  by  a  water- 
mill,  with  the  Malar  glittering  at  a  little  distance 
before  us,  and  a  wooded  rocky  hill  on  the  right. 
This  we  chmbed,  crossing  a  stream  by  a  little 
bridge,  and  wandered  over  grey  lichen  and  moss 
by  a  rocky  path  through  the  pleasant  spring 
woods  to  a  little  old  summer-house  on  a  rock 
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called  Liirbo,  whence  we  had  a  glorious  view 
over  the  brilliant,  sparkling  Malar,  with  its 
wooded  banks.  Here  most  of  us  seated  our- 
selves, wreathed  cowslips,  pelted  each  other 
with  fir-cones,  and  listened  to  the  bullfinches 
singing  in  the  woods,  till  some  one  suggested 
that  breakfast  would  be  welcome,  and,  as  it'  in 
answer  to  the  idea,  a  summons  came  from 
Thora  that  the  meal  was  ready,  and  away  we 
trooped  down  the  hill  to  enjoy  it. 

Here  a  pleasant  surprise  awaited  us  :  an  abun- 
dant repast,  charmingly  arranged  on  the  green, 
sloping  sward;  and  in  case  any  critical  mind 
should  demur  to  a  sloping  bank  for  a  breakfast, 
let  me  describe  all.  A  table  borrowed  from  the 
cottage  was  covered  with  a  snow-white  cloth ; 
the  sugar-basket  and  other  apparatus  of  the 
meal  were  decorated  by  Walter  with  rosy  young 
fir-blossoms  on  their  light  green  twigs.  It  was 
a  lovely  decoration ;  wliilst  the  white  cloth 
spread  on  the  tm"f  was  covered  with  that  pro- 
fusion of  biscuits,  rusks,  and  fancy  bread 
which  belongs  to  Swedish  housekeeping,  and  all 
adorned  in  some  simple,  graceful,  rustic  fashion. 
A  country  woman,  with  a  pink  kerchief  on  her 
head,  came  up  from  the  cottage  with  two  large 
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copper  vessels  of  steaming  coffee.  Imagine  us 
then,  reclining  on  the  sloping  sward  of  our 
sylvan  saloon,  and  say  whether  we  should  not 
do  justice  to  the  meal. 

When  we  recrossed  the  bridge  to  return  to 
the  carriages,  two  peasant  children,  a  boy  and 
^irl,  were  fishing  for  perch — letting  their  lines 
Boat  away,  in  utter  forgetfulness  of  everything 
but  the  group  of  strangers  before  them.  They 
nade  a  perfect  little  picture.  Not  less  amazed 
;han  they  was  an  old  man  whom  we  startled  in 
;he  mill,  into  which  we  made  an  incursion,  as 
le  sate  in  deep  thought,  or  perhaps  without  a 
jingle  thought,  watching  the  corn  being  ground. 

The  carriages,  during  our  breakfast,  had  been 
lecorated  for  the  return  by  the  drivers,  who,  as 
f  inspired  by  the  sentiment  of  the  hour,  had 
vreatlied  them  with  the  fragrant  bird-cherry, 
low  in  full  bloom. 

We  drove  back  by  another  road,  passing,  in 
0  doing,  the  largest  agricultural  school  in 
>weden,  which  had  very  much  the  appearance 
if  any  gentleman-farmer's  place  in  England, 
ifter  this,  w^e  passed  the  camp,  a  little  Alder- 
hot,  where  the  militia  were  being  drilled, 
livery  man  in  Sweden  must  pass  through  mill- 


154       WITH  FREDRIKA  BREMER. 

tary  training  during  three  years,  for  a  short 
time  each  year ;  and  as  the  dress  of  the  private 
descends  from  one  to  another,  the  uniform  has 
a  tolerably  shabby  and  ill-fitting  look. 

In  the  afternoon,  all  our  kind  friends,  Magister 
Kappalambda  amongst  them,  came  down,  laden 
with  flowers,  to  see  us  on  board  the  steamer ; 
whilst  Birger  and  Arvid,  accompanied  by  his 
faithful  *^  Harlequin,"  undertook  to  be  our  escort 
as  far  as  Sigtuna ;  and  of  *'  Harlequin  "  be  it  said, 
though  it  has  been  omitted  before,  that  he  too 
was  his  master's  companion  wherever  he  kindly 
accompanied  us.  M 

Now  we  are  steaming  down  the  river,  past 
the  meadows  purple  with  fritillaries,  which  our 
friends  inform  us,  were  first  introduced  herej 
by  the  old  botanist  Olof  Kudbeck,  to  whose 
memory,  as  also  that  of  his  son,  Linnaeus  dedi- 
cated the  well-known  genus  of  plants,  Kudbeckia. 
Half-an-hour  later  we  are  on  the  Malar,  circling 
amongst  its  many  islands,  and  listening  to  that 
subject  which  is  never  threadbare  to  the  student 
— his  university  life. 

''  If  you  could  only  have  been  here  for  the 
spring  festival ! "  exclaimed  the  usually  quiet 
Birger,  with  enthusiasm ;   *^  it  is  really  worth 
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oming  from  Stockholm  to  see.  You  are  too 
ite  for  the  carnival  procession  this  year.  But 
romise  us  that  you  will  come  for  the  next !" 

''  What  shall  we  see  if  we  do  ?"  we  asked. 

*^  Every  nation,"  returned  Birger,  in  his 
rave  way,  '^  shows  on  such  an  occasion  of  what 
tuff  it  is  made  ;  and  there  will  be  grand  doings, 
lark  my  words  now  ;  the  Gothenburg  nation 
dll  represent  the  Past  and  the  Present,  that  is 
3  say,  Julius  Csesar  and  Louis  Napoleon,  with 
ther  types ;  Gottland  nation  will  startle  the 
''Olid  with  the  great  Bergsjo  serpent,  fifty  yards 
)ng,  a  real,  living  serpent,  with  scores  of  men 
iside  him  !  As  for  Wermland,  it  will  enact 
)on  Quixote,  with  human  windmills,  and 
lancho  Panza  on  an  ass,  if  that  animal  can 
e  procured  from  the  south  of  Sweden,  for 
b  is  easier  to  obtain  a  sea-serpent  than  an 
,ss  in  these  fabulous  regions,  you  perceive, 
kit  I  must  say  no  more,  for  I  am  revealing 
ieep  secrets  of  the  future.  But  you  will 
ome  !  " 

All  this  time  a  dark,  handsome  gentleman 
^as  keeping  an  eye  on  us  from  a  distance.  He 
lad  been  brought  up  in  Scotland,  and  had 
ravelled  in  America,  and  being  an  acquaintance 
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of  Aunt  Jane's,  had  been  commissioned  by  hei 
to  give  us  liis  kind  attention  on  our  way. 

The  boat  was  crowded  with  passengers, 
besides  a  great  deal  of  luggage  and  furniture  or 
deck. 

'^  You  will  arrive  very  late  in  Stockholm,' 
we  were  told  as  we  came  on  board,  ^^  for  a  family 
has  to  disembark  at  Staket  with  their  furniture 
for  their  summer  sojourn." 

The  dark  Scoto- Swede,  though  he  kept  hif 
eye  upon  us,  seemed  deeply  occupied  by  ar 
interesting-looking  lady  in  black,  whose  hair 
though  she  was  'yet  only  of  middle  age,  wa^ 
grey.  As  we  neared  Sigtuna,  however,  hi 
approached  us,  introduced  himself,  and  some- 
what strangely  as  it  seemed  to  us,  yet  perhaps 
judiciously,  expressed  a  strong  opinion  againsi 
smoking,  and  no  sooner  had  our  student  friends 
left  us,  than  he  took  us  in  charge.  1 

The  delay  at  Staket  which  we  had  anticipate^ 
as  an  unpleasant  interruption  proved  on  thi 
contrary  agreeable.  It  is  in  itself  a  charming 
spot ;  the  Malar  here  passing  between  pleasani 
rural  banks,  resembles  a  little  river,  whilst  a^ 
the  entrance  of  this  narrow  strait,  a  handsomt 
modern   suspension-bridge    is    thrown    across. 
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ing  a  look  of  wealth,  prosperity,  and  popu- 
Lon,  though  neither  town  nor  village  is  visihle, 
[y  here  and  there  a  cottage,  and  peasants 
telling  us  as  we  went  by. 
The  boat  steamed  past  the  little  jetty  without 
^  attempt  at  a  stay,  and  we  supposed  that 

had  been  incorrectly  informed,  when  just  as 
3  Malar  was  again  grandly  expanding  before 
,  the  steamer  suddenly  swung  round,  passing 
ittle  island  with  a  Grecian  temple  upon  it ;  a 
iute  w^as  fired  from  the  shore,  which  was 
stantly  answered  from  the  steamer,  and  the 
xt  moment  we  saw  a  crowd  of  servants 
,stening  down  to  the  landing-place  in  front  of 
spacious,  yellow-painted  mansion.  The  vessel 
y  to,  and  men  and  women,  chests  of  drawers, 
esses,  boxes,  portmanteaus,  packages,  baskets, 
mdles,  a  large  arum  in  flower  in  a  large  pot, 
>pper  and  crockery,  pots  of  lingon-jam,  and 
3  end  of  things  were  all  in  motion. 

It  was  the  arrival  of  the  Lagercronas  at  their 
)untry  seat,  so  our  new  acquaintance  informed 
={,  adding  from  the  lady  of  the  grey  ringlets, 
[rs.  Lagercrona  herself,  that  she  requested 
s  to  land  and  walk  in  the  grounds,  whilst 
le  disembarkation  took   place.    This    was    a 
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delightful  permission,  which  we  lost  no  time 
in  availing  ourselves  of.  Here  we  saw  the 
young,  newly- come  Lagercronas  rushing  about 
with  other  youthful  members  of  the  family,  who 
had  arrived  earlier,  visiting  the  green-house, 
the  kitchen-garden,  gathering  white  narcissus, 
which  grew  abundantly  in  the  pleasant  home- 
crofts,  and  racing  down  the  long  lime- avenue 
which  formed  a  beautiful  cathedral-like  aisle. 

Anything  more  joyous  than  this  could  not  be 
conceived.  We,  too,  walked  from  one  garden 
to  another,  admired  the  narcissus,  and  paced 
the  lime-tree  avenue.  The  house,  it  appears, 
was  once  a  church,  but  of  this  there  is  now  no 
sign.  Flowers  stood  grouped  in  the  portico, 
and  there  was  no  end  of  the  greetings  and  wel- 
comes from  the  country  domestics  to  their  fel- 
lows from  Upsala. 

Everywhere,  and  through  all,  there  was  such 
a  feeling  of  home-life  and  happy  arrival,  thai 
we  could  not  but  participate  in  it,  feeling  thai 
it  was  a  joy  in  which  we  had  a  right  to  share. 

At  length  all  the  furniture  and  luggage,  all 
the  multitudinous  bundles  and  boxes,  the  stores. 
and  the  flowers  had  been  landed.  Finally,  cam( 
the  lady  herself  and  her  last  attendant.     Ther 
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^e  went  on  board,  and  the  remainder  of  the 
ittle  voyage  was  made  agreeable  by  the  intclH- 
;ence  of  our  new  friend. 

Now  we  are  again  at  the  Eiddarholm  quay, 
,nd  here  stand  Lucia  and  Ingeborg's  mother, 
jho  had  felt  solitary  without  her  daughter ;  and 
lere  is  Hulda,  all  patiently  and  lovingly  await- 
Qg  us  in  the  sweet  summer  evening.  How 
heir  faces  brighten  as  they  see  us,  and  how 
ordial  is  their  welcome  after  our  delightful 
Jpsala  trip ! 


CHAPTER   IX. 

MIDSUMMER  DAY  AND  PARTINGS  PRESENT 
AND  FUTURE. 

Evening  of  Midsummer  Day. — Last  night 
I  slept  in  a  sylvan  bower ;  slept  in  a  green 
wood  all  on  a  summer  night ! 

Yesterday  evening  when  the  rapturous  Fritz 
and  I  returned  from  the  Midsummer  fair  at 
Monk's  Bridge  in,  the  city,  he  holding  in  one 
hand  the  string  of  an  immense  pink  air-ball, 
which  had  sailed  aloft  triumphantly  in  the  calm 
evening  air,  to  the  admiration  of  Stockholm 
youngsters,  and  a  miniature  may-pole  in  the 
other,  decked  with  moss,  gay  fancy  papers  and 
coloured  egg-shells,  and  we  had  reached  our 
landing,  I  discovered  to  my  great  amazement 
that  my  room  had  undergone  a  verdant  trans- 
formation. Young  birch-trees  waved  before 
the     tall    white,    porcelain     stove  ;     bronzy- 
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•een  oak-boughs  covered  the  walls,  whilst 
erman  was  hanging  up  wreaths  of  blue  com- 
)wers,  and  Fru  Knutsson  was  arranging  a 
)uquet  of  green-house  flowers  on  my  table. 
I  uttered  an  exclamation  of  joyful  surprise, 
which  she  replied,  ^*  It  is  very  little,  but 
3II  meant ! " 

Jerusalem,  at  the  happy  feast  of  Tabernacles, 
uld  not  have  looked  more  festive  than  does 
rockholm  at  this  moment.  Yesterday,  where 
-trees  had  formed  at  Christmas  a  wood  on 
ir  great  market-place,  birch- trees  were  now 
acefully  nodding.  Nor  was  this  other  than 
cording  to  the  botanic  law  in  Sweden,  where, 
len  the  fir  is  burned  down  to  clear  the  land 
r  cultivation,  the  birch  springs  up  in  its 
3ad. 

Greenery  is  everywhere  ;  pliant  birch -boughs 
ined  round  the  shop-doors  form  literal 
wers.  The  silvery  stems  and  rustling  leaves 
the  universal  birch  surmounting  even  scafibld- 
^s,  for  now,  when  all  who  can  have  left 
ockholm,  the  bricklayers  are  carrying  on  a 
isk  trade  in  building  and  making  alterations, 
ifortunately,  poor  women  are  employed  to 
try  the  mortar  and  bricks  up  the  lofty  scaffold- 
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ladders.     But  I  will  speak  of  nothing  sad  a 
this  bright,  joyous  day. 

Even  these  very  women  have  been  holida;y 
making,  as  for  instance,  this  gumma  (old  wife 
and  her  guhbe  (old  man). 


Everybody  compelled  to  remain  in  the  capitj 
has  been  out  ruralizing.     Scores  of  pleasun' 
steamboats,  decorated  with  flowers  and  flag 
and  with  bands  of  music  on  board,  have  left  tl 
city  for  some  of  the  country  palaces  or  placi 
of  favourite  resort.     Hundreds  have  wandewl 
to  pleasant  Haga,  or  to  the  extensive  DjurgaT'l 
and   carrying   their   dinners  with   them,   ha^' 
danced  under  the  shady  trees.     There  is  now 
great  deal  of  dancing  out  *^  in  the  verdure 
according  to  the  Swedish  expression,  on  the 

I 


MIDSUMMER    DAY    AND    PARTINGS.  1G3 

mmer  evenings.     Last  evening  people  were 
,ncing,   throughout  the   length  and   breadth 

Sweden,  round  the  May -pole ,  so  called,  some 
irned  men  say,  from  Maja,  a  provincial  verb, 

decorate  with  leaves  and  flowers.  Others 
ppose  that  the  may-pole  has  been  introduced 
»m  France  or  England,  and  that  the  Northern 
mate  has  compelled  a  change  in  the  date, 
hough  the  name  has  been  retained. 
But  is  it  not,  I  would  suggest,  derived  from 
itill  earlier  age,  and  brings  down  the  forgotten 
imory,  if  I  may  so  speak,  of  the  primeval 
i  universal  Maia,  the  mother  of  Buddha,  in 
)  East,  and  of  Mercury  in  Greece — the  pre- 
ing  genius  of  Nature,  whose  presence  is 
mowledged  by  all  the  earlier  races  of  man- 
d? 

lante  Fredrika  and  I  have  also  been  out 
rry-making.  We  have  been  to  Marieberg, 
Baron  Wrede's  country  residence,  and  cele- 
ted  a  great  joy  which  has  just  occurred  in 

private  family  circle  ;  have  rejoiced    over 

return  of  Tante  Fredrika 's  only  surviving 
.er  and  her  husband  from  their  long  absence 
oad  ;  have  rejoiced  amongst  hedges  of  blos- 
ling  lilacs.     Every   country  house  is   now 

m  2 
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gay  with  its  thickets  of  lovely  lilac  and  whiti 
syringas,  as  they  are  botanically  called  ii 
Sweden. 

Mrs.  Qviding,  Tante  Fredrika's  sister,  fo 
whose  welcome  back  to  her  native  land  she  ha 
remained  until  now  in  Stockholm,  said  thr 
she  has  seen  the  lilac  four  times  in  blossoi 
this  year ;  first,  in  the  early  spring  at  Nice 
secondly,  in  May,  at  Paris ;  in  the  first  weeks  ( 
June,  in  the  south  of  Sweden;  and  now  i 
Stockholm,  on  Midsummer  Day.  But  evei 
thing  is  unusually  late  this  year. 

Where  was  Hulda  all  this  time,  and  amid 
this  general  pleasure-taking  ? 

She  was  miles  away  at  the  little  waterii 
place  of  Sodertelje. 

About  ten  days  ago  she  left  us.  I  went  o 
day  with  a  message  to  the  friend  whom  she  ^ 
to  accompany,  and  was  sent  back  from  her  sn 
little  wooden  house  with  an  earnest  entreaty  tl 
good  lilla  Hulda  Dahl  might  be  spared  ih 
and  then,  for  they  must  be  off  the  next  mo] 
ing ;  and  there  were  clothes  and  linen  a 
lingon-jam  to  be  packed,  and  nothing  could 
done  without  '^  lilla  Hulda.'' 

Thus  we   suddenly   lost   our   good  helj 
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[Ida,  and  consoled  ourselves  by  the  thoughts 
her  country  enjoyment,  and  by  the  readmg  of 
/'anity  Fair"  and  **  The  Newcomes,"  in  an 
ming.  These  books  were  kindly  lent  us  by  a 
[y,  half  English  and  half  Swedish,  and  never 
ve  I  enjoyed  them  so  much  as  now,  when 
iding  them  aloud  to  Tante  Fredrika,  who 
)roughly  understands  English,  and  is  charmed 
the  keen,  worldly  perception,  and  the  under- 
ng  geniality  of  Thackeray. 
We  often  make  excursions  in  some  of  the 
tie  puffing  and  paddling  steamers  which  ply 

these  waters ;  revisit  the  many  beautiful 
d  interesting  spots  to  which  they  take  us,  and 
joy  Nature  in  all  her  virgin  freshness.  These 
tie  boats  are  an  unspeakable  advantage 
ring  the  summer,  especially  as  the  fares  are 
fy  low.  Tante  Fredrika  says  they  have  quite 
pned  up  the  near-lying  shores,  to  which,  a 
kr  years  ago,  there  was  access  only  by  boats, 
jved  by  sturdy  women,  and  that  merely  when 

distances  were  short. 

ne  evening  we  went  to  Lofholm,   or  leaf 

nd,  enjoying  first  the  sight  of  Stockholm 
jug  from  its  golden  waters,   like  a  Northern 

ice,  and  afterwards  a  country  ramble  through 
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a  rocky,  park-like  country,  passing  along  under 
brilliant,  golden  green  leaves,  penetrated  hy 
the  evening  sun.  Tante  Fredrika's  enjoyment 
was  equal  to  mine,  and  she  exclaimed, — 

^*  Ah,  it  is  good  here  in  Sweden  !  We  car 
wander  where  we  will,  without  troubling  our- 
selves whether  we  are  on  the  Almighty's  proj 
perty  or  trespassing  on  that  of  man  ! " 

Our  first  cuckoo  made  itself  heard  in  i 
meadow,  and  Tante  Fredrika,  remembering  hej 
earlier  years,  sang, —  j 

*'  Cuckoo  !  cuckoo  !  on  the  bough, 
Tell  me  truly,  tell  me  how 
Many  years  there  will  be 
Till  a  husband  comes  to  me  ?  " 

^^  Cuckoo,  cuckoo,  cuckoo!"  sounded  froi] 
an  alder- tree. 

o 

''He  sits  pa  galen  qvist  (on  a  bewitche 
bough),  and  therefore  his  prophecy  mean 
nothing,"  said  Tante,  merrily. 

Another  day  we  spent  at  Mr.  Ekmarck" 
country  cottage,  near  the  Djurgard,  where  h 
and  his  wife  and  daughter  ruralize  delightfulb 
and  row  in  their  private  boat  to  Stockholm  f( 
provisions. 

As  I  have  already  said,  Stockholm  is  desertec 
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ome  are  gone  to  Scania ;  some  to  the  wild 
•ales,  where  there  are  no  inns  but  hospitable 
)untry  parsonages.  Some  to  the  great  crystal 
vers  and  the  beautifully  romantic  scenery 
f  Norrland.  Steamers  convey  people  even  to 
lapland.  The  Professor  of  Botany  at  the 
eminarium  lias  gone  thither  to  botanize, 
ccompanied  by  his  wife,  who  is  his  assistant. 
^e  are  looking  for  a  certain  English  traveller 
ho  is  now  on  his  way  back  from  Haparanda, 
fter  witnessing  the  midnight  sun. 
June  SO th. — We  have  gone  through  many 
jave-takings  during  the  earlier  part  of  this 
lonth.  Tante  Fredrika's  valued  Finnish  friend, 
lajor  M.,  returned,  it  is  true,  with  the  yellow 
nd  brown  iield-fares,  but  both  he  and  they 
refer  the  thorough  country,  even  to  rural 
Itockholm,  and  he  has  only  appeared  again  to 
isappear.  Edla  has  gone  back  to  her  beloved 
xottland.  Tante  Fredrika  and  I  saw  her  off, 
s  did  also  the  indefatigably  kind  Lucia.  She 
^as   taking    with   her    the    Httle   son   of  her 

•lend,  Mrs.  Fredrika  L .     This  boy  has  an 

nmense  enjoyment  before  him  m  tliat  univer- 
illy  warm-hearted  Gottland,  where  all  are 
lade  welcome,  where  even  the  starlings  find 
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little  houses  built  for  them  in  the  trees. 
Ingeborg  and  her  mother  are  also  off  to  the 
same  hospitable  island;  their  visit,  however^j 
being  to  the  venerable  old  capital,  Visby,  the 
Chester  of  Sweden. 

Visby,  once  a  mighty  trading  town,  one  of| 
the  most  important  ports  of  the  middle  ages, 
still  retains  innumerable  ruins  of  churches  and 
ramparts.  These  remains  are  all  the  more 
prized  in  this  country  from  its  possessing  so 
few  ruins,  owing  to  the  prevalence  of  wooden 
buildings.  Indeed,  it  is  a  great  matter  here  to 
possess  a  stone  house,  and  people  are  thought 
very  fortunate  who  do  so. 

Tante  Fredrika  knew  many  years  ago  a  poor 
young  orphan  girl,  who,  being  at  her  wits'  end 
'to  maintain  herself  and  two  younger  children, 
turned  her  attention  to  the  making  of  a  par- 
ticular kind  of  pastry  for  which  she  had  a 
receipt.  This  proving  successful,  she  not  only 
maintained  herself  and  her  brother  and  sister, 
bat  became  eventually  the  possessor  of  a  stone 
house. 

^^A  stone  house,  however,*'  as  dear  Tante 
Fredrika  added,  ' '  is  not  all  the  world,  nor  can 
it  always  make  its  possessor  happy." 
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In  proof  of  this  she  told  the  following  : — 

**  Two  madams  lived  together ;   the  one   I 

will  call  A ,  the  other  B .     They  were 

both  poor,  but  being  industrious  earned  their 
daily  bread,  which  they  ate  contentedly,  and 
slept  soundly  and  peacefully  at  night. 

*^  After  awhile,  one  of  Madam  A 's  rela- 
tions dying,  left  her  a  small  stone  house.  This 
seemed  a  piece  of  great  good  luck,  but  brought 
with  it  a  host  of  cares ;  tenants  came  in, 
tenants  went  out,  sometimes  paying  no  rent. 
It  was  a  continual  anxiety;  then  it  always 
wanted  repairing,  and  after  that  came  fear  of 

fire.     Poor  Madam  A could  no  longer  sleep 

soundly.     She  rose   up  and  paced  about   the 

room.    This  woke  Madam    B ,   who    said 

nothing,  and  lay  still,  in  the  hope  of  dropping 
asleep  again. 

**  Presently,  however,  her  friend  stopped  by 
her  bedside,  and  moaned  forth, — 

**  '  She  can  sleep  well  enough,  that  she  can  ! 
She  should  just  get  a  stone  house,  then  she 
would  see  that  there's  an  end  of  her  sleep  ! ' 

''So  it  is,  lilla  Margret,"  morahzed  Tante 
Fredrika,  ^^  A  stone  house  is  not  all  the 
world.'' 
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Good-tempered,  fat  Fru  Knutsson,  faithful 
Herman,  studious  lille  Fritz  and  I,  must  soon 
part  company.  In  a  few  days,  Tante  Fredrika 
will  spread  her  wings  and  soar  away,  and  whi- 
ther she  flies  there  I  follow,  according  to  her 
kind  desire,  as  long  as  I  can  remain  in  Sweden. 
We  shall  first  take  our  flight  to  Arsta,  the 
old  family  seat,  and  then  to  the  vast  quarry 
of  Kolmorden,  where  the  limestone  comes 
forth  as  splendid  green  marble,  and  where  kind 
affectionate  hearts  are  anxiously  awaiting  Miss 
Bremer's  long-talked-of  visit. 

Fru  Knutsson  is  consequently  looking  out  for 
another  tenant.  Hence  this  very  hour  a  some- 
what amusing  scene  of  lodging-letting  occurred. 

I  sat  writing,  with  my  key  on  the  table,  when 
the  door  was  unlocked  from  without  by  Fru 
Knutsson 's  own  key.  m 

Enter  a  strange,  pale  lady,  who  starts  back  on 
seeing  me ;  and  Fru  Knutsson  following,  ex- 
claims :  A 

^*  Oh  pray  proceed  !  It  is  only  a  foreigner; 
they  never  understand  !  "  *« 

Strange  lady  hesitates,  gives  a  hasty  glance 
round  the  room,  and  retires,  remarking,  ^^  A 
handsome  room,  and  in  great  order." 
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Fru  Knutsson's  voice  in  the  passage  is  heard 
through  the  quietly  closing  door. 

**  I  speak  the  truth  when  I  affirm  that  I  have 
given  the  greatest  satisfaction  both  to  Count 
Blackhelmet  and  this  English  mees,  though  she 
does  belong  to  Mamsell  Bremer,  and  is  so 
particular  as  to  pick  up  all  her  bits  of  paper 
from  the  floor." 

July  Ath. — Fahlcrantz,  the  witty,  sarcastic 
poet  and  Bishop  of  Westeras,  now  an  aged 
man  and  a  great  sufferer,  is  in  Stockholm. 
Tante  Fredrika  was  with  him  on  Friday.  He 
was  very  cheerful,  and  spoke  of  the  blessing 
which  he  had  experienced  fi'om  chloroform  ;  he 
spoke  with  tears  too  of  his  loving  young  wife, 
who  had  proved  herself  a  perfect  angel  to  him. 
As  he  remembers  with  pleasure  a  merry  day 
that  he  spent  with  my  parents  years  ago  in 
England,  lying  out  on  the  lawn  in  summer  and 
eating  grapes,  I  am  to  call  on  him  with  Miss 
Bremer  before  we  leave  Stockholm,  which  will 
be  on  Friday. 

But  Bishop  Fahlcrantz  is  not  the  only 
sufferer  who  is  bearing  a  bitter  cross  with  noble 
endurance. 
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It  is  with  the  deepest  grief  that  I  now  record 
the  secret,  silent  suffering  of  one  who  has 
become  very  dear  to  me. 

A  few  evenings  since,  going  up  as  usual  to 
Tante  Fredrika,  I  found  her  and  Miss  Venn- 
berg  evidently  holding  a  private  consultation. 
I  was  immediately  retiring  when  they  called  me 
back.  I  was  then  asked  to  lay  my  hand  on 
Miss  Vennberg's  bosom,  on  which  her  jacket  was 
loosened.  I  did  so,  and  should  instantly  have 
withdrawn  it  but  from  an  unwillingness  to 
reveal  my  own  painful  surprise,  for  it  seemed 
to  me  that  I  had  touched  hard,  unimpressive 
marble. 

So  it  was ;  the  tender-hearted  Lotten  was 
petrifying. 

-'^Do  not  look  so  unhappy,  lilla  Margret," 
she  said,  cheerily.  *'  It  is  very  strange  though. 
It  has  come  gradually ;  but  it  does  not  at 
present  prevent  my  going  about  and  doing  my 
work  as  usual.  Though  my  breast  may  be 
turning  to  stone,  I  feel  just  as  warmly  for  others 
as  I  ever  did." 

We  both  entreated  her  to  have  advice. 

*'  I  will  go  to  Sodertelje  for  a  little  water 
cure,"  she  said,  ''  as  soon  as  I  can  liberate 
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myself,  but  at  present  I  am  so  busy."     And  she 
smiled  at  us  because  we  both  looked  so  sad. 

This  is,  and  long  will  be,  a  sorrowful  thought 
to  us  both.  Tante  Fredrika  hopes  that  her 
dear  Lotten  will  take  advice  before  this  strange 
malady  becomes  incurable. 


I 


CHAPTER  X. 

THREE  ROYAL  RESIDENCES. 
GRIPSHOLM. 

July  6th. — Before  visiting  fresh  scenes,  which 
we  are  now  on  the  eve  of  doing,  I  will  speak 
of  three  remarkable  excursions  which  we  made 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Stockholm  during  last 
month. 

First  then,  to  Grripsholm,  a  fine  old  red-brick 
castle,  with  four  towers  rising  pleasantly  and 
sleepily  on  a  creek  of  the  Malar,  many  miles 
from  Stockholm,  with  the  little  town  of  Marie- 
fred  nestling  beside  it. 

This  castle,  built  as  a  pleasant  country  resi- 
dence by  Gustavus  Vasa,  became^  not  only  the 
prison  of  two  of  his  own  sons,  both  Kings  of 
Sweden,  but  also  of  the  last  of  his  race,  the 
hapless  Gustavus  IV.  Many  celebrated  State 
prisoners  have  also  been  immured  here. 
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Scarcely  had  we  entered  the  grim  portals  of 
the  palace,  when  the  aged  guide,  a  tall,  thin, 
hale  old  man,  recognised  my  companion 
although  she  had  not  been  there  for  years. 

**  It  is  Mamsell  Bremer !  "  said  he,  with 
marked  deference,  as  if  to  a  crowned  head. 
*'  I  remember  the  last  visit  paid  by  Mamsell 
Bremer.  Mamsell  will  be  so  good  as  to  go 
where  it  is  agreeable." 

And,  with  a  profound  bow,  he  stood  aside  for 
us  to  pass,  and  then  turned  to  a  party  of 
foreigners  who  had  come  with  us  in  the  boat. 

Thus,  having  full  permission,  we  wandered 
through  the  grand,  dreary  old  apartments, 
which  are  in  thorough  repair,  and  are  occasion- 
ally inhabited  by  the  Koyal  Family  for  a  few 
days  at  a  time.  Nor  would  any  one,  it  seems 
to  me,  desire  to  remain  longer. 

The  endless  portraits  of  the  dead,  unrelieved 
by  any  landscape  or  figure-piece,  the  majority 
painted  in  that  hard,  old  clumsy  style  which 
transforms  flesh  and  bone,  as  it  were,  into  stone 
and  wood  ;  kings  and  queens,  some  even  of  our 
own,  as  Mary,  Queen  of  Scots,  George  III., 
and  others,  with  old  Oliver  Cromwell  amongst 
them;  celebrated  statesmen,  warriors,  and  court 
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beauties ;  many  a  pastor  and  poet  whom 
Sweden  loves,  noble  men  and  women,  stare 
forth  from  these  walls  in  ghostly  array,  seem- 
ing to  form  a  vast  chequered  pattern  of  endless 
human  faces.  ^ 

We  visited  the  comparatively  comfortable 
prison  apartments  of  John,  the  second  son  of 
Gustavus  Vasa,  and  which  his  Polish  wife, 
Katherina  Jagellonica,  was  allowed  to  make 
happy  by  her  presence.  We  mounted  into  the 
tower  in  which  this  very  John,  when  King,  con- 
fined his  unfortunate  brother,  Erik  XIV.  Yet, 
dreary  and  comfortless  as  it  was,  it  was  not 
without  its  heaven-sent  mercies ;  the  sun  could 
shine  into  it,  and,  through  one  of  its  narrow 
windows,  Erik  could  behold  his  faithful  **lilla 
Karin,"  the  beautiful  Katherine  Mansdotter, 
the  one  time  motherless  peasant  girl,  at  her 
daily  station  on  a  green  meadow  across  the 
creek. 

During  his  ignominious  imprisonment  here 
and  elsewhere,  Erik,  deprived  of  his  books  and 
his  lute,  without  pen  and  ink,  poured  forth  his 
pent-up  grief  and  humiliation  in  poetry,  written 
sometimes  only  with  a  stick,  and  charcoal  ground 
up   in  water.     Two   of   the  most  penitential 
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puns  in  the  Swedish  hymn-book  were  written 

^  him  at   this   time.     In  one   of  these,  tlie 

enzied  murderer  of  the  Stiires,   the  passive 

Lurderer   of  hundreds  of  others,    feels  in  his 

jmorse    as  if    severed  from   God,   as  a  lone 

leep  on  a  desolate  island  ;  as  a  fish  caught  in 

net  of  sinful  desires.     This  hymn,  the   most 

imorseful  outpouring  of  an  agonized  soul,  is 

mg  in  Sweden  at  the  execution  of  criminals. 

Sumptuous,  on  the  contrary,  are  the    apart- 

ents  in  which  the  second  and  incapable  Gus- 

,vus  Adolphus  experienced  a  brief  detention. 

he  handsome  table  at  which  he  signed  his  ab- 

cation,  in  1809,  is  still  pointed  out  in  one  of 

le  principal    rooms.     Gustavus   died   at   St. 

all,  in  1837,  after  leading  a  strange,  solitary 

fe  in  Switzerland  and  Germany,  first  as  Count 

1  Gottorp,  then  as  Colonel  Gustafsson. 

I  Tante  Fredrika  told  me,  as  we  sat  resting 

ifore  this  table,  that  his  only  son,  the  Prince 

Vasa,  longing  to  see  his  fatherland   once 

re,  was  willingly  permitted  to  return  by  the 

yal  Family,  and  one  of  the  Barons  Wrede  was 

ut  to  attend  upon  him.     The  Prince  had  no 

pirations  to  the  crown,   his  visit  was  that  of 

private  nobleman  ;  nevertheless,  he  returned 

n 
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almost  immediately  after  having  set  foot  on  the 
south  of  Sweden. 

Gustavus  IV.  had  three  daughters,  the  eldest, 
Sophia,  married  to  the  late  Grand  Duke  oi 
Baden.  Amongst  the  many  interesting  cartes 
de-visite  in  Miss  Bremer's  possession  none  ig 
more  striking  than  the  portrait  of  this  lady, 
with  her  fine,  thoughtful,  yet  somewhat  sorrow^ 
ful  countenance,  and  which  she  gave  to  Misi 
Bremer  when  the  latter  had  an  interview  witl 
her  at  Carlsruhe  in  1862. 

Tante  Fredrika  stayed  a  few  days  in  that  cit; 
at  a  time  when  it  seemed  like  a  hot,  forsakei 
desert.     Nevertheless,  she  felt  as  if  she  coul( 
not  leave  without   seeing  her  fellow-country 
woman,  the  Dowager  Grand  Duchess,  whor 
'  she  remembered  as  a  little  girl,  driving  abou 
Stockholm  with  her  beautiful  mother  and  he 
younger  sisters.     Miss  Bremer  was  then  hei 
self  a  child,  and  felt  that  it  must  be  a  delightfr 
thing  to  be  a  young  princess.     Now  they  wer 
both  elderly  women,  and  the  Grand  Duchesii 
severed  from  Sweden,  and  knowing  nothing  (n 
the  human  sympathy  which  the  other  had  fe 
for  her,  might  perhaps  regard  the  visit  as  a 
intrusion. 
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Still  it  pressed  strongly  upon  her,  and,  men- 
oning  the  subject  to  a  German  gentleman,  he 
,ughed  away  her  scruples,  and  arranged  with 
le  Duchess  an  interview  for  the  following  day. 

It  was  no  splendid  ducal  palace  w^hicli  this 
,dy  inhabited,  but  an  elegant,  simple  house, 
,anding  in  well-kept  grounds.  There  were  no 
gns  of  State.  The  apartment  into  which  Miss 
remer  was  shown  alone  bore  traces  of  the 
ink  of  its  inmate,  by  the  number  of  Royal 
3rtraits  on  the  walls ;  whilst  the  books  and 
owers  testified  to  a  refined  and  beautiful  soul. 

A  thin,  interesting-looking  lady,  whom  Tante 
redrika  instantly  recognised  as  a  Vasa,  stole 
9ntly  in,  and  embraced  her  visitor  with  tears 
L  her  eyes.  She  upbraided  her  for  not  coming 
irlier ;  spoke  to  her  of  Sweden,  the  home  of 
er  childhood  ;  said  that  she  so  perfectly  re- 
lembered  the  palace  at  Stockholm  that,  were 
16  suddenly  placed  in  it,  she  could  find  her  way 
trough  every  portion  of  its  immense  pile.  A 
port  had  been  spread  in  Sweden  that  she  had 
jcepted  an  invitation  from  the  Eoyal  Family 

revisit  her  native  land.  This,  she  said,  was  a 
Histake,  for  that  her  health  w^ould  not  allow  of 
l^r   taking   so   great  a  pleasure.     She   loved 

n  2 
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Sweden  intensely,  and  felt  every  spring  a  grei 
yearning  thither.  She  had  read  Miss  Bremer 
works  in  their  German  translation,  and  regrette 
that  she  could  not  read  them  in  Swedish ;  bi 
she  had  never  spoken  that  language  since  sh 
was  a  child,  still  she  understood  it  when  sh 
heard  it  spoken,  and  always  said  her  prayers  i 
Swedish. 

Tante  Fredrika  says,  that  the  remembranc 
of  this  refined  and  excellent  lady  will  never  b 
effaced  from  her  memory. 

The  object  of  our  visit  to  Gripsholm  had  beei 
especially  for  me  to  see  the  old  historic  castle 
and  for  Tante  Fredrika  to  inspect  the  Koya 
establishment  for  the  rearing  of  silkw^ormg 
Queen  Josephine  is  very  desirous  that  th 
breeding  of  these  creatures  and  the  spinninj 
of  silk  should  become  a  regular  means  c 
livelihood  to  the  peasants  of  her  country;  ani 
Miss  Bremer,  who  is  interested  in  every  thiii| 
that  can  advance  human  comfort,  was  wishful 
therefore,  of  knowing  how  this  experiment  su^ 
ceeded. 

The  elderly  froken  who  takes  care  of  the  sill 
worms,  and  w^ho,  during  the  summer,  lives  r 
a  large  wooden  house  in  the  park,  made  us  ver 
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Icome.  The  establishment  is  at  present  on 
jmall  scale,  the  Queen  purchasing  all  the  silk 
lich  is  spun.  The  froken  and  an  elderly 
thful  servant  take  entire  charge  of  the  silk- 
rms,  which  for  six  weeks  in  the  summer  keep 
jm  very  hard  at  work,  obliging  them  occa- 
nally  to  rise  as  early  as  three  o'clock  in  the 
>rning,  because  each  worm  requires  to  be 
Lced  on  a  leaf  of  its  own.  We  were  con- 
cted  by  this  lady  to  the  mulberry  plantation, 
asisting  of  rows  of  young  trees  about  the 
e  of  currant-bushes,  and  looking  somewhat 
:e  them,  for  the  leaves  were  neither  thick  nor 
oily  ;  afterwards  into  the  old  park,  with  its 
ie-spreading  oaks  and  its  carpet  of  flowers. 
5re  we  were  joined  by  two  humble  friends  of 
,nte  Fredrika's,  who,  having  been  long  ex- 
sting  her,  had  met  us  on  our  arrival,  and 
me  hither  to  look  for  us.  By  them  we 
ire  carried  off  to  the  cleanest,  prettiest 
loden  house  in  the  little  wooden  town  of 
iriefred  (Mary's  peace),  and  treated  to  fra- 
mt  coffee  and  delicious  home-made  buns  and 
sks. 

As  we  steamed  back  over  the  picturesque 
,ters,  flooded  with  the  long,  bright,  evening 
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sunshine,  Tante  Fredrika  surprised  me  b} 
saying : 

^*  Once  when  saiHng  over  the  lake,  I  waj 
amazed  by  the  apparition  of  nin^  or  ten  mer- 
maids above  the  water,  who  looked  at  us  as  w( 
passed.  They  are  not  unfrequently  seen,  anc 
are  well-known  animals." 

As  Tante  Fredrika  spoke  of  them  as  materia 
beings,  and  termed  them  animals,  I,  in  my  igno 
ranee,  suggested  seals. 

*^  Seals,  certainly  not;  mermaids,''  was  th< 
decided  reply. 

If  I  could  only  reach  Professor  Nilsson  ii 
Scania,  I  would  ask  him  to  clear  up  thii 
mystery. 

DROTTNINGHOLM. 

On  a  very  bright  and  pleasant  holiday,  whei 
all  the  world  was  abroad,  Tante  Fredrika  tool 
me  to  Drottningholm,  the  stateliest  countr 
palace  in  the  land — a  perfect  Swedish  Versailll 
— where  ''  min  Drottning  "  (my  Queen),  % 
Tante  Fredrika  says,  has  taken  up  her  summ* 
residence. 

The  Councillor  of  Justice  and  Mrs.  Qvidinf 
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have  also  a  summer  abode  of  their  own  huildinir 
on  the  confines  of  the  park,  and  on  the  beautiful 
rocky  shores  of  the  Miliar.  It  was  arranged  for 
us  to  dine  with  them  after  we  had  visited  the 
palace,  into  which  a  broad  flight  of  steps  leads 
directly  from  the  landing- pier. 

After  seeing  the  grand  suites  of  apartments 
thrown  open  to  the  public,  my  kind  friend  con- 
ducted me  to  a  wing,  where  she  paid  a  visit  to 
a  German  lady  w4io  accompanied  the  Queen 
hither  when  she  came  from  Germany  a  bride, 
and  wdio  has  lived  with  her  ever  since  as  her 
constant  attendant  and  almoner.  Unfortunately, 
she  is  now  blind ;  but  the  good,  thoughtful 
Queen  prevents  as  much  as  possible  her  feeling 
the  privation  by  her  anticipatory  watchfulness, 
and  even  by  herself  reading  aloud  to  her. 

Miss  Bremer,  who  always  pa^^s  her  respects 
to  the  Queen  at  least  once  a  year,  requested  an 
audience  for  herself  and  her  young  English 
guest,  and  a  private  interview  ensued.  The 
room  in  which  we  were  received  was  furnished 
with  gold-coloured  damask ;  and  when  the 
Queen,  who  w^ore  rich  violet  silk,  was  seated  on 
:he  sofa,  I  could  not  but  remark  how  beautiful 
^nd  harmonious  was  the  eifect  of  these  colours. 
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We  were  seated  on  chairs  near  her,  and  nothing 
could  be  simpler  or  more  kind  than  the  whole 
interview.  I  was  struck  by  the  deference  which 
her  Majesty  showed  to  Miss  Bremer,  and  by  her 
own  sympathy  and  interest  in  every  thing  that 
was  going  on.  She  spoke  of  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Qviding's  beautiful  cotiage,  and  how  much  inte- 
rested she  had  been  in  their  arrival,  and  of  the 
warm  welcome  which  they  had  given  to  Greta, 
their  female  Dalecarlian  gardener.  She  spoke 
with  pleasure  of  the  building  improvements  now 
going  on  in  Stockholm,  and  proved  by  every 
word  that  the  requirements  of  the  people,  espe- 
cially of  the  poorer  class,  lie  very  near  her 
heart.  She  spoke  with  much  pride,  too,  of  the 
poetry  of  the  King,  her  son ;  and  said  that  if 
my  mother  translated  any  of  th€se  poems,  she 
begged  they  might  be  his  ^*  Farewell  to  Drott- 
ningholm  ''  and  '*  The  Home  of  My  Heart." 

In  the  evening,  when  we  embarked,  after  a 
delightful  day  at  Drottningholm,  spent  in  the 
majestic  park  and  at  the  cottage,  with  its  every 
requisite  of  rural  enjoyment — where  everything 
seems  to  flourish,  where  the  best  of  raspbenies 
and  the  most  beautiful  of  roses  are  produced 
under  Mrs.   Qviding's   fostering  care,  our  last 
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iew  of  Drottningliolm  was  that  of  the  good 
)iieen  sittin^]:  on  the  terrace  in  front  of  the 
alace,  with  her  attendants,  watching  the 
rowds  of  happy  people  starting  on  their  return 
3  Stockhohn  in  the  many  steamhoats  which 
e  below,  and  from  which  the  music  of  "  Wil- 
elm  Tell"  or  ''  God  Save  the  King  "  somided 
lelodiously  in  the  pure  summer  air. 

The  poems  of  which  her  Majesty  spoke  have 
een  translated,  as  she  wished,  and  it  is  with 
reat  pleasure  that  I  now  introduce  them 
ere : — 

AUTUMN    FAREWELL    TO    DROTTNINGHOLM. 

The  glorious  summer  sun  already  leaneth 

Towards  distant  lands,  and  that  resplendent  glow 
Which,  late  at  eve,  flamed  upward  to  the  zenith, 

No  longer  now  the  northern  fields  shall  know. 
And  wood  and  mead,  which  in  their  vernal  gladness, 

Laughed  out  to  man  beneath  the  azure  sky. 
Stand  wan  and  sere,  and  clouds  weep  tears  of  sadness, 

And  even  the  little  birds  sit  silent  by. 

Yet  still  how  gratefully  my  memoij  treasures 

The  lovely  peace  of  each  sweet  summer  day. 
When  heaven  itself  brought  down  to  earth  its  pleasures, 

And  winds  their  warfare  changed  to  merry  play ; 
When  flowere  sent  up  their  ofTering  of  sweetness, 

As  incense  to  the  God  of  day  and  night, 
And  lifted  to  the  sun  their  fair  completeness, 

Obedient  to  the  holy  law  of  light. 


186  WITH    FREDRIKA    BREMER. 

But  all,  alas  !  on  earth  is  transitoiy, 

And  laughter  changes  soon  to  sorrow's  tear, 
As  the  green  herb,  anon,  foregoes  its  glory, 

So  man  advances  onward  to  his  bier. 
Yet  if  the  faithful  heart  have  kept  in  clearness 

The  sunny  moments  of  the  passing  day, 
Still  shall  they  cast  amidst  autumnal  drearness 

Of  the  lost  summer  a  surviving  ray. 

Thus  muse  I,  as  my  fond  farewell  is  spoken, 

Thou  loveliest  pearl  beside  the  Malar  coast ; 
Nor  shall  sweet  memory's  bond  'twixt  us  be  broken, 

Where'er  my  bark  on  life's  rough  sea  be  tossed  ! 
To  thee  my  heart  will  yearn  when  sorrow  shroudeth 

My  world  of  thought,  and  all  is  dark  as  night ; 
And  if  thick  mist  the  future  overcloudeth, 

I  will  ascend  unto  the  past  delight. 

Farewell,  ye  hills  and  valleys,  groves  and  meadows ! 

Where  Flora  scattered  all  her  pomp  abroad, 
And  elves  amidst  the  full  moon's  lights  and  shadows 

Traced  magic  rings  in  dances  on  the  sward ; 
Thou  shore,  reed-garlanded,  where  softly  stringing 

His  harp  at  eve  the  Necken  charms  the  scene ; 
Thou  wood,  made  musical  with  wild  birds'  singing. 

And  waters  lapsing  through  the  leafy  screen. 

Farewell,  thou  starry  eve  !  so  oft  reflected 

In  the  still  waters,  where  my  light  bark  drove 
The  downward  depth  which  still  my  gaze  rejected. 

Turning  instead  unto  the  heaven  above  ; 
Have  thanks  for  all  the  quiet  joy  supernal. 

Which  in  my  heart's  recess  by  thee  was  laid. 
The  whilst  thy  azure  vault  of  truth  eternal 

Expanded  as  a  blessing  o'er  my  head  ! 
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Farewell,  thou  lovely  scene  !     The  heart's  deep  feeling 

Gives  forth  these  accents  of  my  parting  song  ! 
Yet  tliou  in  memory  wilt  be  sorrow's  healing, 

And  speed  the  mournful  winter  night  along ; 
I'll  think  of  thee  when  Autumn  fogs  are  glooming, 

Oh  !  Drottningholm,  for  still  thy  sun  will  shine  ; 
Thou  art  to  me  in  every  season  blooming, 

And  peaceful  lilies  round  thy  name  entwine  ! 


THE    HEAKT  S    HOME. 

iVhei'e  is  thy  home  ?     Thus  to  my  heart  appealing 

I  spake.     Say  thou  who  hast  had  part 
[n  all  my  inmost  being's  deepest  feeling, 

Where  is  thy  proper  home  ?     Tell  me,  my  heart ! 
[s  it  where  peaceful  groves  invite  to  leisure, 
A.nd  silvery  brooklets  lapse  in  easy  measure  ? 
No,  no  !  my  heart  responded,  No  ! 

Where  is  thy  home  ?     Amid  the  tempest's  anger, 
And  torrents  leaping  wild  from  rock  to  rock, 

Where  the  bold  hunter  finds  delight  in  danger. 
And  bleeding  victims  fall  beneath  his  stroke  ? 

Or  is  it  'mid  the  artillery's  thundering  rattle, 

The  clash  of  swords,  the  roar  and  rush  of  battle  ? 
Calmly  my  heart  made  answer.  No  ! 

Where  is  thy  home  ?     Perchance  where  tropic  splendour, 

In  golden  luxury  of  light,  calls  forth 
The  purple  grape  ;  perchance,  'midst  roses  tender 

Thou  revellest  in  the  beauty  of  the  South. 
Is  that  thy  home,  beneath  the  palm-tree  shadows, 
And  ever- verdant  summer's  flowery  meadows  ? 
Still,  still  my  heart  made  answer,  No  ! 
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Where  is  thy  home  ?     Is  it  'mid  icebergs  hoary, 
The  crags  and  snow-fields  of  the  Arctic  strand, 

Where  the  midsummer's  midnight  sees  the  glory 
Of  sunset  and  of  sunrise,  hand  in  hand, 

Where  'twixt  the  fir-trees  gleams  the  snow-drift's  whiteness. 

And  starry  night  flames  with  auroral  brightness  ? 
But  still  my  whispering  heart  said,  No  ! 

Where  is  thy  home  ?     Is  it  within  her  presence, 
Whose  heart  responsive  pulses  to  thy  love. 

Who  taught  of  suffering  the  divinest  essence. 

When  hope  was  dead  in  life's  sweet  myrtle  grove  ? 

Is  that  the  home — the  home  of  tender  feeling  ? 

It  must  be  so ;  hence  all  this  fond  concealing  ! 
But  plaintively  my  heart  said,  No  ! 

Where  is  thy  home  ?     Say  if  perchance  it  lieth 

In  that  prefigured  land  of  love  and  light. 
Whither,  they  say,  the  soul  enfranchised  flieth 

When  earthly  bonds  no  longer  check  her  flight  ? 
Is  there  thy  home  ?     Those  unknown  realms  elysian 
Which  shine  beyond  the  stars,  a  heavenly  vision  ? 
Then  first  my  heart  made  answer.  Yes  ! 

There  is  my  home,  it  said,  with  quick  emotion ; 

My  primal  home,  to  which  I  am  akin. 
Though  thou  hast  kindled  fires  for  my  devotion, 

Yet  I  forget  not  Heaven's  pure  flame  within. 
Amidst  the  ashes  still  a  spark  surviveth. 
Which  ever  yearneth  heavenward,  ever  striveth 
To  be  with  God.     There  is  my  home  t 
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ULRIKSDAL. 

Our  third  excursion  was  to  Ulriksdal,  a  larofe 
nausion  possessed  by  the  Crown  since  the 
leventeenth  century,  and  which,  after  strange 
dcissitudes,  having  been  renovated  and  embel- 
ished  by  the  present  Ejng,  has  become,  from 
ts  calm,  rural  proximity  to  the  capital,  and  its 
)eautiful  situation  on  a  creek  of  the  Baltic,  the 
avourite  summer  residence  of  the  reigning 
amily. 

Miss  Octavia  Carlen,  who  has  written  on 
jvery  object  of  interest  in  the  palace,  was  to  be 
)ur  guide ;  yet  I  secretly  feared  lest  her  services 
ihould  be  unavailing,  as  their  Majesties  were 
-hen  occupying  the  palace.  I  consoled  myself, 
it  all  events,  by  the  prospect  of  a  pleasant 
ifternoon  stroll  in  the  park  and  grounds. 

It  was  by  the  luckiest  chance  in  the  world, 
lowever,  that  we  went  at  all  on  that  day,  for 
fante  Fredrika  had  been  detained,  and  we  were 
!o  late  that  poor  Miss  Carlen,  awaiting  us  in 
lespair  on  the  quay,  saw  us  appear  in  the  dis- 
,ance  when  the  bell  of  the  only  Ulriksdal  boat 
•ang  as  a  signal  for  departure. 
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**  Stay,  stay  !  "  said  Miss  Carlcn,  to  the 
captain  of  the  crowded  boat,  "  stay  a  moment, 
here  is  Mam  sell  Bremer  coming  !  '' 

*^  I  would  gladly  wait  for  Mamsell  Bremer 
any  length  of  time,"  returned  he,  "  if  the  King 
were  not  on  board,  but  he  requires  me  to  start 
punctually  at  three." 

Miss  Carlen  beckoned  us,  on  we  flew,  and  the 
captain,  in  spite  of  the  King  being  present, 
waited  till  we  were  on  board,  squeezed  into 
the  tiniest  amount  of  room  amongst  the  return- 
ing market  women,  and  totally  out  of  sight. 

Before  reaching  Ulriksdal,  the  crowd  of  pas- 
sengers somewhat  diminishing,  the  King  and 
two    gentlemen    were   now   and  then    visible] 
leaning  against  the  gunwale  at  the  farther  endj 
of  the  boat,  chatting  away  as  merrily  as  could] 
be  ;  and  no  sooner  did  we  stop  at  the  little  jetty 
of  the  palace  than  the  King  and  his  companions 
sprang  on  shore  from  their  side  of  the  boat,  and! 
hastened  with  all  speed  to  the  great  country' 
mansion  which  stood  before  us  on  a  little  pro- :' 
montory,  with  lawns  sloping  down  to  the  beau- 
tiful island-bespangled  Edsvik.  1 

The  reason  of  this  great  haste  soon  became 
apparent.     A  state  dinner  was  to  be  given  that 
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iternoon.  Men-cooks,  scullions,  lackeys,  and 
yen  park  attendants,  called  into  requisition, 
^ere  hurrying  to  and  fro,  some  from  the  house 
0  the  large,  ornamental  kitchen  in  the  grounds ; 
ithers  carefully  bearing  thence  delicate  dishes 
Q  large  covered  wooden  trays.  Carriages  con- 
aining  gentlemen  in  court  dress  drove  up  to 
he  main  entrance.  A  band  of  music  played 
►n  the  lawn  before  the  principal  windows. 
5igns  of  feasting  and  animation  were  percep- 
ible  on  all  hands. 

Miss  Carlen,  who  has  a  friend  at  Ulriksdal  in 

he  person  of  Froken  B ,  the  housekeeper, 

eft  us  for  a  moment,  whilst  she  went  to  speak 
0  her.  In  a  few  minutes  she  returned  smiling]: 
vith  a  slip  of  paper,  which  we  found  that  the 
roken,  on  hearing  who  the  visitors  were,  had 
^ven  her  to  ensure  our  admittance  to  the 
)alace  at  five  o'clock,  whilst  the  Koyal  family 
md  their  guests  were  at  dinner.  She  was 
lorry  herself  not  to  accompany  Mamsell  Bremer, 
)ut  ^'  Lilla  Prinsessan,"  who  was  dining  alone, 
lad  invited  her  to  be  her  guest. 

Considering  ourselves  fortunate,  we  wandered 
lip  the  magnificent  hundred-years-old  lime 
avenue,  which  conducted  us  to   a  large,  anti- 
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qiiatcd  house,  once  the  theatre,  now  an  old- 
fashioned  inn.  Here  we  were  regaled  by  Miss 
Carlen  with  coffee,  which  we  drank  on  the 
green  sward  under  old  trees,  and  were  made 
much  of  by  the  quiet,  friendly  landlady,  who 
knew  Miss  Carlen  from  her  staying  at  TJlriks- 
dal,  whilst  we  on  our  part  made  much  of  a 
poor  hungry  horse  in  an  empty  drosky.  We 
gave  him  slices  of  rye-bread  ;  and  when  he  had 
eaten  to  his  heart's  content,  and  we  h-ad  done 
the  same,  we  returned  to  the  palace,  it  being 
now  about  five. 

Miss  Carlen  conducted  us  to  a  side  entrance 
which  we  found  open  ;  but  scarcely  had  we  set 
foot  in  the  vestibule  than  we  were  driven  back 
by  an  official,  who  sternly  reprimanded  us  for 
entering  by  the  Queen's  private  door.   Not  even 

a  pass  from  Froken  B could  ensure  us  that 

privilege. 

We  retreated  very  humbly  to  the  centre  of 
the  court,  wondering  what  we  were  to  do,ii 
when  the  very  next  moment  we  were  most 
politely  requested  to  return  by  the  same  official, 
and  were  met  at  the  door  by  a  young  lady, 
simply  but  elegantly  dressed,  and  with  beau- 
tiful wavy  golden  hair. 
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**I  am  the  lady  of  the  bedchamber,"  she 
id,  *^  and  her  Majesty  having  learned  who  is 
re,  begs  you  will  come  in  and  see  everything, 
lad  a  presentiment  a  minute  or  two  ago  that 
amsell  Bremer  had  come,  and  so  left  the 
ble.  I  have  had  quite  dinner  sufficient,  and 
all  now  be  delighted  to  show  you  the  private 
artments." 

She  led  us  accordingly  into  these  cheerful 
oms,  especially  interesting  as  exhibiting  the 
ae  individuality  of  their  owners,  who  leaving 
eir  state  behind  them  in  the  palace  at  Stock- 
>lm,  here  indulge  their  natural  tastes  and 
fections,  and  surround  themselves  with 
emorials  of  their  relatives  and  friends.  Here 
ey  are  at  home.  We  had  thus  a  glimpse  into 
e  inmost  life  of  Ulriksdal ;  were  shown  the 
rved  flower-stands,  the  workmanship  of  the 
ing,  which  he  had  made  when  Crown  Prince, 
r  his  wife  ;  saw  where  her  pet  swallows  are 
lowed  to  build,  and  many  other  little  traits 
character  and  life  which  show  the  simple 
imanity  of  these  great  people. 
I  Our  guide  then  proposed  that  we  should 
(journ  to  the  park  and  grounds  till  about 
|ven,  when,  the  guests  having  departed,   we 
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could  see  the  state  rooms,  and  the  Queen  then 
bemg  at  liberty,  would  have  the  pleasure  her- 
self of  seeing  Mamsell  Bremer.  We  were  then 
conducted  by  her  to  a  favourite  spot  in  the 
garden,  whence  she  promised  to  send  for  us  at 
seven,  as  it  was  her  Majesty's  wish  that  the  visit 
should  be  made  as  pleasant  to  us  as  possible. 

This  interval  passed  quickly ;  we  wandered 
with  much  enjoyment  through  the  grounds,  and 
picked  up  the  prettiest  little  bird's-nest  ima- 
ginable, and  without  eggs. 

As  soon  as  we  were  again  in  company  with 
our  kind  friend,  she  exclaimed,  ^^Lilla  Prin- 
sessan  has  been  hunting  high  and  low  in  the 
grounds  to  find  Mamsell  Bremer,  but  all 
in  vain." 

We  were  sorry  for  this,  as  when;  we  were 
seated  in  an  alcove  we  had  seen  the  light  figure 
of  the  young   Princess,  accompanied   by  twc 

ladies,  and  her  guest,  Froken  B ,  hastening 

for  a  long  time  hither  and  thither  over  the 
extensive  parterre  in  front  of  the  palace,  anc 
imagined  that  she  was  simply  enjoying  th( 
pleasant  summer  evening. 

We  were  now  taken  through  the  Gobelins 
saloon,  and  all  the  other  splendid   suites  a 
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M'tments  filled  with  a  large  number  of  fine 
I  carved  cabinets,  collected  chiefly  by  the 
ng  in  Norway,  old  chairs,  tables,  and  rare 
riosities.  Everything  has  its  history,  and 
s  been  purchased  from  the  King's  private 
rse.  The  whole  palace  forms  a  Swedish 
)tel  de  Cluny,  and  so  great  an  interest  do 
3  King  and  Queen  take  in  this  collection  that 
himself  arranges  every  chair  and  table  in 
suitable  place. 

Whilst  his  landscapes  adorn  the  palace  at 
ockholm,  he  still  employs  his  artistic  powers 
re.  We  were  shown  one  room,  the  walls 
which  are  covered  with  rare  old  hangings, 
lich  the  King  had  met  with  somew^here,  and 
paired  himself,  he  and  his  artistic  attend- 
ts  rising  to  this  work  often  at  four  o'clock  on 
mmer  mornings.  The  Queen  is  equally 
lustrious.  She  embroiders  furniture.  We 
sre  taken  to  the  boudoir  of  majolica,  Sevi'es, 
itch,  and  other  china,  which  her  Majesty  and 
r  companion  had  rearranged  a  few  weeks 
ice  as  a  surprise  to  the  King  on  his  return 
)m  Norway. 

We  saw  the  antique  banqueting-luill,  filled 
fch  separate  little  tables,  where  the  departed 

0  2 
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guests  had  just  dined  in  groups;  after  which,  wi 
were  conducted  back  to  the  private  apartments 
where  the  King,  Queen,  and  Princess  wen 
awaiting  Miss  Bremer.  We  heard  them  talking 
together  as  we  waited  in  an  adjoining  apart 
ment ;  after  which,  she  returned  to  us  with  i 
number  of  beautiful  flowers  given  to  her  by  th( 
Princess  in  return  for  the  little  bird's-nes' 
which  Miss  Bremer  had  given  her  :  the  golden 
haired  Froken  observing  that  Lilla  Prinsessai 
was  very  fond  of  birds. 

Accompanied  not  only  by  this  lady  but  h} 
three  others,  we  set  out  at  eight  o'clock  for  th( 
boat,  and  in  crossing  the  lawn  observed  th( 
Eoyal  barge,  modelled  after  the  old  Viking 
dragon  ship,  returning  from  a  little  sail.  Th( 
'Eoyal  party  had  just  been  to  Rabbits'  Island,  s 
favourite  resort  of  theirs,  where  is  situated  th( 
bath-house,  of  which  the  ladies  of  the  Eoya 
household  make  daily  use.  t| 

Mamsell  Edberg,  whose  swimming  institutioi 
I  had  visited  daily  during  June,  told  me  wh|i 
excellent  swimmers  the  Queen  and  the  younij 
Princess  were,  the  latter  leaping  from  an  opej^ 
boat  into  the  sea.  Mamsell  Edberg  goes  regD 
larly  to  Ulriksdal  to  give  them  lessons.     Sh 
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IS  once  sent  for  to  England  to  instruct  our 
incesses,  but,  arriving  late  in  the  season, 
e  returned  without  doing  so.  Swimming  for 
lies  is  becoming  very  general  in  Sweden, 
le  State  pays  Mamsell  Edberg  to  teach  a 
[mber  of  charity  school  girls,  who  enjoy  it 
lazingly,  these  lessons  being  given  as  a  kind 
reward. 

The  banquet  had  taken  place  between  four 
d  five,  and  now  at  eight  we  met  servants 
nveying  the  evening  repast  out  to  the  lawn 
ar  the  water's  edge.  One  servant  w^as  carry- 
y  a  large  silver  vase  filled  with  potatoes  in 
eir  jackets. 

**  His  Majesty  then  still  adheres  to  w^hat  he 
'ms  '  unfingered  potatoes  ?  '  "  remarked  Tante 
■edrika. 

"  Mamsell  Bremer  does  not  know  what  an 
ent  this  visit  has  been  ! "  remarked  our  inge- 
ous  young  friend,  ^*  the  ladies  were  so 
xious  for  a  view  of  Mamsell  Bremer,  that 
ey  were  allowed  to  pass  an  open  door  whilst 
amsell  Bremer  sate  writing  in  her  Majesty's 
}um." 


CHAPTER  XI. 

ARSTA. 

o 

Saturday,  July  9th. — Arsta  has  beei 
already  frequently  mentioned  as  the  old  famil; 
property  of  the  Bremers.  It  was  purchasec 
by  the  father  of  Fredrika  after  he  left  Finland 
and  when  she  was  about  four  years  old.  Misi 
Bremer  is  greatly  attached  to  it,  and  here  w( 
are  now  happily  settled  for  the  present. 

We  quitted  Stockholm  yesterday  by  tb 
steamboat,  and  had  a  beautiful  sail  througl 
part  of  the  Skargard,  the  wide -stretching 
archipelago  of  rocky  islets  on  which  grow  ^ 
and  birch-trees,  similar  in  character  to  thi 
Malar.  It  seems  here,  indeed,  almost  impo 
sible  to  reach  the  open  sea. 

We  were  three  hours  on  the  water  betweei 
Stockholm  and  Dalaro,  where  Mr.  Solberg,  th( 

o 

present  occupant  of  Arsta,  a  tall,  quiet,  gentle 
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[nan,  with  a  grey  beard,  met  us  with  his  com- 
fortable, old-fashioned  close  carriage,  drawn  by 
1  handsome  pair  of  black  horses. 

We  drove  through  Dalaro,  a  little  bathing- 
3lace,  situated  on  a  rocky  hill-side,  facing  one 
)f  the  lake-like  basins  of  the  sea,  with  rocky 
slets  and  tongues  of  land  before  it,  on  one  of 
ivhich  stands  an  old  fort,  with  its  parasol-like 
:op.  There  are,  it  seems,  two  brick  houses  in 
Dalaro,  but  all  the  rest  are  of  wood,  snug 
jhanties,  where  people  make  themselves  happy 
luring  the  summer.  There  is  quite  a  rage  now 
'or  building  Swiss  cottages  on  fertile  nooks  in 
ihe  Skargard  and  by  the  Malar.  This  is  owing 
10  the  cheap  little  steamboats  which  now  ply 
ibout  these  waters,  and  make  their  shores 
iccessible.  All  this  is  admirable,  but  why 
3uild  in  any  foreign  style,  appropriate  though  it 
36  in  its  own  country,  why  not  develope  a  pure 
lorthern  style,  the  germ  of  which  already  exists 
n  the  country  ? 

After  leaving  Dalaro,  we  had  yet  a  drive  of 
,wo  hours,  which  was  made  particularly  inte- 
•esting  to  me  by  dear  Tante  Fredrika's  delight 
n  revisiting  the  old  familiar  scenes. 

The  chief  features  of  the  landscape  were,  as 
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usual,  beautiful  basins  of  water  and  woodec 
islands,  with  here  and  there  a  little  wooden  cot- 
tage ;  but  each  one  was  familiar  to  her,  and  bh( 
had  something  to  tell  me  about  all.  Mr.  Sol- 
berg  sate  on  the  box  by  the  old  coachman,  Car] 
Adolfsson,  who  had  belonged  to  the  estate  in 
Tante  Fredrika's  days.  At  that  time,  his  em- 
ployment was  cutting  wood  and  drawing  water. 
It  seemed  to  her  a  poor,  monotonous  life,  and 
one  day  therefore  she  inquired  from  him  if  he 
did  not  find  it  so.  *'  Monotonous  !  "  exclaimed 
he,  in  astonishment,  '^  No,  indeed.  There  h 
plenty  of  variety  in  it.  Sometimes  it's  wood 
and  sometimes  it's  water." 

About  half  way  we  passed  within  sight  of  a 
large  yellow,  wooden  country  mansion,  with  a 
fine  avenue. 

*^  In  my  young  days,"  said  Tante  Fredrika, 
pointing  it  out  to  me,  ''  two  old  brothers  lived 
there,  who  had  a  great  abhorrence  of  women. 
They  always  took  their  dinner  standing,  and  as 
soon  as  the  meal  was  ended,  one  brother  by 
way  of  returning  thanks  said,  ''As  it  was  in 
the  beginning,"  the  second,  ''  is  now,"  and  the 
old  man-servant,  at  the  bottom  of  the  table, 
concluded,  ''  and  ever  shall  be.     Amen." 
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A  little  farther  on,  and  she  pointed  out  the 
)cky  field  where  all  their  visitors  were  driven 
)  enjoy  the  view.  After  this,  we  shortly  entered 
le  Arsta  demesne.  The  carriage  turning  off 
om  the  great  high  road  between  Stocldiolm 
nd  Dalaro,  Tante  Fredrika  drew  my  attention 
)  a  low,  two-storied  house  standing  to  the 
gilt  amongst  trees  with  two  large  very  pro- 
linent  barns. 

**  That  is  Sanda,  she  said,  '^  It  belongs  to 
le  Knesols.  There  are  no  less  than  tliirty 
arons  Knesol  in  Sweden  ;  this  belongs  to  one 
f  them.  Those  barns  were  built  in  my  days, 
lit  the  house  is  of  a  later  date.  They  are  our 
Barest  neighbours;  and  yonder,"  she  said, 
is  the  tall  spire  of  our  little  church  of  Oster- 
anninge,  which  lies  only  a  mile  and  a-half 
om  Arsta,  which  is  very  near,  for  Sweden." 

Young  birch-trees  brushed  the  carriage  on 
ither  side  as  we  drove  through  copses ;  after 
hich,  we  came  to  a  cultivated  dealing,  where 
>ur  roads  branched  off,  and  we,  passing  through 
gate,  entered  a  pine- wood. 

**  This,"  said  Tante  Fredrika,  ''  was,  in  my 
biildhood,  the  wood  of  terror.  I  know  not 
hy,  but  there  was  a  somethmg  in  it,  which 
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seized  upon  mj  imagination,  and  filled  it  with 
dread." 

Again,  through  a  second  gate  ;  and  pointing 
to  the  left  to  a  rocky  paddock  where  old  fruit 
and  other  trees  grew,  she  told  me  that  the  first 
Arsta  had  stood  there,  whilst  now,  in  front  of 
us,  on  the  other  side  of  a  meadow-like  plain, 
rose  the  present  mansion,  on  a  little  eminence, 
gleaming  out  white,  with  its  long  rows  of 
windows  glittering  in  the  evening  sun,  and  the 
tall  roof  rising  up  boldly  against  the  flecked 
expanse  of  heaven. 

A  ten  minutes'  drive,  finally  up  an  avenue, 
brought  us  into  the  court  on  the  other  side  of 
the  house,  where  Mrs.  Solberg  and  her  three 
daughters,  Sofie,  Selma,  and  Therese  were  on 
the  steps  to  meet  us  in  their  simple  Swedish  attire. 

We  were  conducted  into  a  large  vaulted 
stone  hall,  which  presented  a  very  conventual 
appearance ;  then  ascended  one  of  the  two 
great  flights  of  stairs  which  fill  the  belfry-tower, 
to  the  second  story,  which,  consisting  of  many 
spacious  rooms,  had  been  set  apart  for  Miss 
Bremer's  use.  The  family  themselves  occupied 
the  ground  story,  which  in  the  Bremers'  time 
was  almost  unused.     Now,  however,  it  is  coib 
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verted  into  a  most  commodious  dwelling. 
Thus  Tante  Fredrika  finds  herself  most  agree- 
ably in  possession  of  the  very  apartments 
around  which  her  early  associations  gather. 
The  pleasant  boudoir  with  its  south-west 
aspect  has  been  selected  by  her  for  her  own 
private  room.  Here  she  wrote  most  of  her 
works,  and  can  now  entirely  appropriate  it  to 
her  own  use.  Her  former  bed-room,  which 
faced  the  north-east,  was  always  a  gloomy  room, 
and  made  more  disagreeable  from  the  entrance 
to  the  kitchen  and  dairies  being  just  under  it. 
The  view  from  the  boudoir,  which  is  a  corner 
room,  is  delightful ;  one  window  commands  the 
plain,  stretching  south-westward,  now  green 
with  young  corn  and  tall  grass,  and  bordered 
Qiidway  by  wooded,  rocky  mounds  which  break 
ap  the  horizon,  and  still  further  off  by  a  belt 
of  copses,  out  of  which  the  spire  of  Oster- 
hanninge  church  rises  heavenwards.  Here  and 
there  stands  a  red  wooden  homestead,  whilst  a 
road  leads  directly  to  a  farm  called  Stymninge, 
on  a  rocky  ascent  about  a  mile  off.  This  is 
the  adjunct-farm  of  Arsta,  and  all  the  land,  as 
far  as  the  eye  reaches,  belongs  to  the  estate. 
The  other  window  commands  a  slope  laid  out 


204  WITH   FREDRIKA   BREMER. 


1 


in  zigzag  walks  and  flower-beds ;  a  portion  of 
what  is  called  the  English  Park,  pleasant 
grassy  slopes,  laid  out  with  walks,  and  sur- 
rounding three  sides  of  the  house  ;  beyond  this, 
meadow  land  and  birch-woods.  This  pleasant 
boudoir  communicates  with  the  large  saloon 
on  one  hand,  and  on  the  other,  with  the  bed- 
room of  the  late  Mrs.  Bremer,  a  really  grand 
apartment,  which,  to  my  surprise,  I  am  to 
occupy,  and  which  likewise  faces  the  plain. 

At  noon,  I  went  out  with  Tante  Fredrika  to 
learn  something  of  our  surroundings.  The  sea 
is  not  visible  from  the  house,  although  the 
Arsta  creek  is  close  at  hand. 

In  front  of  the  house  lies  an  extensive 
gravelled  court,  on  each  side  of  which  stands  a 
detached,  long,  one-storied  red  house.  These 
are  called  ^*  the  wings."  The  one  on  the  right 
is  occupied  by  the  people  emj)loyed  on  the 
estate,  amongst  others  by  Erik  the  gardener ; 
the  one  on  the  left,  by  the  noble  family  of 
Keder,  who  have  taken  it  for  the  summer. 
Beyond  these  extends  an  immense  square 
garden  with  its  broad  parallel  walks,  edged  by 
old  apple-trees,  and  its  two  long,  pleached  nut- 
tree  alleys. 
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We  walked  down  a  long  avenue  of  asli  which 
iins  from  the  right  [hand  of  the  house  to 
ae  creek.  We  passed  the  fisherman's  cottage 
nd  then  followed  a  wooded  road  which  borders 
ae  creek,  and  which  Tante  Fredrika  says,  is 
I  way  swarm.  On  one  hand  rise  rocks  covered 
ith  fir-woods,  on  the  other  alders  grow  down 
)  the  tall  rushes  which  edge  the  water.  This 
oad  brought  us  to  the  bath-house,  which  stands 
t  the  point  where  the  creek  expands  into  a 
ind  of  lake,  studded  with  islands  beautifully 
jrtile  and  wooded.  A  little  farther  on,  and 
Landing  on  another  small  headland,  and  before 
le  shore  bends  into  coves  forming  the  w^estern 
ide  of  Arsta  waters,  stands  a  tall  red  wooden 
ouse,  built  by  Mr.  Bremer  as  a  look-out,  and 
iiere  the  family  used  sometimes  to  take  coffee, 
t  is  now  the  little  port  for  the  brick-manu- 
ictory  which  Mr.  Solberg  has  established  on 
nother  part  of  the  estate,  the  bricks  being 
hipped  here.  From  the  further  northern  side, 
till  forming  part  of  the  Arsta  property,  little 
oats  bring  people  across  to  church,  and  in  the 
ay  days  of  Arsta,  brought  many  a  wedding- 
arty  thither. 

On  our  way  back  we  gathered   magnificent 
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wild  strawberries,  listened  to  the  larks  which 
filled  the  air  with  their  rejoicing,  and  examined 
an  old  grey  stone  with  runic  characters  dimly 
discernible  upon  it,  which  had  been  placed  on 
the  lawn  since  Tante  Fredrika's  days.  Ancient 
stones  of  this  kind  are  not  uncommon  in  Swe- 
den, and  people  are  now  beginning  to  set  great 
value  upon  them.  M 

This  is  literally  a  land  of  milk  and  honey, 
the  latter  represented  by  butter,  of  delicate 
home -baked  bread  of  various  kinds,  delicious 
wild  strawberries,  and  such  spinach !  As  for 
the  milk,  the  glass  which  was  brought  me 
between  breakfast  and  dinner,  and  which,  hav- 
ing had  an  excellent  breakfast,  I  left  untouched, 
was,  by  the  two  o'clock  dinner-time,  almost  an 
entire  glass  of  cream.  The  water,  too,  is  so 
deliciously  fresh  that  one  knows  not  which  to 
prefer. 

Monday. — We  made  a  little  excursion  on 
Saturday  evening  with  Her  Grace  Eeder,  and 
who,  as  I  said  before,  lives  in  one  of  the  red 
houses.  She  is  a  tall,  elegant  woman,  and 
looks  so  young,  that  it  is  difficult  to  imagine 
her  other  than  the  sister  of  Froken  Maria,  her 
daughter,  a  young  lady  of  eighteen  or  nineteen. 

i 
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id  three  youths,  the  eldest  wearing  the  white 
p  of  a  student,  and  a  younger  daughter,  UUa. 
Dth  she  and  her  daughters  wore  simple  print 
esses,  as  does  everybody  here,  let  them  be  as 
}h  and  great  as  they  may.  I  use  the  term  Her 
race  with  reference  to  Mrs.  Eeder  advisedly, 
er  Swedish  title  is  Hennes  Nad,  which  is 
uivalent  to  Her  Ladyship,  though  literally 
er  Grace.  This  is,  however,  the  true  designa- 
m  for  this  excellent  and  charming  woman, 
lerefore,  in  these  pages,  she  will  always  thus 
I  so  spoken  of. 

The  Keders,  both  on  the  father's  and  mother's 
le,  belong  to  an  old  historic  Swedish  family, 
be  annals  of  this  country  abound  with  tragic 
cidents,  none  of  which  seem  to  me  more 
uching  than  the  following,  as  related  by  the 
storian  Fryxell,  and  immediately  connected 
ith  the  Reders  : — 

The  wicked  Christian  II.,  surnamed  the  Ty- 
,nt,  seized  and  beheaded  Sir  Lindorm  Reder 
id  his  servants  in  Junkoping.  After  wliich, 
leing  by  chance  ^his  two  little  boys,  the  one 
ght  and  the  other  six,  and  fearing  that  they 
ight  grow  up  to  revenge  their  father's  death, 
Jtermined  to  take  their  lives.     The  elder  boy 
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was  first  led  out  and  beheaded  ;  the  younger 
was  then  brought  out  for  the  same  purpose, 
but  he  having  no  idea  what  had  happened,  and 
seeing  his  brother's  clothes  lying  in  a  heap,  and 
his  stained  and  bloody  shirt  above  them, 
turned  with  childish  innocence  to  the  execu- 
tioner, saying,  ^*  Dear  man,  don't  stain  my 
shirt  like  my  brother's,  for  then  mamma  will 
whip  me  !  " 

The  executioner  melted  at  these  words, 
threw  his  sword  away,  saying,  **  I  would  rather 
bloody  my  own  shirt  than  thine  ! " 

But  the  tyrant  remained  untouched,  and 
calling  for  another  man  less  merciful,  both  the 
child's  head  and  that  of  the  first  executioner 
were  struck  off  together. 

Our  way  was  through  a  birch  and  fir  wilder- 
ness, to  the  house  of  old  Settergren,  a  kind- 
looking,  aged  man,  and  the  sexton,  though  he 
lives  a  long  way  from  the  church,  at  least  ac- 
cording to  English  notions.  He  took  us  over, 
his  neat  little  potato-plot  and  meadow  into  a 
rocky  wood,  and  up  a  steep  crag,  whence  we 
had  a  splendid  view  of  glittering  creeks,  islands, 
and  woods.  Here,  amongst  the  glossy  lingon- 
leaves,  we  found  the  beautiful,  wax-like,  andi 
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'eamy  pyrola,  growing  to  a  large  size,  which 
e  gathered,  and  also,  later  on  in  our  walk, 
hite  orchises  for  Tante  Fredrika,  who  was  not 
ith  us,  but  who  is  very  fond  of  these  flowers 
ir  their  delicate  evening  perfume. 

Again  at  Settergren's  house ;  he  showed  us 
is  antiquities,  amongst  which  was  a  little  old 
one  head  of  a  hammer,  a  sort  of  axe-head  ol 
;one,  great  numbers  of  which  are  preserved  in 
le  Museum  at  Stockholm,  and  on  which  he 
3ts  great  value.  His  little  plot  of  peas  and 
road-beans  does  him  great  credit.  I  have  not 
Bt  seen  new  potatoes,  nor  are  his  peas  ready, 
ad  the  gooseberries  are  quite  green.  We  had 
;ewed  green  gooseberries  yesterday  for  dinner, 
3  that  you  see  how  far  the  season  here  is  be- 
ind  that  of  England. 

As  we  strolled  home,  the  youths  were  very 
seful  with  their  botanical  Imowledge.  I  learned 
Iso  from  them  the  Swedish  names  of  the 
lountain  cistus,  and  other  flowers.  The  grass 
\  not  yet  cut,  and  it  is  flushed  with  the  red 
owers  of  the  sorrel,  just  as  in  England,  and 
tudded  with  dog-daisies,  here  called  priests' - 
Dllars,  whilst  the  roadsides  are  edged  with 
ild  roses,  now  in  full  flower,  meadow-sweet, 
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or  bride's-brcad,  and  ladies'  bed-straw,  and 
everywhere  the  white  caraway ;  many  of  the 
fields  also  are  only  too  golden  with  the  wild 
mustard.  The  grey  rocks  are  now  brilliant 
with  wild  thyme,  golden  stone -crop,  and  little 
wild  pansies,  called  also,  three -colom-ed  violets. 
The  little,  soft  pink  linnea-borealis,  with  its 
delicate  scent,  is  also  out  in  damp,  shady 
places.  It  is  not  very  common,  and  great, 
therefore,  was  Tante  Fredrika's  delight  when 
she  discovered  it  first,  a  few  days  ago,  in  a  fir- 
wood  at  Haga.  Milkwort  and  various  speed- 
wells grow  here,  and  to  my  joy,  a  few  English 
daisies  on  the  lawn  near  the  house.  In  the' 
gardens  there  are  now  guelder-roses,  columbines, 
lupines,  peonies,  but  the  sweet-williams  arc 
not  yet  out.  ,^ 

Eeturning  from  our  little  ramble  we  met  the 
two  carriage  horses,  Albertina  and  Mariana,! 
going  to  be  bathed,  and  at  the  wish  of  Mrai 
Solberg,  who  considers  it  an  amusing  sight,  wj 
all  went  to  look  on.  "Whilst  the  horses,  eacl 
in  their  turn,  were  made  to  swim,  much  to  thei 
apparent  contentment,  round  the  jetty  by  tb 
bath-house,  a  long,  low,  cart-like,  rural  vehicl 
with  two  seats,  back  to  back  like  an  Irish  cai 
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•awn  by  a  pair  of  brown  horses,  and  driven  by 
countryman,  came  rumbling  up.  The  car- 
age  contained  an  eklerly,  scholastic-looking 
mtleman  in  black,  a  stout,  matronly  lady  in  a 
•een  stuff  dress  and  a  large  brown  straw  hat 
'•er  her  nice  white  muslin  cap  ;  together  with 
^0  merry  young  girls,  also  in  green. 
**  The  Lagers  from  the  Parsonage,  come  to 
Lthe  ! "  was  the  joyful  exclamation  ;  and  then 
ter  bows,  and  curtseys,  and  introductions,  and 
le  most  friendly  greetings,  the  little  bathing 
irty  dived  down  into  the  wood  to  enjoy  the 
ater-luxury.     Nor  had  they  scarcely  disap- 

o 

sared  before  the  Arsta  boat  came  floating 
)wn  the  creek,  rowed  by  two  young  men,  also 
tigers,  who  were  bound  on  a  similar  expedi- 
)n. 

o 

Arrived  at  Arsta,  sentinels  were  posted  on 
e  road  to  waylay  and  stop  the  parsonage 
hide  on  its  homeward  journey,  capture  it, 
id  bring  them  all  to  tea. 
They  came — the  most  friendly,  sociable, 
>od-hearted  people ! — and  there  was  quite  a 
eat  gathering  to  drink  tea  out  of  large  cups, 
delicious  fruit-essences,  to  eat  rusks,  and 
tie  twists,  and  gingerbread,  laid  out  in  long 
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ornamental  rows  on  a  large  tray  in  the  spacious 
dining-room.  There  was  Tante  Fredrika  anc 
the  great  Solberg  troop,  with  Laura,  the  youn^ 
married  daughter,  and  her  little  two-years-ol( 
Ellen,  who  have  been  here  ever  since  Whitsun 
tide  ;  all  the  Reders  and  their  cousins,  Sol 
mark  and  his  little  sister  Anna  Lisa,  froD 
Upsala,  who  are  staying  with  them,  and  al 
the  fresh-looking  Parsonage  bathers. 

Yesterday  Albertina  and  Mariana  took  Tant 
Fredrika  and  me  to  church.  What  a  numbe 
of  salutations  she  had  to  acknowledge  from  th 
different  country  people  trooping  to  the  chura 
of  the  wide  parish  of  Osterhanninge  !  and  ho"" 
often  her  faithful  leather  bag  had  to  be  opene 
for  slants  and  gingerbread  for  the  children  g 
the  innumerable  gates  through  which  we  ha 
to  pass ! 

Arrived  at  the   church,  which   is  a  quaii 
little  edifice,  its  tall  roof   covered  with    gre 
wooden  shingles,  and  a  square  belfry  standin| 
apart  on  a  little  rock  close  by,  we  took  oi 
seats    in   the    front   pew,    with  its   handson: 

o 

carved  door,    belonging   to   Arsta.      Rows 
women  sat  behind,   whilst  on  the  other  sic 
were  the  men  of   the  parish,   with  a  simile 
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and  pew  at  the  top  for  the  Arsta  gentlemen, 
le  next  pew  behind,  on  either  hand,  belonged 
the  Parsonage.  Before  us,  facing  the  com- 
mion-table,  were  the  boys  and  girls  who 
ire  being  prepared  for  confirmation,  the 
lest  Miss  Lager  also  taking  her  place  there, 
d  these  were  especially  prayed  for  during  the 
rvice. 

We  had  not,  I  am  thankful  to  say,  so  long  a 
rmon  as  is  customary  at  Stockholm,  but 
len  it  was  ended  an  announcement  about  a 
an  who  had  just  died  in  the  parish,  his  birth, 
rmer  residence,  relations'  names,  the  com- 
aint  which  had  carried  him  off,  all  of  which 
list  have  been  known  to  everyone  in  that 
untry  place,  was  made.  I  wondered  only 
at  his  virtues  did  not  follow.  And  when  the 
rvice  was  over,  as  usual,  a  long  proclamation 
is  read  which  had  reference  to  trees,  bark, 
3.,  but  as  this  seemed  to  be  important  to  one 
)rtion  of  the  congregation  only,  the  other  left 
le  church  and  congregated  on  the  sunny  path. 
Tante  Fredrika  crossed  the  churchyard  to  a 
ieasant  corner,  to  visit  the  graves  of  her 
arents,  and  that  of  her  beloved  sister  Agatha, 
hich  is  a  large  square  flower-bed,  planted  with 
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roses.  Other  members  of  the  family  also  lie 
there,  and  adjoining  is  a  fellow  plot  belonging 
to  the  former  Parsonage  family,  the  BergfalksJ 
the  relatives  of  the  worthy  Professor,  so  that 
Bremers  and  Bergfalks  are  connected  both  in 
life  and  death. 

Tante  Fredrika  went  quietly  and  miostenta- 
tiously  to  pour  out  her  soul  in  prayer  and^ 
thanksgiving.  To  others  her  church-going  was, 
however,  an  affair  of  much  importance.  On 
the  long  wooden  benches  placed  against  the 
sunny  churchyard  entrance  sat  peasant  people, 
as  is  their  wont  before  service,  and  many  an 
aged  man  and  woman  welcomed  her  back  with 
a  quiet  blessing,  whilst  a  younger  generation 
gazed  with  reverence  on  the  great  Mamsell 
Bremer,  whose  family  had  lived  at  Arsta,  an# 
been  so  kind  to  them  and  theirs.  The  very 
school-house,  standing  on  a  slope  below  the 
church,  was  built  by  good  Mamsell  Agatha, 
and  the  white  muslin  altar-cloth  was  not  only 
embroidered  by  Mamsell  Fredrika  and  het 
sisters,  but  edged  with  lace  of  their  own  mak- 
ing. Others  rejoiced  that  they,  the  parish-^ 
ioners,  had  managed  to  buy  an  organ  for  tht 
church  before  Mamsell  Bremer  came  amongst 
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hem,  and  that  Thora  Mader,  the  schoolmas- 
Br's  daughter,  played  it  so  well,  though  she 
lad  never  touched  an  organ  before,  and  that 
damsell  Therese,  at  the  great  house,  who  was 
uch  a  fine  musician,  would  now  and  then  take 
,  turn  at  it. 

The  Sunday  attendance  at  this  quiet  little 
hurch  will  be  very  agreeable  to  me;  The  way 
hither  is  pleasant ;  taking  one  of  the  four 
oads  mentioned  before  coming  to  Tante  Fred- 
ika's  wood  of  terror,  you  pass  through  the 
isual  birch  woods,  over  heaths,  and  amongst 
frey  rocks,  with  peeps  into  still  rocky  and 
\rooded  country  in  the  distance.  The  church 
fcself  stands  on  a  little  elevation,  in  a  broad 
^alley,  and  is  backed  by  woods  and  grey  rock. 
V.  road  below  the  church  leads  to  the  Parsonage, 
vhich  lies  at  the  distance  of  about  half  a 
nile. 

It  is  not  alone  the  situation  of  this  Oster- 
lanninge  church,  which  is  so  attractive  to  me, 
)ut  that  we  are  here  amongst  simple-hearted, 
limply-attired  worshippers.  For  this  reason  it 
vas  that  the  quiet  little  old-fashioned  wooden 
;hurch  of  St.  John,  in  Stocldiolm,  standing 
iloft  in  its  shady,  rural  churchyard  often  found 
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me  amongst  the  few  poor  old  men  and  women 
who  worshipped  there  with  plenty  of  pew  room. 


Hulda,  knowing  my  predilection,  cut  out  one 
of  my  fellow  worshippers  bound  to  church  with 
her  hymn-book  and  folded  handkerchief  in  her 
hand. 

o 

July  ISth, — Yesterday,  a  party  of  Arsta 
young  people,  I  being  amongst  them,  made  an 
excursion  to  the  school.  I  now  discovered 
that  Alfred,  Thora,  and  little  Frithiof  Mader, 
the  children  of  the  schoolmaster,  are  great 
friends  of  their  rsta  cotemporaries.  It  was, 
indeed,  through  the  schoolmaster  that  Her 
Grace  has  settled  here  with  her  children  for  the 
summer,  whilst  her  husband  is  at  a  bath  in  the 
south  of  Sweden. 
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Thora,  a  girl  of  thirteen,  in  her  hhie  home- 
3un  dress,  was  the  only  one  in  the  house  to 
3ceive  us.  We  found  her  husy  at  the  piano  in 
16  simple  sitting-room,  which  also  contained  a 
andsome  old  cabinet.  She  gave  us  a  very 
^arm  and  friendly  reception,  and  our  errand 
eing  in  part  to  change  the  volumes  in  the 
arish  library,  to  which  the  Arsta  youth 
ave  access  for  about  a  halfpenny  per  week, 
^e  were  taken  into  the  now  deserted  school - 
3om  for  that  purpose.  Swedish  history,  a 
)w  tales,  some  of  Miss  Bremer's  works,  and 
Dme  also  of  Dickens's  translated  into  Swedish, 
)rmed  the  chief  contents  of  the  library,  toge- 
ler  with  a  long  row  of  Mr.  Ekmarck's  *'  Jour- 
al  for  the  People,"  in  which  was  a  large  gap, 
wing  to  a  peasant  having  carried  off  a  number 
f  these  volumes  to  read. 

The  books  being  exchanged,  the  Tuesday's 
3tters  were  next  inquired  after.  And  now  I 
earned  that  in  these  thinly  populated  districts 
be  church  is  used  as  a  sort  of  centre  of  intel- 
^gence,  as  a  mode  of  communicating  every 
eedful  piece  of  information.  There  are  but 
wo  deliveries  of  letters  in  the  week  from 
Stockholm,  which  is  distant  by  laud  sixteen  or 
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seventeen  miles,  though  forty  by  water.  The 
letters,  which  arrive  on  Friday  evening,  are 
left  at  the  house  of  the  schoolmaster,  who  is 
also  clerk.  They  are  taken  to  church  on 
Sunday,  and  the  addresses  announced  from  the 
pulpit  after  all  the  other  needful  proclamations 
are  made  ;  the  pulpit  being,  in  fact,  a  sort  of 
parish  intelligencer.  The  letters  are  then 
fetched  from  the  vestry  by  their  respective 
owners.  The  other  weekly  arrival  of  letters  is 
on  the  Tuesday  evening,  when  they  can  either 
be  enquired  after  at  the  schoolmaster's,  and 
fetched  away,  or  they  remain  to  be  added  to  the 
Friday's  store.     All  letters  simply  addressed  to 

o 

Arsta  come  in  this  way,  but  the  Solbergs 
have  a  more  ready  mode  of  communication 
with  the  outer  world  peculiar  to  themselves. 

At  about  two  o'clock  every  morning  a  cart, 
drawn  by  a  pair  of  shaggy  horses,  sets  off  from 
Arsta  to  Stockholm  with  a  number  of  large 
copper  vessels  full  of  rich  milk  and  cream  for 
the  consumption  of  the  capital.  Somewhat 
slowly  and  carefully  the  cart  proceeds  thither, 
driving  back  again  with  its  empty  vessels  at  a 
much  brisker  rate,  and  arriving  here  between 
six  and  seven  in  the  evening.     By  this  means 
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3tters  are  sent  and  received  and  commissions 
xecuted  for  the  family,  which  has  a  Httle  home 
1  Sodermalm,  where  the  eldest  son,  a  young 
rchitect,  resides  with  his  sister,  Mamsell 
^mma  Sofie,  who  gives  music  lessons,  and 
he  younger  brothers,  and  tall  Sven  of  fif- 
3en,  and  the  lesser  Knut,  tw^o  years  younger, 
dio  attend  the  same  school  as  Alfred,  the 
lerk's  son,  of  Osterhanninge.  Now,  however, 
bese  lads  are  at  home  for  the  holidays, 
nd  glorious  times  they  have.  Mamsell  Sofie 
J  also  at  home  now,  and  her  sweet  melodies 
oat  pleasantly  through  the  open  windows  of 
be  lower  saloon. 

This  morning  I  went  with  Knut  to  feed,  w^th 
oung  oak-leaves,  his  rabbits,  which  live  in  the 
)ffc  of  the  house  inhabited  by  the  Keders.  He 
ook  me  also  into  the  vast  cow-house,  wdiere 
ighty-four  sleek,  well-to-do  milch-cow^s  are 
ttended  by  a  regular  staff  of  milk-maids, 
mder  a  cow-man.  Each  stall  has  a  name 
,ttached  to  it,  as,  for  instance,  Benjamina  ; 
apropos;  Polska  ;  Summerleaf,  and  so  on,  which 
iesignates  the  cow  occupying  that  stall.  From 
he  cows  we  wxnt  into  the  large  adjoining  coach- 
louse,    in    which    stand   gigs,    shandry-dans. 
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sledges,  and  every  conceivable  kind  of  country 
equipage  ;  so  on  to  the  wooded  horse  paddock, 
where  frisky  ponies  were  feeding  and  half  wild, 
hardy  mares  pranced  hither  and  thither,  as  if  in 
amazement  at  our  visit.  Although  the  number 
of  horses  kept  here  is  considerable,  their  ser- 
vices appear  not  to  be  much  called  into 
requisition,  oxen  being  generally  used  on  the 
estate. 

Tante  Fredrika  is  much  struck  by  the  supe- 
rior quality  of  the  milk  to  what  it  was  in  her 
time,  although  they  had  a  smaller  number  of 
cows,  and  a  dairij  mother,  who  was  so  devoted 

o 

to  her  duty  that  on  her  death-bed  at  Arsta  she 
rejoiced,  thanking  the  Lord  that  she  was  able 
to  die  in  peace,  ^^for  never  had  a  poor  cow 
lowed  after  her." 

o 

The  farm-life  at  Arsta  appears  to  me  some- 
thing like  that  in  a  large  colonial  station.  As 
there  are  not,  in  Sweden,  as  with  us,  villages 
with  their  rural  population,  all  the  necessary 
trades  are  carried  on  upon  the  estate ;  the 
blacksmith,  the  butcher,  the  carpenter,  and  the 
fisherman  are  all  provided  with  their  separate 
houses,  whilst  the  labourers,  called  the  stat- 
folk,  are  located  in  a  large  wooden  house,  set 
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part  for  them  near  the  great  house,  and  are 
•aid  principally  in  provisions.  After  them 
omes  the  higher  class  of  labourers,  the  torpare, 
r  small  peasant  formers,  with  homesteads  of 
beir  own,  who  are  allowed  to  farm  on  their 
wn  j)lots  on  condition  of  giving  a  certain 
umber  of  days'  work  in  the  year.  The  widow 
lay  retain  the  torp,  and  go  on  cultivating  the 
oil,  provided  she  carry  out  the  conditions  of 
iie  tenure. 

This  system,  however,  I  am  told,  is  falling 
ito  disuse,  and  day  labourers  are  preferred  on 
ccount  of  the  work  being  more  quickly  got 
ut  of  hand.  Still  many  object  to  this  new 
lode,  because  the  poor  labourer  dying,  his 
idow  and  family,  having  no  means  of  support, 
re  thrown  at  once  upon  the  parish.  The 
ibourers  are  hired  by  the  year,  as  in  some 
arts  of  England,  at  the  statutes.  The  honde 
;  the  highest  grade  of  peasant ;  he  farms 
is  own  land,  and  is  often  very  rich. 

The  two  wooden  houses,  called  the  wings, 
liicli  stand  on  each  side  of  the  court,  are 
riginally  of  very  old  date,  although  the  one 
2cupied  by  the  Reders  was  rebuilt  by  the  late 
[rs.    Bremer;    that   on   the   right,    however, 
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remains  in  its  ancient  state.  I  have  been  into 
it  with  Tante  Fredrika  to  see  the  handsome, 
old  carved  wood-work  of  the  doors.  The  carv- 
ings, the  mouldings,  and  the  size  of  the  rooms 
testify  to  its  having  formerly  been  an  abode  oi 
some  importance,  though  never  larger  than  at 
present.  The  tradition  is,  that  the  great  cham- 
pion  of  Protestantism,  Gustavus  Adolphus, 
passed  a  night  in  this  very  house  before  setting 
out  on  his  great  expedition  to  Germany.  Cer- 
tain it  is  that  he  mustered  his  troops  on  the 

o 

plain  at  Arsta.  The  present  stone  house  was 
built  later  by  Admiral  Bjelkenstjerna,  and  the 
situation  chosen  with  reference  to  the  great 
barrier  of  rock  and  wood  which  lies  betv/een  ii 
and  the  sea,  and  thus  forms  a  strong  natural 
defence  in  case  of  attack  from  the  **  Mus- 
covites," the  former  terror  of  the  Swedes. 
Tante  Fredrika  told  me  that  when  taking  down 
one  of  the  brick  partition-walls  in  the  lov/ei 
story  of  the  house,  a  handsome  air-gun  was 
found  inclosed  in  the  brickwork,  the  purpose 
of  which  could  not  be  imagined.  It  belonged 
to  the  time  of  the  Bjelkenstjernas,  and  had 
probably  some  tragedy  connected  with  it, 
as  its  discharge  was  without  sound.     It  is  still 
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•eserved    as   a    relic    in   one   of    the  great 
irrets  of  the  house. 

Jiihj  15th, — Tante  Fredrika  rises  very  early, 
id  I  doing  the  same,  we  set  out  together  for 
ir  morning  walk,  as  far  as  Stymninge  and 
ick,  stopping  on  our  way  at  the  well.     This 

a  spring  of  mineral  water,  of  old  repute,  but 
Inch  has  had  no  consideration  of  late  years, 
ow,  however,  it  being  made  known  that  Miss 
remer  holds  it  in  high  esteem,  Aunt  Solberg 
or  according  to  the  kindly  usage  of  Sweden  I 
n  so  to  speak  of  her)  has  had  a  little  runnel 
lade,  and  a  wooden  step  placed  at  the 
atcr's  edge,  so  that  I  can  now  go  down  easily 
nd  fill  a  glass  of  this  ice-cold  water  for  my 
3mpanion. 

Tante  Fredrika  likes  to  chat  v/ith  the  poor 
eople  whom  she  meets.  She  was  one  morning 
mused  by  a  working  man  who  was  filling  a 
'ater-cart,  drawn  by  two  oxen,  at  this  well, 
ihe,  according  to  her  custom,  where  the  people 
re  strangers,  inquired  who  he  was  ? 

*'I  belong  to  Stymninge,"  returned  he, 
'  but  I  am  not  a  common  labourer.  I  am 
ne  of  the  highest ;  I  am  the  drover." 

On  our  way  to  the  well,  we  have  met  each 
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morning  a  stout  little  brown-faced  peasant  lac 
in  a  brown  suit,  a  leathern  bag  slung  over  lii 
shoulders,  and  his  hair  bleached  almost  whit 
with  the  sun.  He  is  about  twelve,  and  is  th 
youngest  of  the  Burens,  a  family  that  Mis 
Bremer  had  known  in  the  old  times. 

We  are  often  early  enough  to  hear  th 
church-bell  of  Osterhanninge  ringing  at  six 
which,  according  to  old  custom,  is  done  at  tha 
hour  both  morning  and  evening. 

This  morning  was  gloriously  fine.  Just  a 
we  were  setting  out  we  saw  the  Herr  Patron 
and  this  being  Mr.  Solberg's  especial  title, 
shall  make  use  of  it  when  speaking  of  him 
He  was  collecting  elm-seed,  of  which  there  i 
an  amazing  quantity  this  year,  to  scatter  abou 
on  various  parts  of  the  estate,  in  the  hope  tha 
it  will  spring  up  and  eventually  improve  th( 
property.  Thick  dew  lay  on  the  grass,  whit( 
mist  floated  between  the  fir- woods  and  aroun( 
the  red  wooden  cottages,  and  spider-web 
stretched  themselves  between  the  tall  blades  o 
grass.  With  all  this  there  was  a  mellow 
dreamy  sunshine,  which  seemed  to  embathe  th< 
little  flock  of  doves  which  skimmed  along  th< 
great  green  sea  of  grass,  on  their  way  to  thei 
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d  dove-cotes.  Yes,  let  us  hope  that  they 
jre  human  doves,  those  maidens,  whose  pretty 
[angular  head-kerchiefs  just  rose  above  the 
ve\  of  the  tall  Timothy  grass  as  they  crossed 
e  great  meadow  to  their  breakfast,  meeting, 
)t  *'in  a  field  of  rye,"  but  in  an  abundant 
ly-meadow,  the  long  line  of  mowers,  in  their 
ow- white  shirt- sleeves,  with  their  scythes  on 
eir  shoulders,  likewise  marching  off  to  their 
eakfast,  after  their  first  early  onslaught  upon 
,e  luxuriant  crop. 

The  women  here  all  wear  kerchiefs,  pinned 
rner-wise  over  their  heads,  pink  and  white 
leck  being  the  most  approved,  and  all  are  as 
ean  and  fresh  as  if  newly  put  on.  The  men 
,  the  long  leathern  aprons,  which  are  general, 
ok  very  much  like  English  shoemakers.  At 
re  o'clock  the  Arsta  bell  rings  for  the  com- 
encement  of  labour ;  again  at  half-past  six, 
id  at  seven,  at  twelve,  and  at  one,  and  at  half- 
ist  five  and  six ;  and  is  answered  about  five 
inutes  later  by  the  musical  bell  at  Stymninge, 
lese  being  the  hours  for  meals,  when  you  may 
>e  diflerent  groups  of  labouring  humanity 
.oving  off  to  or  from  their  various  little  dwcU- 
gs,  for  all  these  workpeople  eat  at  home. 

9 
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On  our  return  this  morning,  at  about  seven, 
Tante  Fredrika  told  me  to  follow  Erik  Olsson, 
the  gardener,  whom  we  then  saw  going  with  a 
lighted  candle  into  the  great  cellars,  that  I 
might  see  what  a  sort  of  little  Pompeii  existed 
under  the  house.  I  followed  the  young  gar- 
den-master, as  he  is  called,  and  who  is  also 
the  glazier,  and  we  dived  into  a  side  cata- 
comb. 

*'  What  is  Erik  about  ?"  I  demanded,  as  he 
produced  two  black  pint  bottles,  and  then  stoop- 
ing down  to  a  wooden  trough,  appeared  to  be 
examining  something  with  great  anxiety. 

*^  My  poor  wife  was  afraid  of  being  overtaken 
before  she  was  ready,"  returned  he,  dejectedly, 
holding  up  a  loaf,  *'  so  she  baked  too  soon,  and 
now  the  two  white  loaves  are  blue  with  mould, 
but  the  four  brown  loaves  are  prime." 

<<  Why  does  Erik  keep  such  a  store  of  bread 
here  ?"  I  asked,  '*  and  what  are  the  bottles 
for?"  ^1 

*'  The  lady  must  know,"  returned  Erik,  **that 
I  had  a  little  son  born  four  days  ago.  We 
have  three  girls,  but  no  boy,  and  now  we  are 
going  to  have  an  entertainment.  Only  the 
white  bread  is  spoiled,  more's  the  pity  !     The 
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aby  is  to  be  called  Erik.  I  have  fixed  my 
eart  on  that  for  the  first  name,  but  my  wife 
hall  choose  the  second." 

Whilst  the  great  bread  trough  was  being 
ushed  into  the  passage  preparatory  to  being 
arried  away,  Erik  enquired  whether  England, 
:ie  land  I  came  from,  lay  farther  south  than 
fweden,  and  whether  the  same  kind  of  plants 
rew  in  both. 

"  Yes,  Erik,"  I  said  ;  ''  three-fourths  of  the 
►ritish  plants  grow  in  Sweden,  although  this 
}  much  more  a  land  of  saxifrages  and  fungi, 
nd  has  fewer  annual  flowers,  yet  we  both  be- 
mg  to  the  region  of  dandelions,  cresses,  wall- 
owers,  and  gooseberries." 

Leaving  Erik,  therefore,  carrying  off  his 
read,  I  ascend  to  the  upper  dining-room, 
^here  Mrs.  Solberg  and  Tante  Fredrika  are 
3ated  together,  and,  between  sips  of  coffee  and 
lilk-rolls,  are  talking  about  the  old  labourers  in 
ie  Bremer  days.  How  when  they  were  too  old 
)T  work  they  had  cottages  given  to  them,  where 
[ley  might  live  in  peace  and  quietness ;  but  how, 
^hen  the  property  passed  into  other  hands,  and 
iere  was  a  constant  change  of  occupants,  with 
one  to    act   as   a   guiding   influence   on   the 

q2 
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dependents,  the  people  sunk  into  a  low  moral 
condition.  The  family  of  the  boy  Buren 
had  been  one  of  these.  Nine  years  ago, 
when  the  Patron  Solberg  purchased  the  estate,  \ 
and  removed  here  with  his  family,  they 
found  themselves  in  the  midst  of  a  boorish 
people,  with  such  thievish  tendencies  that 
Mrs.  Solberg  was  quite  in  despair.  But  good 
example,  kindness,  and  a  wise  guidance  have 
produced  already  a  wonderful  change,  and  the 
people  are  becoming  civilized  and  trustworthy, 
and,  again,  the  boy  Buren  is  instanced  as  a 
young  scion  who  is  growing  up  hopefully. 

*^  It  does  not  do  to  be  over-prying  with 
labourers,"  said  Mrs.  Solberg.  **  It  is  best  to 
look  at  their  minor  faults  through  your  fingers, 
for  we  are  none  of  us  perfect." 

The  wages  of  the  women  servants  are  about 
three  pounds  a-year,  and  these  are  considered 
good.  Formerly,  servant  girls  in  the  country 
received  about  five-and-twenty  shillings  and  a 
pair  of  boots.  Nor  are  wages  much  higher  in 
Stockholm.  Cooking  is  not  here,  however,  a 
servant's  accomplishment.  All  the  excellent 
and  well-prepared  dishes  which  are  brought  to 
our  table  are  the  work  of  Selma  and   Theresa, 
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who  take  turns  in  housekeeping  and  cooking 
week  by  week. 

How  willingly  and  cheerfully  these  young 
ladies  attend  to  all  the  onerous  duties  of  this 
large  establishment !  At  five  o'clock  each  morn- 
ing, they  have  hot  coffee  and  rusks  ready  for 
^heir  father  before  he  goes  out  to  overlook  his 
nen.  At  half-past  six,  the  family  breakfast  is 
'eady ;  they  superintend  the  family  dinner  at 
iwelve;  they  prepare  the  afternoon  coffee  and  the 
evening  repast,  having  to  supply  sufficient  for  a 
arge  household,  all  with  regular  country  appe- 
ites.  They  see  that  the  milk  and  cream  are  duly 
md  properly  despatched  to  Stockholm,  and  over- 
jee  the  churning ;  and  when  the  gigantic  family 
vash  takes  place,  they  iron  and  mend,  and  all 
;he  time  never  forget  that  the  coffee-pot  is 
dways  kept  boiling ;  and  as  the  fruit  ripens 
hey  gather  it,  and  preserve  it  in  its  various 
vays.  In  winter  they  knit,  and  spin,  and 
[veave.  Selma  is  noted  for  her  weaving,  and 
|ier  loom  stands  in  Miss  Agatha's  room.  The 
;ystem  in  a  Swedish  country  family  is,  that 
|)verything  should  be  home-made,  and  thus 
r>ave  the  expense  of  buying.  Besides  which,  it 
las  been  the  principle  of  this   excellent  and 
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ever-watcliful  mother  that  every  faculty  of  her 
daughters'  should  be  fully  developed ;  hence, 
these  young  ladies  are  at  the  same  time  intel- 
lectually accomplished.  They  are  very  musical ; 
they  play,  sing,  read,  and  walk  when  not 
busy  about  the  house,  the  duties  of  which  are 
done  so  cleverly  and  so  expeditiously  that  they; 
are  never  untidy  in  their  dress,  nor  yet  in  a^ 
hurry. 

When  breakfast  is  over,  Tante  Fredrika 
retires  into  the  large  saloon,  adhering  to 
her  old  Stockholm  habits.  At  two  we  meet 
again  for  dinner,  in  company  with  Mrs.  Sol- 
berg,  who  dines  with  us. 

Miss  Bremer  has  been  fond  of  being 
alone  from  childhood.  Adjoining  my  room  is 
k  little  dark  closet  where  Mrs.  Bremer  used  to 
keep  her  keys.  It  is  in  a  small  passage  con- 
necting the  bed-room  with  the  drawing-room. 
Here  the  young  Fredrika,  finding  it  difficult,  ir 
the  large  family  of  those  days,  to  secure  a  littk 
solitude,  used  to  lock  herself  up,  because  whei 
in  darkness  she  experienced  a  wonderful  sensa 
tion,  that  of  being  lifted  as  by  invisible  wings 
It  was  a  great  delight  to  her  then,  and  she  stiL 
is  conscious  of  the  same  inexplicable  sensatioi 
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whenever  she  is  alone,  and  in  a  happy  frame  of 
tnind. 

July  ISth, — On  Saturday  afternoon,  we  all 
went  in  a  large  company  to  the  great  meadow 
bo  the  right  of  the  house,  which,  enclosed  by 
1  belt  of  rocks  and  woods,  presents  the  appear- 
mce  of  having  at  one  time  formed  an  in- 
land lake.  We  went  to  see  the  mowers  at 
svork,  and  between  whiles  to  gather  wild  straw- 
berries on  the  rocky,  wooded  mounds  which 
rise  like  islands  out  of  the  tall,  waving  sea  of 
^'ass.  How  vigorously  the  long  row  of  eighteen 
tall,  athletic  mowers,  each  one  step  in  advance 
Df  the  other,  swept  away,  and  laid  the  rich 
[jrop  prostrate  before  them  ! 

Spite  of  a  cloudy  morning,  after  a  wet  even- 
ing, Tante  Fredrika  and  I  went  as  usual  to  the 
well  this  morning,  and  met  little  Buren,  with 
his  bleached  hair,  going  to  his  brealdast. 
Towards  noon  I  again  saw  him,  sitting  on  the 
gi-ass  by  the  long  ash  avenue,  with  another 
little  lad,  eating  his  dinner  of  hiachehrod ,  of 
which  there  were  equal  strata  of  bread  and 
butter,  for  the  peasantry  in  Sweden  may  be 
said  to  bread  their  butter  instead  of  buttering 
their  bread. 
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On  our  way  home  from  church  yesterday, 
walking  through  a  copse,  we  met  with  beautiful 
ripe  bilberries.  Dame  Nature,  if  she  keep  her 
northern  children  fasting  a  long  time,  is  deter- 
mined that  they  shall  have  plenty  when  once 
she  begins,  and  pours  out  from  her  cornucopia 
wild  strawberries  and  bilberries,  followed  by 
lingon  and  other  fruits,  and  hay  and  corn 
harvests  in  such  rapid  succession  that  there  is 
hardly  breathing- time. 

At  dinner  we  have,  amongst  other  things, 
sour  milk,  which  is  a  regular  summer  dish, 
called  " filhuiike,"  Tante  Fredrika  told  us  a 
story  with  regard  to  the  great  love  which  the 
Swedes  have  for  this  dish,  which  is  well  worth 
repeating.  A  poor  Swedish  journeyman, 
finding  his  way  to  Eome,  fell  sick^  and  was 
taken  into  a  monastery,  where  he  was  kindly 
attended  by  the  brethren,  but  he  could  not 
eat  any  of  the  viands  which  were  prepared  for 
him,  and  kept  incessantly  murmuring  ''  filhunke  I 
filhunhe!"  The  good  monks,  distressed  at 
their  inability  to  ease  his  sufferings,  listened  to 
this  cry,  and  light  seemed  to  break  in  upon  them. 
This  was  his  patron  saint,  and  at  once  they  began 
to  sing,  '*  Sanctus  Fil  Bunke,  ova  pro  nobis  !" 

I 
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It  seems  quite  extraordinary  that,  having 
)een  at  rsta  so  short  a  time,  I  yet  feel  as  if  I 
lad  known  every  body  here  for  many  months. 
Cante  Fredrika,  too,  is  extremely  happy.  The 
)ther  evening,  as  we  were  strolling  back  from 
^eteby — a  cluster  of  little  unpainted  grey  cot- 
ages  amongst  the  rocks,  she  said  : — 

^'  I  feel  it  so  well  to  be  here.  I  have  been 
hinking  that  I  shall  come  and  live  at  Arsta  for 
I,  year  or  two,  and  write  my  last  work  of  fiction, 
or  which  I  have  now  been  living  and  working 
nany  years.  I  can  prepare  myself  better  for 
mother  world,  can  help  the  poor  here  with 
heir  small  wants,  for  my  means  are  equal  to 
heir  humble  requirements.  In  Stockholm,  on 
he  contrary,  where  on  one  occasion  alone  I  was 
Lsked  by  a  private  individual  for  five  hundred 
iksdalers,  I  am  utterly  unable  to  do  what  I 
vould.  I  now  see  what  a  good  and  amiable 
'amily  lives  here.  The  Patron  is  an  excellent 
nanager,  and  thinks  of  those  coming  after  him  ; 
lence  he  plants  trees,  which  is  so  praisewoiihy. 
[t  grieves  me  when  people  cut  down  for  them- 
selves, and  leave  the  land  bare  for  others. 
Besides,  I  feel  so  perfectly  at  home  here,  in  the 
Doudoir,  where  I  have  written  so  much  ;  and 
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the  rooms  are  large  and  lofty,  which  is  what  I 
have  been  accustomed  to,  so  that  I  feel  as  if  I 
conld  breathe  in  them,  whilst  the  out-door  air  is 
so  bracing  and  strengthening !  I  would  so  gladly 
have  but  two  rooms  in  Stockholm,  and  take  up 
my  abode  here,  but  then  there  is  Sara  and 
my  Hulda." 

I  suggested  that  Hulda  might  be  with  her. 

**  No,  that  would  not  be  right,"  was  the 
reply,  *'  she  must  fulfil  her  career  and  develope 
all  her  artistic  ability,  which  she  can  only  do. 
in  Stockholm.  Nevertheless,  next  year,  if  I 
do  not  feel  equal  to  the  journey  to  Eussia,  I. 
shall  come  here." 

Miss  Bremer  had  been  invited  by  a  Grand 
Duchess  and  various  other  distinguished  Rus- 
sians to  be  their  guest,  and  this  invitation  she 
had  provisionally  accepted. 

For  my  part,  I  hope  Miss  Bremer  may  come 

o 

to  Arsta.  I  am  sure  it  would  be,  as  she  says, 
right  for  her  to  be  here.  In  Stockholm  she 
might  sit  in  public,  as  it  were,  all  day  if  she 
would,  and  her  mind  is  perpetually  harassed 
by  the  troubles  of  other  people,  which  would  be 
unobjectionable  if  she  were  twenty  yean 
younger.     Her  last  act,  before  leaving  Stock- 
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olm,  was  to  provide  for  a  poor  young  governess 
ho  had  been  saved  from  committing  suicide ; 
[iss  Vennberg  and  Miss  Bremer,  as  usual, 
orking  hand  in  hand  in  this  matter. 

People  of  all  classes  in  life's  direst  sorrows 
ad  perplexities  come  to  her  for  help  and 
mifort  ;  now,  it  is  a  man  just  released  from 
rison;  and  now,  a  gentleman  of  position,  who 
eeds  counsel  in  some  extremity  of  circum- 
;ances,  and  knows  no  one,  man  or  woman,  on 
hose  wisdom  he  can  rely  excepting  hers. 

Whatever  is  going  on  in  Stockliolm,  Miss 
iremer  is  expected  to  co-operate  in ;  and 
'henever  any  new  movement  is  agitated,  it  is, 
itli  or  without  reason,  attributed  to  her.  All 
lis  throws  upon  her  alone  a  heavy  burden  of 
3sponsibility  which  is  beyond  her  strength. 
'o  take  the  initiative  in  the  works  of  mercy 
[irried  on  at  rsta,  would  not  only  be  easy  to 
er  but  exactly  the  occupation  which  would  fill 
er  leisure.  I  see,  even  now,  the  work  begin- 
ing  under  her  hands. 

There  is  poor  Andersson,  who  has  been 
rayed  for  in  church,  a  wan,  miserably  ema- 
lated  man,  who  is  dying  of  some  fearful  inter- 
al  malady  in  the  staff oUc's   house,  with  his 
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three  little  children  playing  round,  and  his  wife, 
as  is  usual  with  this  class,  out  at  work.     Tante 
Fredrika,  after  comforting  and  cheering  him,  is 
now  about  to  send  him  to  the  hospital  at  Stock- 
holm.    It  is  heartrending  to  hear  him  utter,' 
in  his  feeble  voice,  *'  Ah,  I  shall  never  be  well, 
again  !  never  better  !     I  have  been  ill  a  yearJ 
now,  and  there  is  no  hope  !  "     He  speaks  the 
sad  truth  ;  yet  his  sufferings  can  be  alleviated. 


t 


CHAPTER  XII. 

OLD  THINGS  AND  NEW. 

July  19th. — ^Yesterday  afternoon  a  pleasant 
terruption  occurred,  in  the  arrival  of  two 
•ung  men  from  Hammar,  one  of  the  nearest 
tates,  though  five  or  six  miles  off.  A  wonder- 
l  place  is  this  house  of  Hammar  for  its  con- 
urse  of  youth ;  a  perennial  stream  flows  to  it 
3m  all  quarters,  from  Arsta  and  the  country 
und,  no  less  than  from  Upsala  and  Stock- 
)lm.  The  visitors  of  yesterday  were  students 
Upsala,  the  son  of  the  house  and  a  friend  of 
s,  come  to  decipher  and  make  a  tracing  of  the 
.nic  stone  of  which  I  have  spoken.  The  whole 
msehold  was  assembled  to  hear  _them  read 
e  old  inscription,  which  had  remained  for 
»  many  ages  a  dead-letter.  When  they  had 
aced  it  out  on  large  sheets  of  paper  by  means 
'  red  chalk,  in  the  manner  in  which  the  old 
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brasses  are  copied,  they  explained  to  their 
audience  that  ^*  Svaen  "  had  raised  this  stone 
to  the  memory  of  his  good,  or  god-father, 
but  which  did  not  seem  clear.  If  it  belonged 
to  the  heathen  period  it  must  be  the  first,  if  to 
the  dawn  of  Christianity  it  might  be  the  second, 
just  as  the  cross  which  formed  the  centre; 
might  either  be  the  symbol  of  the  Christiai 
faith  or  the  allegorical  hammer  of  Tlior.  It 
was  also  pomted  out  to  us  that  the  serpeni 
twisting  round  this  cross  or  hammer,  with 
runic  characters  inscribed  on  its  body,  held  a 
hawk  or  some  other  bird  in  its  mouth  ;  here 
again  was  a  rude  representation  of  the  serpent 
and  the  dove. 

Unfortunately  the  stone  has  been  broken ; 
'three  portions  are  complete,  but  a  fourth  is 
wanting,  though  the  inscription  can  ha23pily  be 
made  out.  The  Herr  Patron  has  made  endless 
unsuccessful  searches  after  the  missing  portion, 
which  may  probably  now  form  part  of  a  cottage 
wall  or  the  stone  of  its  fireplace. 

As  a  slight  rain   fell  whilst   the  inscriptioEj 

O  ' 

was  being  traced,  a  number  of  the  Arsta  lade: 
held  up  a  large  piece  of  light  blue  drugget  as  a 
canopy  over  the  heads  of  the  operators  and  theii 
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work.  The  three  portions  of  the  stone  lay- 
apart  at  this  time,  and  the  inscription  had  con- 
sequently to  be  taken  separately  on  distinct  large 
pieces  of  paper  prepared  for  the  purpose.  But 
when  this  was  done,  a  desire  came  into  the 
Patron's  mind  to  have  the  three  pieces  laid  accu- 
rately together  so  as  to  form,  as  far  as  possible, 
a  complete  whole  ;  therefore  the  large  assembly 
of  young  men  and  boys,  by  means  of  levers  and 
rollers,  endeavoured  to  wheel  one  gigantic  frag- 
ment to  its  place  by  the  larger  central  portion. 
But  the  mass  was  far  too  ponderous,  and  could  not 
have  been  moved  had  not  a  number  of  stalwart 
labourers,  returning  with  five  yoke  of  oxen  and 
as  many  loosely-built  waggons,  been  enlisted 
in  the  service,  which  was  thus  happily  accom- 
plished, so  that  now  the  chief  part  of  the  in- 
scription lies  together;  and  if  the  one  missing 
fragment  can  only  be  recovered  the  whole  will 
be  secured  with  iron  cramps. 

We  are  now  become  very  runic,  and  are  filled 
with  such  an  antiquarian  spirit,  that  some  of 
the   more  enthusiastic   numbers  of  the  great 

o 

Arsta  colony  regard  every  elevation  as  an  old 
tumulus.  Tante  Fredrika  shakes  her  head  at 
that,  but  believes  in  the  Vikings'  graves,  which 
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no  one  knew  of  until  she  pointed  them  out. 
These  are  small  barrows,  lying  amongst  moss 
and  grey  stones  on  a  promontory ,  with  fir-trees 
and  the  shimmering  waters  of  the  wide  creek 
for  a  background.  Kocky  hillocks  are  so  com- 
mon here  that  nobody  had  paid  any  attention 
to  these  graves  of  the  Vikings. 

On  close  inspection  they  have  every  appear- 
ance of  being  artificial  mounds,  the  grey 
stones  of  which  they  are  composed  being  placed 
designedly  :  the  first  is  in  the  form  of  a  triangle, 
with  a  large  stone  at  each  corner  ;  two  are  cir- 
cular, and  the  fourth  probably  of  the  same 
form,  but  now  partially  destroyed  by  some  ruth- 
less hand.  Miss  Bremer  believes  that  if  ex- 
cavations were  made,  urns  and  ancient  relics 
might  probably  be  found.  , 

At  present,  however,  everybody  is  too  busj 
with  the  hay  to   have  time  for  exploration; 

o 

even  the  Arsta  ladies,  under  the  presidency  oi 
Tante  Fredrika,  turn  into  the  hayfield,  as  soon 
as  the  afternoon  heat  is  over.  We  scattei 
abroad  the  newly-cut  grass,  and  toss  the  half- 
made  hay  into  long  rows  in  the  great  meadow, 
with  the  golden  evening  sunshine  glowing  on 
the    pale-green,    newly-mown  field,    and  the 


IL 
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Qow-wliite  chemise  sleeves  and  pink  Lead- 
ercliiefs  of  the  peasant  girls,  who,  strong  as 
onies,  whisk  up  a  perfect  haystack  on  their 
)rks  and  carry  it  off  as  if  it  were  thin  air. 
iven  and  Knut  help  the  men  to  fill  the  great 
xen- drawn  waggons. 

o 

Now  and  then,  some  young  Arsta  maiden 
rops  down  on  a  fragrant  couch  of  hay  to  rest, 
ut  Tante  Fredrika  works  on  persistently,  as  if 
le  Patron's  hay-interest  lay  very  much  at  her 
eart.  On  we  all  busily  labour,  and  oh,  how 
leasant  it  is  !  till  the  dew  falls  on  our  comely 
aycocks,  which  would  never  have  stood  in 
ich  goodly  array  but  for  the  energetic  ama- 
mrs  who  make  no  play- work  of  it. 

After  such  an  amount  of  physical  exercise  we 
)e\  privileged  to  rest  in  the  twilight,  con- 
regating  in  little  parties  ;  thus  one  evening 
eir  Tante  Fredrika  interested  us,  as  we  sat  in 

pleasant  room  filled  with  the  afterglow  of 
mset,  by  reminiscences  of  her  childhood. 

Some  one  of  us  had  remarked  that  children 
ere  always  happy,  being  free  from  the  sorrows 
f  after  life. 

Miss  Bremer  dissented,  remarking  that 
hildren,  if  they  do  not  suffer  so   long,  feel 

r 
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often  at  tlie  moment  more  acutely  than  grown- 
up people.  So,  at  least,  it  had  been  in  hei 
experience.  Her  mind  then  flew  back  to  the 
early  days  of  her  youth,  and  she  readily  com- 
municated some  of  her  thoughts  to  us. 

o 

There  were  several  children  at  Arsta ;  some 
elegant,  and  outwardly  gifted  by  nature.  Fred- 
rika  was  not  one  of  these  ;  she  was  clumsy,  and 
had  a  something  'peculiar  about  her.  Her 
mother,  a  beautiful  and  stately  woman,  never 
either  encouraged  or  praised  the  apparently 
ungifted  child,  whose  whole  soul  almost  adored 
her,  and  admired  and  wondered  at  her  beauty. 
One  day,  Fredrika,  in  a  sort  of  wanton  reckless- 
ness, cut  her  front  hair  quite  close,  and  the  next 
moment  hearing  her  mother's  approaching 
footstep,  a  thrill  of  alarm  passed  through  her, 
and  she  became  conscious  of  having  committed 
an  unheard-of  offence.  To  her  utter  astonish- 
ment, however,  her  mother  on  seeing  her,  ex- 
claimed, ''  Why,  child,  what  has  come  to  thee ! 
Thou  look'st  quite  handsome  !  Thy  forehead 
is  not  as  low  as  I  imagined  !  " 

That  was  enough.  From  that  day  the  child 
patiently  extracted  her  low-growing  front  hair 
b}^  the  roots,  till  it   finally  ceased  to    grow. 
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3ne  of  her  most  earnest  prayers  to  God  was, 
Jiat  her  mother  might  manifest  love  towards 
ler. 

One  of  her  sisters  was  Sofie,  a  pretty,  charm- 
ng  girl,  who  had,  even  whilst  a  child,  a  remark- 
ihle  faculty  for  housekeeping.  She  used  to 
five  out  the  stores,  and  the  servants  of  the 
arge  establishment  came  to  her  for  orders  as 
f  she  had  been  the  mistress  of  the  house. 

It  was  the  custom  in  the  Bremer  family  for 
he  children  to  be  confirmed  at  thirteen.  A 
3ng  preparation  is  required  in  Sweden  for  this 
ite,  and  the  clergy  hold  classes  for  the  purpose, 
'he  Bremers  spent  their  winters  in  Stockholm, 
nd  the  children  had  their  preparatory  lessons 
'om  a  clergyman  at  home,  which  was  con- 
idered  more  dignified.  Young  Fredrika  re- 
arded  these  lessons  with  great  dislike,  and 
11  kinds  of  new  ideas  would  suggest  themselves 
)  her  mind,  and  cause  her  to  ask  the  strangest 
uestions,  which  sorely  puzzled  and  annoyed 
le  clergyman ;  she  felt  that  she  could  not  join 
1  returning  thanks  for  the  privilege  of  this 
^ligious  instruction,  and  she  now  questions 
9ry  much  whether  the  poor  clergyman  had 
lore  satisfaction  in  it  than  she  had.     Still, 

r  2 
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the  confirmation  would  produce  for  her  one 
very  agreeable  result ;  she  with  the  rest  would 
then  assume  long  dresses.  Sofie,  who  was 
troubled  with  none  of  the  heterodox  notions  of 
her  elder  sister,  looked  forward  with  joy  to  her 
confirmation,  and  her  first  participation  of  the 
Lord's  Sapper,  for  which  occasion  she  had  em- 
broidered a  beautiful  white  muslin-dress.  But 
she  was  destined  for  still  higher  privileges  in 
the  very  courts  of  heaven ;  a  rapid  fever  carried 
off  the  young  catechumen,  whose  earthly  tene- 
ment was  still  clad  for  the  grave  in  that  very 
garment  which  she  had  prepared  for  confirma- 
tion. The  youngest  sister  was  a  little  fairy 
child,  Agatha,  the  joy  and  darling  of  the  whole 
family,  and  who  grew  up  into  the  heart's  life  oi 
her  sister  Fredrika,  into  her  ' '  very  innermost 
Her  memory  is  still  venerated  by  the  peasantry 
of  the  estate. 

This  dear  sister  died  before  Miss  Bremer 
returned  to  Sweden  from  America,  the  sad 
tidings  awaiting  her.  She  found  a  beautifully 
knitted  carpet  to  be  laid  before  her  sofa,  a  wort 
of  love  prepared  by  the  invalid  for  her  belovec 
sister. 

How  well  I  remember   this   soft  grey   anc 
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jrimson  carpet  in  Stockholm,  the  object  of  such 
ove  and  veneration  on  the  part  of  Miss 
Bremer ! 

One  of  the  brothers,  August,  next  to  Sofie 
n  age,  became  an  officer,  and  died  from  an 
iccident,  after  the  most  frightful  sufferings,  in 
Berlin,  whither  his  family  had  accompanied 
lim  for  surgical  treatment. 

Baron  Wrede,  otherwise  the  Bremers'  *'  Cou- 
lin  Fabian,"  spent  much  of  his  youth  with  his 

o 

•elatives  at  Arsta,  joining  in  the  glees  and 
ihorales  which  they  sang  in  the  large  upper 
lall.  He  took  part  in  an  opera  which  Miss 
Bremer  composed  at  the  age  of  twelve  ;  a  won- 
ierful  little  play,  full  of  shepherds  and  shep- 
lerdesses,  and  amazing  events.  It  was  per- 
ormed  in  state,  in  the  upper  dining-room,  and 
srent  off  with  eclat.  One  thing,  however,  was 
wanting  to  the  young  authoress  and  composer 
—the  applause  and  admiration  of  her  parents. 
Chey  said  nothing ;  and  poor  Fredrika  went  to 
)ed  disconsolate.  It  struck  her,  however,  that 
lurely  between  themselves  the  parents  would 
)ass  some  judgment  on  her  work,  and  whether 
t  were  favourable  or  not,  she  must  learn  it. 
5he  knew  that  it  was  not  right  to  listen  ;  never- 
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tlieless,  she  rose  from  lier  bed,  and  stole  on 
tiptoe  along  a  little  side  passage  to  the  doo] 
of  her  parents'  chamber.  She  placed  her  eai 
at  the  key-hole  and  listened  breathlessly 
^'Fredrika."  Yes,  she  caught  her  own  name 
and,  trembling  with  excitement,  heard  he] 
mother  say : — 

*^I  never  knew  such  a  wonderful  child  aj 
our  Fredrika ;  we  may  look  for  something 
extraordinary  in  her  as  a  woman  ! '' 

Oh  the  joy  of  that  moment  to  the  poor  litth 
listener  !  It  extinguished  the  memory  of  mam 
a  secret  heart-ache. 

The  mother's  prophecy  proved  true,  and  sh( 
lived  to  be  justly  proud  of  her  daughter,  whom 
in  after  life,  she  fully  appreciated  and  compen- 
'sated  with  deep  affection.  \ 

Miss  Bremer  says  that  it  now  appears  sin- 
gular to  her  to  find,  since  her  mother's  death 
into  how  many  of  her  habits  she  has,  as  i 
were,  instinctively  fallen.  She  often  finds  her 
self  doing  things  not  native  to  herself,  an( 
yet  peculiar  to  her  mother,  just  as  if  her  spiri 
were  within  her. 

July  29th. — On  Sunday,  Tante  Fredrika 
walking  by  the  creek  before  dinner,  was  agree- 
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ably  surprised  by  the  arrival  of  Magister 
Eneroth,  by  boat,  from  Dalaro,  in  answer  to 
an  invitation  she  had  sent  him  to  pay  her  a 

o 

visit  at  Arsta. 

In  such  a  place  as  this,  where  so  much  is 
always  going  forward,  and  where  agiicultural 
and  horticultural  experiments  are  subjects  of 
vital  interest,  Magister  Eneroth  is  a  most  wel- 
come guest.  Gladly,  therefore,  was  he  received 
at  the  large  family  dinner-party  which  always  as- 
sembles every  Sunday  in  the  upper  dining-room. 

In  the  afternoon,  Carl  Adolfsson  drove  Miss 
Bremer,  Aunt  Solberg,  and  Magister  Eneroth 
bo  the  Parsonage ;  Sofie,  Selma,  and  I  having 
ilready  started  on  foot  for  the  same  agreeable 
^oal.  Although  the  Parsonage  was,  ere  this, 
pleasantly  familiar  to  me,  I  will  now  describe 
t,  that  others  may  have  the  same  friendly  ac- 
juaintance  with  it  as  myself. 

Passing  the  church,  we  came  to  the  square, 
.wo -storied  wooden  house  of  Hesslingby,  which 

o 

formerly  was  a  part  of  the  Arsta  property,  but 
low  belongs  to  an  heiress,  not  yet  of  age,  in 
Stockholm  ;  after  which,  we  entered  a  wide,  fer- 
tile valley,  bordered  with  the  everlasting  fir- 
voods.     On  the  southern  side  of  this  vallev. 
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looking  towards  the  church,  and  at  the  dis^ 
tance  of  nearly  a  mile,  stands  the  long,  one- 
storied  parsonage,  which  I  am  told  is  the 
counterpart  of  all  Swedish  parsonages,  with  its 
court  and  round  grass-plot  in  the  middle,  now 
adorned  with  its  one  large  hay- cock — the  sum- 
mer crop.  On  each  side  the  house  stand  two 
detached,  bright  red  wooden  wings — the  one 
outbuildings,  the  other  divided  into  the  resi- 
dence of  the  farm  manager,  and  guest-chambers 
for  the  family.  Behind  are  stables  and  the 
farm-yard,  which  are  backed  by  rocks  and  fir- 
trees.  Beyond  the  house  extends  a  large  well- 
filled  garden  shaded  by  tall  apple  and  pear- 
trees  ;  in  front  stretches  the  wide  valley,  on  a 
centre  slope  of  which  the  parsonage  is  situated. 
'  Fru  Lager,  who  was  seated  in  the  porch  reading 
**  The  Watchman  "  when  we  came  up,  gave  us 
a  most  kind  and  motherly  reception,  regretting 
only  that  her  young  people  were  from  home. 
They  were  gone  to  the  Komminister's  to  cele- 
brate Margaret's  Bay,  in  honour  of  his  daugh- 
ter, he  not  being  able  to  keep  it  during  the 
week,  on  account  of  some  friends  from  Stockliolm 
who  could  only  now  be  present  on  the  occasion, 
and  a  very  signal  celebration  it  was  to  be. 
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Magister  Eneroth  would  receive  a  warm 
welcome,  for  they  all  knew  what  he  had  done 
and  was  doing  for  the  improvement  of  the 
country  ;  but  he  and  his  companions  in  the 
carriage  were  long  in  arriving,  and  then  it  ap- 
peared that  they  had  stopped  by  the  way  at  the 
school  to  take  into  consideration  how  a  garden 
could  be  laid  out  there. 

It  is  one  of  Magister  Eneroth's  favourite 
schemes  that  all  schools  should  be  furnished  with 
gardens  for  the  children  to  work  in.  On  this 
subject  he  has  written  a  book  with  plans  for  the 
gardens.  A  very  good  and  wise  project  it  is, 
for  nothing  could  be  better  than  for  country 
children  to  grow  up  with  a  knowledge  of  gar- 
dening, so  that  eventually  cottage-gardens 
might  produce  something  more  than  the  ever- 
lasting potatoes. 

The  Lagers  were  therefore  glad  to  discuss 
the  subject  with  Magister  Eneroth,  for  it  had 
appeared  to  them  not  without  its  difficulties. 
The  farm  labourers  are,  it  appears,  somewhat  of 
a  nomadic  race,  who  stay  a  year  or  so  in  one 
place,  then  move  off  to  another.  They  never 
properly  settle  down,  and,  therefore,  take  but 
little  interest  in  planting  and  sowing.     Besides 
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which,  even  if  they  were  earnestly  desirous  of 
cultivating  gardens,  how  could  they  find  time  ? 
Both  husband  and  wife,  and  even  children,  if 
they  are  old  enough,  are  expected  to  work  on 
the  estate  which  maintains  them,  the  hours 
being  from  five  in  the  morning  till  eight  in  the 
evening,  with  two  hours  interval  for  meals ;  be- 
sides which,  frequently  a  walk  of  some  miles 
to  and  from  work  totally  unfits  a  man  for 
additional  labour,  even  for  himself,  at  home. 

Magister  Eneroth,  however,  argues  that  as 
soon  as  employer  and  employed  can  be  made 
earnest  on  this  subject,  all  these  obstacles  will 
be  removed. 

He  wrote  an  interesting  article  last  winter  in 
the  *'  Swedish  Workman,"  an  excellent  weekly 
paper,  somewhat  akin  to  our  ^'British  Work- 
man," on  cottages  and  gardens  for  the  labour- 
ing classes,  and  gave  very  satisfactory  evidence 
of  their  practical  utility  in  the  encouraging  ex- 
ample set  in  Sweden  by  Mr.  Swartz. 

Magister  Eneroth  is  one  of  those  judicious 
Swedes  who  are  desirous  that  their  compatriots 
should  lay  aside  all  phlegmatic  despondency  and 
enter,  as  it  were,  into  a  business  compact  with 
the  stern  exacting  soil  and  climate  of  the  North, 


I 


OLD    THINGS   AND    NEW.  251 

which,  though  they  make  hut  a  niggardly  re- 
turn for  careless,  or  even  dull,  plodding  lahour, 
would  respond  to  a  brave-hearted,  intelligent, 
unwearying  toil  which  is  in  fact  charactent^tic 
[)f  themselves. 

Certainly,  the  four  million  Swedes  need  be  en- 
dowed by  nature  with  iron  constitutions  as  well 
is  iron  determination  to  make  this  northern  land, 
where  the  soil  must  in  five  months  produce 
[bod  for  the  whole  twelve,  bring  fortli  her  utter- 
nost;  and  where,  it  seems  to  me,  that  even  in 
he  beauty  and  enchantment  of  the  summer, 
he  surface  of  the  soil  alone  is  heated,  and  that 
3elow  tliis  warmed  and  vitalized  surface  lies  an 
eternal  chill.  Yet  this  very  rigour,  these  stern 
requirements  of  nature  make  Sweden  unspeak- 
ibly  dear  to  her  people.  She  is  like  a  parent 
vho  neitlier  cai'esses  nor  indulges  her  children^ 
)ut  who  is  as  true  as  steel. 

At  half-past  nine,  the  party  in  the  carriage 
Irove  back,  and   we,  the  former  pedestrians^ 

o 

low  joined  by  other  Arsta  members,  had  cer- 
ainly  the  best  of  it,  walkmg  again  through 
voods,  over  moorlands  and  meadows,  in  that 
leliciously   calm    summer    evening,  with    the 
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bronze-red  moon  rising  solemnly  over  the  belt 
of  fir- woods  as  we  neared  Arsta. 

On  Monday,  Magister  Eneroth  left  us,  but 
not  before  he  had  greatly  benefited  Aunt  Sol- 
berg  by  his  instructions  on  grafting,  and  on 
destroying  the  blight  which  is  injuring  several 
of  her  splendid  oleanders.  These  beautiful 
shrubs,  now  in  full  blossom,  adorn  the  stone  hall 
and  some  of  the  rooms.  As  cure  for  the  blight, 
he  recommends  her  to  collect  a  number  of  lady- 
birds, *'the  Virgin's  little  key- women,"  as  they 
are  here  called,  and  employ  them  as  purifiers 
of  her  '*  rose-laurels." 


CHAPTER  XIII. 

NEIGHBOURS  AND  FRIENDS. 

Though  an  indefatigable  haymaking  still 
ontinues,  yet  now  and  then  we  take  a  stroll. 
)n  one  occasion,  dear  Tante  Fredrika,  full  of  the 
>resent  enjoyment,  began  to  tell  us  of  the  past. 

**  My  sister  Agatha  and  I,"  said  she,  *'  fre- 
[uently  made  botanical  excursions  in  this 
leighbourhood.  We  took  with  us  our  respec- 
ive  botanical  works,  she  Hartman  and  I  Lilje- 
)lad,  and  our  light  basket  of  provisions  for  the 
lay.  These  were  delicious  rambles,  voyages 
)f  discovery,  making  us  ever  better  acquainted 
vith  the  beauties  of  the  neighbourhood.  Wliat 
1  joy  it  was  to  find  a  new  flower  !  How  plea- 
sant was  then  the  necessity  of  seating  ourselves 
m  the  grass,  and  consulting  our  books  to  dis- 
3over  its  name  and  properties,  thus  increasing 
3ur  acquaintance  in  the  kingdom  of  nature. 
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**  But  perhaps,  after  all,  the  most  delightfu 
was,  after  a  long  ramble,  to  sit  down  in  some  o: 
these  mm^muring  woods,  or  by  the  breezj 
shore,  and  spreading  our  simple  fare  before  us 
find  in  it  a  relish  and  an  enjoyment  beyond  the 
costliest  feast. 

'^  Pleasant  too  were  our  encounters  with  the 
peasant  people.  Just  now  comes  to  my  mine 
an  incident  of  this  kind.  Wishing  one  evening 
to  make  a  short  cut  homeward,  we  struck  into  a 
fir-wood,  but  as  the  road  was  unknown  to  us 
we  requested  a  peasant  woman,  whom  we  met 
knitting  and  whom  we  knew,  to  be  our  guide 
to  which  she  cheerfully  consented,  knitting  in- 
dustriously the  while.  She  told  us  that  she 
was  knitting  vdntor.  Not  knowing  what  thai 
'meant,  we  inquired,  and  she  said  it  was  the  paii 
of  stockings  which  a  young  girl  gives  to  her 
lover  after  her  betrothal,  but  which  she  musi 
on  no  account  knit  herself. 

'^  This  woman  was  the  wife  of  an  honest 
old  man  who  had  been  ill  for  a  long  time,  the 
illness  being  first  physical  and  afterwards  set 
tling  upon  the  mind,  producing  the  most  deep 
depression,  during  which  he  could  rest  neithei 
night  nor  day,  his  diseased  conscience  accusing 


NEIGHBOURS  AND  FRIENDS.      255 

lim  of  unpardonable  sins  against  God.  He 
lad  suffered  for  more  than  a  year  in  this  ter- 
ible  way,  and  medicine  had  done  him  no  good. 
.  therefore  inquired  how  he  was,  and  was 
laturally  surprised  by  the  reply  that  'lie  was 
[uite  well,  and  had  helped  in  the  harvest,  just 
hen  over,  besides  getting  in  his  own  little  crop. 
Have  his  qualms  of  conscience  happily  passed 
Lway  ?  '  I  enquired.  *  Yes,  entirely,'  she  an- 
iwercd,  '  he  has  now  peace  of  mind  and  com- 
brt  of  body ;  and  if  he  should  be  a  little  low 
le  knows  how  to  cure  himself.'  *  But  how  did 
his  happy  change  come  about  ?  '  I  enquired. 

*'  '  Early  in  the  spring,'  she  said,  '  when  he 
ras  at  the  worst,  our  good  rich  neighbour  Anders 
ilansson  came  driving  up  in  his  cart,  and  car- 
ied  oif  my  old  man  to  his  farm.  I  cried, 
hinking  I  should  never  see  him  again.  ^  Don't 
)e  afraid,  mother,'  says  Anders,  '  I'm  only 
aking  him  away  to  bring  him,  with  God's 
)lessing,  back  again,  quite  well  I '  When  my 
)ld  man  got  to  his  house,  he  found  himself  sur- 
•ounded  by  everything  cheerful.  The  house 
itands  pleasantly  in  the  sunshine,  and  the  air 
s  good,  and  Anders  invited  one  neighbour  and 
mother  to  come  in  and  drink  coffee  with  him, 
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and  all  day  long  there  was  a  lively  chat  kept 
up  with  my  old  man  ;  and  at  night  Anders  had 
him  in  his  own  chamber,  and  a  light  burning 
on  a  table  till  morning,  and  when. he  heard  him 
groaning  and  fretting,  he  said  quite  cheerfully; 
'  How  is  Olle  getting  on  ?  '  And  if  that  didn't 
put  off  the  fit,  he  got  up  and  took  a  turn  or 
two  with  him,  and  talked  cheerfully  all  the 
time.  So  he  kept  on  with  him  for  ten  days, 
giving  him  medicine  of  his  own  making ;  anc 
this  I  can  tell  Mamsell,  it  was  not  three  days 
before  he  began  to  mend.  At  the  end  of  a 
fortnight,  Anders  drove  back  with  my  old  man. 
He  was  actually  cured  !  and  has  been  well  evei 
since  ;  and  this  autumn,  as  I  told  Mamsell,  he 
has  been  able  to  do  harvest  work ;  but  oui 
'good  neighbour  still  looks  after  us,  and,  God  he 
praised,  everything  has  now  taken  a  turn  with 
us  for  the  better.' 

'^  It  was  a  dreary,  sterile  tract  through  whicl 
we  were  passing,"  said  Tante  Fredrika,  **  wher 
the  woman  told  us  this  story,  but  that  Sa- 
maritan act  of  good  neighbourliness  clothed  i\ 
as  with  living  verdure." 

July  31  sL — Last  Wednesday,  Tante  Fredrike 


NEIGHBOURS  AND  FRIENDS.       257 

d  I  went  to  a  peasants'  ball,  and  very  amus- 
^  it  was. 

In  the  first  place,  however,  I  must  mention 
at  one  portion  of  this  large  property,  called 
ilon,  has  been  purchased  by  an  excellent 
jtitution,  which  I  will  presently  explain, 
lied  the  **  Prince  Carl  Institution."  Nothing 
n  be  more  charming  than  this  little  demesne, 
rrounded  by  beautiful  creeks  of  the  Baltic, 
'om  Arsta,  by  land,  it  is  six  or  seven  miles, 
.t  by  water  it  can  be  reached  in  half-an-hour. 
The  purpose  to  which  this  property  is  devoted 
this :  the  late  Bishop  Wallin,  that  most  ex- 
Uent  man  and  poet,  anxious  to  decrease,  if 
ssible,  the  number  of  juvenile  criminals,  by 
pping  the  early  tendency  to  crime  in  the  bud, 
d  assisted  by  the  then  head  of  the  police, 
30  a  very  philanthropic  man,  determined  to 
tablish  an  asylum  for  low-born  destitute 
ildren  where  they  should  be  educated  and 
ovided  for,  instead  of  being  exposed  to  theft, 
a  means  of  livelihood.  The  idea  was  ap- 
oved  of,  and  the  **  Prince  Carl  Institution" 
tabhshed,  so  called  in  honour  of  the  young 
•ince,  now  King  of  Sweden. 
This    estabhshment    is     divided    into    two 
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classes ;  those  who  have  actually  committe 
small  offences  and  are  therefore  criminals,  ani 
those  who  are  merely  destitute,  but  who  migt 
become  such,  were  they  not  removed  froi 
temptation.  It  is  not  necessary  that  the 
should  be  orphans,  but  simply  that  they  shoul 
belong  to  the  destitute  class.  Some  fixe  or  si 
yed,rs  ago  these  latter  were  removed  from  Stocl 
holm,  and  boarded  out  amongst  the  cottagei 
at  Galon,  which  was  then  purchased  for  tl 
use  of  the  Institution.  A  superintendent  wa 
appointed,  with  a  residence  on  the  estate,  an 
a  school-house  built,  with  accommodation  f( 
the  schoolmaster  and  mistress. 

Miss  Bremer,  who  naturally  takes  a  grej 
interest  in  this  movement,  determined  to  vis 
Galon  whilst  we  remained  here ;  and  as  lai 
Tuesday  was  a  great  day  at  the  Institution, 
was  hoped  that  she  would  be  present.  TI 
Directors  were  to  come  over  from  Stockholn 
and  the  examination  of  the  children  take  pla( 
preparatory  to  the  month's  holiday,  whic 
would  begin  on  the  following  day,  when  th( 
were  to  have  a  grand  treat.  Tante  Fredrib 
very  sensibly,  as  I  thought,  preferred  witnessir 
the  treat  rather  than  the  examination,  whic' 


NEIGHBOURS  AND  FRIENDS.       259 

;  all  events  would  be  pleasanter  to  the  chil- 
•en,  if  not  more  edifying. 
It  was  just  then  the  commencement  of  one 

o 

*  the  monstrous  washes  at  Arsta,  and  three  of 
le  female  servants  were  ill,  so  that  Aunt 
jlberg  could  not  leave  home,  and  only  one  of 
?.r  daughters  could  be  spared  to  go  with  us  > 
asides  which,  it  was  the  middle  of  the  hay- 
irvest,  and  everybody  was  busy,  nevertheless, 
e  good  Patron  rowed  over  in  a  boat  in  the 
ternoon,  and  old  Carl  Adolfsson  was  spared 
drive  Miss  Bremer,  Sofie,  and  me.  The 
TO  lads,  Sven  and  Knut,  would  have  liked  of 
1  things  to  have  been  at  the  fun,  but  they 
3re  out  at  work,  and  did  not  hear  of  it  till  it 
as  too  late. 

I  do  not  think  that  the  country-folk  of  Swe- 
)n  would  care  for  a  treat  of  any  kind,  if  a 
mce  were  not  connected  with  it,  and  this 
''ednesday  afternoon  it  was  nothing  but  danc- 
g.  I  here  give  two  of  Hulda's  cuttings, 
bich  though  they  do  not  apply  to  this  parti - 
Jar  dance,  yet  this  great  national  enjoyment 
the  same  everywhere. 

The  children,  eighty-one  in  number,  were  not 
le  only  guests.     Their  adopted  parents,  their 

s  2 
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uncles  and  aunts  as  they  call  tliem,  were  the 
also,  as  well   as  some   of  the  cottagers'  ov 
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liklren,  so  that  the  number  of  youngsters  was 
)mewhat  above  a  hundred,  We,  who  had 
)me  in  the  carriage,  arrived  between  two  and 
iree,  and  drove  up  to  the  house  of  the  super- 
itendent.     He  is  a  tall,  handsome  man,  with 

good  and  thoughtful  countenance,  and  his 
ife,  a  pleasant,  motherly  woman,  with  eyes 
l11  '  of  a  tender  and  affectionate  expression ; 
le  very  persons,  both  of  them,  to  be  at  the 
3ad  of  such  an  establishment. 

Opposite  to  their  long,  wooden,  one- storied 
ouse,  was  another  very  similar,  the  large, 
ooden,  yellow-painted  school-house. 

We  had  scarcely  arrived,  before  lads  in 
rown  suits  with  red  facings,  caps  and  jackets 
[ike,  and  little  girls  with  coloured  head-ker- 
biefs,  came  streaming  in  by  groups  through 
le  flowery  meadows,  from  their  happy  homes 
mongst  the  birch-woods,  under  the  grey 
Dcks,  or  by  the  blue  coves  and  creeks.  Then 
ame  the  '*  uncles"  and  *' aunts,"  simple- 
earted  and  sunburnt  couples,  who  as  soon  as 
liey  had  congregated  were  regaled  with  coffee 
nder  the  oak-trees. 

There  was  one  clumsy-featured,  bronze- 
aced  man,  of  about  five-and-thirty,  with  ear- 
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rings,  with  whom  I  had  a  good  deal  of  con 
versation,  and  wonderfully  intelligent  he  was 
He  seemed  to  know  all  about  England,  an( 
told  his  *'old  woman,"  otherwise  wife, — fo 
all  husbands  and  wives  are  old  men  and  oL 
women, — how  quickly  anybody  could  get  there 
and  then  I  was  told  a  long  story  about  a  frien( 
of  theirs,  who  being  desirous  of  emigrating  ti 
America,  would  go  by  Liverpool. 

As  soon  as  the  worthy  couples  had  drun! 
their  coffee  and  shaken  hands  with  the  super 
intendent's  wife  and  thanked  her,  the  childre] 
came  to  the  feast,  one  or  more  of  whom  wer 
brought  up  to  Miss  Bremer,  as  being  some  c 
those  waifs  and  strays  that  she  had  rescue 
after  the  cholera,  and  the  ball  was  opened  i: 
the  great  school-room,  it  being  then  betwee 
three  and  four.  It  had  for  its  orchestra,  tw 
fiddlers,  one  an  elderly,  the  other  a  young  mar 
who  would  have  reminded  me  of  wooden  effigied 
had  not  the  music  working  through  them  dow: 
to  their  very  toes,  and  up  into  their  brow 
fiddles,  fiddle- strings,  and  bows,  proved  tha 
they  were  alive.  But,  in  truth,  all  the  me 
and  women  had  features  which  might  hav 
been  cut  out  in  wood,  and  when,  at  the  begic 
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ing,  some  good  woman's  old  man  began 
)lemnly  twirling  round  with  his  partner,  he 
as  followed  by  another  and  another  couple, 
.1  looking  as  mournful  and  dancing  as  soberly 
3  if  at  a  funeral.  Life,  however,  came  into 
lem,  when  the  little  lads  and  lasses  and  every- 
3dy  began  to  dance.  As  for  the  young  Froken, 
ho  is  the  schoolmistress,  and  the  young 
ihoolmaster,  they  danced  away  the  whole 
fternoon,  as  if  they  were  wonderful  pieces  of 
lechanism,  and  the  very  soul  of  the  enter- 
linment. 

The  favourite  dance  is  the  fling  polska,  a  large 
ircle  of  dancers,  dancing  round  the  room  to 
le  music,  couples  also  swinging  round  in  the 
liddle.  Whenever  you  like  to  leave  the  circle 
nd  choose  a  partner  you  may  do  so,  and  go 
ivinging  round  hand  in  hand,  sometimes  four 
)gether,  with  hands  crossed.  The  Froken 
nd  the  schoolmaster  were  dancing  round  with 
artners, — little  boys,  young  lads,  young  girls, 
len,  and  women — the  whole  time. 

It  is  so  easy  that  it  requires  but  little  leam- 
Qg,  and  I  had  had  plenty  of  practice  at 
Lrsta.  I  danced  four  with  Sofie,  Pastor  Lager, 
,nd  the   Superintendent,  and  then  again  and 
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again  with  the  country  people.  Being  spur 
round  by  the  men  was  Hke  being  driven  rounc 
by  a  windmill.  Besides  this,  there  is  a  single 
polska,  which  is  danced  to  a  particular  step 
though  the  usual  polka- step  will  do  very  wel 
for  it.  After  I  had  danced  it  with  a  woman 
and  had  returned  to  my  place,  she  beckoned  me 
to  her  in  a  very  mysterious  manner.  This  wai 
to  beg  of  me  to  go  and  ask  her  old  man  t( 
dance  with  me.  The  men  were  too  shy  to  asl 
us,  therefore  we  had  quietly  to  take  hold  6: 
them,  and  lead  them  out.  Then  they  dancec 
gladly  enough,  though  always  with  a  solemn 
yet  well- satisfied  air. 

There  was  the  curtseying  polska  too,  a  sor 
of  long- string,  follow-my-leader  dance,  with 
'bobbing  and  curtseying  all  the  time.  We 
danced  it  out  of  the  ball-room  by  one  door  intc 
the  sandy  court,  dancing  all  the  while,  and  in 
at  the  other  door ;  then  coiled  up  into  a  ball, 
so  that  we  were  just  like  packed  herrings,  and 
then  untwisted  again,  which  was  a  great  relief 
There  was  another,  a  very  amusing  dance, 
called  *^  Weaving  Yalmar,"  the  homespun  clott 
which  the  peasants  wear.  The  schoolmaster  and 
the  Froken  v/ith  their  partners  were  the  shuttles 
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ivliich  kept  flying  backwards  and  fonvards,  their 
tiands  clasped  above  the  circle  of  stooping 
ittendant  dancers,  who  clapped  their  hands  all 
Jie  time. 

The  dancing  went  on  incessantly  till  about  a 
piarter  past  nine,  when  the  children  filed  off  for 
iheir  supper,  under  the  oak-trees.  The  supper 
consisted  of  tremendous  slices  of  various  kinds 
)f  bread-and-butter,  slices  of  cheese,  and  diffe- 
rent kinds  of  meat.  There  had  also  been  an 
nterval  before,  in  which  people  had  refreshed 
themselves  with  various  beverages,  and  after- 
wards the  children  played  at  a  game,  but  all  the 
;ime  the  two  fiddles  had  been  going,  and  men 
md  women  indefatigably  dancing  in  the  school- 
'oom.  ^ 

At  weddings,  the  peasants  dance  several 
lights  running,  and  last  winter  the  daughters  at 
ihe  Parsonage  frequently  danced  from  six  o'clock 
n  the  evening  till  four  in  the  morning,  going 
;o  bed  and  sleeping  till  the  two  o'clock  dinner  ; 
iftcr  which  they  would  again  dress  and  drive  off 
:o  another  dance.  On  the  evening  of  the 
Girilon  festivity,  they  did  not  reach  home  before 
lalf-past  twelve,  as  after  we  left  there  was  some 
singing  and  a  little  religious  service,  also  a  dis- 
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tribution  of  gingerbread  to  each  cliild,  and  then 
a  drive  of  an  hour  and  a  half.  They  were  eight 
in  number  in  that  carthke  carriage  of  theirs,  and 
did  not  travel  rapidly.  We  reached  home  two 
hours  earlier. 

August  1st. — Aunt  Solberg  put  aside  her 
bilberry  drying  on  Friday  afternoon  to  accom- 
pany Xante  Fredrika,  Sofie,  Selma,  Maria 
Reder,  and  me,  to  call  on  some  of  the  old 
Bremer  dependents.  Our  first  visit  was  to  the 
cottage  of  Jan  Jansson,  a  little  wooden  cabin 
in  a  sheltered  nook  of  the  estate,  surrounded 
by  promising  little  potato  and  bean-plots,  and 
with  a  small  crop  of  corn,  now  beginning  to 
whiten  for  harvest. 
•  ''  There  is  Jan !  "  exclaimed  Selma,  draw- 
ing our  attention  to  a  tall  man  standing  near 
the  house,  but  who  in  his  extreme  shyness 
seemed  transformed  into  a  grey  rock  or  a  birch 
tree  before  we  could  reach  him,  whilst  as  sud- 
denly a  little  old  woman  in  a  green  dress,  and 
the  whitest  of  homespun  chemise  sleeves,  and 
white  muslin  head-kerchief,  seemed  to  rise  out 
of  the  ground  like  a  little  fairy.  This  waS; 
Jan  Jansson 's  wife.  Mother  Margret. 

*^  Mercy  on  us  !     Mamsell  Fredrika  and  the 
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Irsta  gentlefolks  come  to  honour  our  poor 
jottage  !  Step  in  !  step  in  ! "  and  she  unlocked 
he  door  with  a  key  which  she  produced  from 
)eliind  an  outside  rafter. 

We  passed  through  the  prettiest  and  neatest 
)f  little  kitchens  with  its  copper  and  pewter 
'■essels  burnished  as  bright  as  hands  could 
nake  them,  into  the  inner  or  bedroom,  which 
s  the  state  apartment  of  a  Swedish  cottage  ; 
his  room  had  three  windows,  looking  each 
t  different  way,  and  adorned  with  snow- 
\^hite  muslin  curtains.  There  were  not,  how- 
ever, chau's  enough  for  us  all,  which  greatly 
roubling  Mother  Margret,  she  fetched  in  a 
)ench,  which  she  covered  with  a  sheet  of  liome- 
ipun  linen,  giving  vent  the  while  to  joyful 
ixpressions  of  amazement. 

^*  My  Jan  was  Herr  Brukspatron  Bremer's 
breman,  and  had  this  cottage  given  to  him  for 
lis  lifetime  ;  but  it  was  good,  blessed  Mamsell 
i^redrika,  sitting  there,  who  had  it  secured  to 
ue,  in  case  my  poor  Jan  died  first.  Mamsell 
^redrika  does  not  know  the  sorix)w  that  struck 
IS  last  summer ;  our  second  son  was  working 
nth.  his  father  on  the  estate  quite  well  as 
isual,  when  he  suddenly  fell  down  dead  and  his 
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whole  heart  poured  out  on  the  ground.  I  was 
^sure  Mamsell  Fredrika  had  not  heard  of  that 
sorrow.  But  my  old  man  and  me  try  to  be  sub- 
missive ;  we  work  very  hard  ;  we  sow,  and 
plant,  and  reap,  and,  thank  the  Lord,  we  can 
always  have  our  coffee.  It  would  indeed  be  hard 
if  the  peasant  could  not  afford  himself  his 
coffee-tear.     Oh  !     To  think  of  Mamsell  and 

o 

the  gentry  from  Axsta  finding  me  so  dirty. 
I  really  must  scare  the  gentlefolks  !  " 

We  assured  her  that  everything  was  exqui- 
sitely neat,  as  indeed  it  was,  but  she  persisted 
in  the  contrary,  and  then  begged  to  slip  into  the 
kitchen  and  boil  the  gentlefolks  some  coffee. 
'^  Though  the  ladies  come  into  a  house  not  fit 
tobe  seen  they  shall  not  find  it  without  coffee," 
and  away  bustled  Mother  Margret.  We,  how- 
ever, called  her  back,  and  asked  for  water 
instead . 

''  Cold,  poverty-stricken  water!  "  exclaimed 
Mother  Margret.  "Ah!  the  gentlefolks  are 
afraid  of  my  dirty  place  !  " 

It  required  a  great  deal  of  talking  before  she 
was  reassured,  and  then  we  went  forward  to 
Mother  Anna's,  a  dairywoman  during  Tante 
Fredrika' s  time,  Mother  Margret,  who  knew  a. 
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jhort  cut  through  the  woods,  going  with  us  as 
)ur  guide,  only  **  she  blushed  for  her  dirty 
ittire,"  she  being  affected  by  a  perfect  mania 
"or  tidiness. 

After  a  walk  of  about  half-a-mile  through  a 
5r-wood,  we  came  to  a  wooden  cabin,  pleasantly 
situated  on  the  outskirts,  and  overlooking  a 
3reek  of  the  Baltic.  A  handsome  young  man 
5vas  busily  re-painting  the  place  red,  and  whilst 
Mother  Margret  went  indoors  to  announce  the 
nsitors,  which  she  said  was  necessary,  because 
Mother  Anna  was  so  melancholy,  we  watched 
the  young  painter  at  his  work,  and  learned  from 
Selma  that  he  was  the  brother  of  the  foreman 
at  Stymninge,  and  noted  for  his  wit  and  merri- 
ment at  weddings.  And,  by-the-bye,  with 
regard  to  these  red  painted  cottages,  I  must 
remark  that  the  colour  seems  to  have  originated 
in  a  natural  sense  of  the  fitness  of  things  ;  this 
red  soon  tones  down  into  a  rich  dull  red,  which 
harmonizes  as  no  other  colour  would,  with  the 
sombre  green  of  the  fir- woods  and  the  grey  of 
the  rock. 

We  waited  outside  a  long  time  ;  at  length 
Mother  Margret  made  her  appearance,  leading 
by  the  arm  from  the  cottage,  a  stout  woman  of 
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about  fifty,  who  had  evidently  been  hurriedly 
thrust  into  her  Sunday  jacket.  She  looked  at 
us  with  a  sort  of  apathetic  melancholy,  whilst 
her  friend  exclaimed,  energetically, 

'*  Mother  Anna  is  very  glad  to  see  Mamsell 
Fredrika  and  all  the  gentry,  the  good  gentry 

o 

from  Arsta  I  Think,  mother,"  said  she,  turn- 
ing to  the  moody  woman,  '*  think  of  Mamsell 
Fredrika  dropping  down  upon  us,  and  finding 
me  not  fit  to  be  seen  ! — yet  she  is  so  good  and 
indulgent  that  she  lets  me  show  the  way  to 
Mother  Anna,  who  is  fretting  so  sadly  after 
mother's  old  man,  who  was  took  in  the  winter." 

Then,  in  a  measured  tone,  as  if  to  keep  her- 
self  from    weeping,  Mother  Anna   assented ; 
spoke  of  her  husband's  death,  and  concluded 
with,  **  It's  more  melancholy  than  anybody  can ' 
tell." 

Tante  Fredrika  spoke  comfortingly,  and  re- 
commended that  she  should  have  some  one  to 
live  with  her.  The  hopeless  widow  listened 
mutely,  and  even  to  the  last  had  not  the  heart 
to  ask  us  within  doors. 

Our  next  visit  was  much  more  cheerful.  It 
was  to  a  small  cottage  lying  below.  The  hus- 
band, assisted  by  a  sturdy  labourer,  was  mow- 
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.ng  hay  in  a  long  meadow  shelving  down  to  the 
jalm,  blue  waters,  which  were  hemmed  in  ])y 
listant  wooded  islands  and  promontories.  His 
landsome  young  wife,  who  was  cutting  green 
odder  for  her  two  calves,  with  her  pretty  little 
jirl  of  ^ve  playing  by  her  side,  came  forward 
0  meet  us  with  a  ^greeting  so  cordial  as  to 
nake  that  of  poor,  doleful  Mother  Anna  still 
Qore  dismal. 

As  we  retraced  our  steps,  old  Mother  Mar- 
jret  and  I  walked  side  by  side,  she  telling  me 
)f  a  number  of  English  ships,  which  some 
rears  ago,  when  there  was  war  with  Eussia, 
vere  anchored  in  a  neighbouring  creek.  The 
iountry  people  supplied  the  crews  with  butter 
Lud  milk,  or  whatever  else  they  needed  from 
hem.  They  stayed  some  weeks  and  were  good 
)eople,  she  said,  paying  very  handsomely  for 
iverything  they  had,  but  unfortunately  the 
Qoney  was  not  of  any  use  till  they  had  sent 
b  to  Stockliolm  and  had  it  changed. 

August  6th. — This  was  the  day  on  which  it  was 
originally  intended  that  we  should  remove  to 
^olmorden  Quarry.  But  after  much  delibera- 
ion.  Miss  Bremer  thinks  it  best  for  us  to  re- 
iiain  here  as  long  as  she  continues  this  year  in 
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the  country,  and  defer  her  visit  to  her  kind 
friends  at  Kolmorden  till  next  summer. 

There  will  now  be  no  break  in  the  pleasant 
occupations  which  fill  each  day  ;  Tante  Fred- 
rika  will  continue  her  reading  and  writing  as 
usual.  The  swimming-lessons  in  the  warm, 
rippling  waters  will  go  on  f  the  long  mornings 
may  still  be  spent  in  the  aromatic  fir- woods 
amongst  grey  rocks  and  bilberries,  where  no 
sound  disturbs  Maria  Keder's  reading  of  '*  Shir- 
ley," save  the  cry  of  the  solitary  woodpecker. 
The  English  school  in  Mrs.  Bremer's  honey- 
suckle bower  will  now  be  uninterrupted.     Bu| 

o 

whether  we  are  here  or  not,  Arsta  is  a  sort  oi 
academy ;  French  lessons,  music  lessons,  bo- 
tanic lessons,  classes  of  reading  necessary 
before  the  return  to  Upsala,  or  the  gymnasiums 
are  carried  forward  indefatigably ;  nor  mus1 
Ulla's  and  Anna  Lisa's  school  for  the  black- 
smith's children  be  forgotten.  Nevertheless 
there  is  plenty  of  time  to  run  wild,  and  plent;) 
of  delightful  interruptions  ;  rural  vehicles  ma] 
be  seen  driving  across  the  great  meadow,  or  i 
group  of  dark  figures  in  white  caps  directing 
their  steps  towards  the  house.  Then  the  newi 
of  guests  having  arrived  joyfully  flies  througlj 
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arJen  and  wood.  All  the  various  scattered 
lembers  of  the  great  Arsta  household  congre- 
ate  to  receive  them,  and  a  general  bowing  ana 
irtseying  and  welcoming  ensues.  In  all  this 
is  agreeable  to  know  that  we  shall  still  take 
art.  Thus,  one  July  evening,  when  Tante 
redrika  and  I  were  returning  from  a  stroll, 
unt  Solberg  came  down  the  English  park  to 
leet  us,  requesting  us  to  join  a  large  social 
ithering  which  had  just  taken  place  in-doors, 
om  the  unexpected  arrival  of  a  number  of 
sitors  from  the  next  and  far  distant  parish  of 
esterhanninge. 

In,  therefore,  we  went  to  tea,  or  rather  to 
ipper,  and  a  very  large  company  was  indeed 
isembled.  And  here  I  may  remark  that  there 
no  objection  for  even  a  very  numerous  p^rty 
present  themselves  unexpectedly  at  these 
)spitable,    abundantly    provisioned    Swedish 

o 

•untry  houses.  Here,  for  instance,  at  Arsta, 
ere  is  plenty  of  fish  in  the  near-lying  waters  ; 
e  great  garden  is  full  of  fruits  and  vegetables  ; 
ilk  and  cream  overflow  in  the  dairy;  pickles, 
eserves,  and  potted  meats  wait  ready  for 
mand  in  the  great  store-rooms,  and  the  wel- 
me  is  always  cordial. 

t 
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In  one  of  the  visitors  we  recognised  a  fami- 
liar  face,   that  of   an    interesting  young  lady 
whom  Tante  Fredrika  and  I  had  met  accom- 
panied by  her  two  little  girls  Ida  and  Eva,  one 
bright  yet  winterly  day,  when  we  had  sledged 
to  Haga  to  see  the  woods  there  in  their  wintei 
glory,  and   afterwards   to   Solna   to   ascertair 
whether  Sandqvist  had  done  his  duty  by   th( 
grave  of  **  Hedda  the  Good."     In  the   quaim 
old   church   of   Solna  we  had   met    this  lad] 
and  her  children,  she  in  deep  mourning,  for  sh< 
too  was  come  to  look  after  a  grave,  that  of  he: 
father,  Carl  Johan  Plagemann,  a  well-knowi 
and  most  philanthropic  chemist,  who  had,  las 
January,  peacefully  passed  away  in  his  eighty 
fifth  year.     He  had  spent  his  life  in  making  hi 
practical  and  scientific  knowledge  beneficial  t 
his  countrymen.     He  taught  the  poor,  strug 
gling  inhabitants  of  the  sterile  north  of  Sw€ 
den   to   prepare  turpentine,   potash,  and  sail 
petre,  and  thus  opened  to  them  a  new  source  ( 
profit.     He  established  the  fi^rst  Swedish  mam 
factory  of  gelatine  made  from   reindeer  hon 
He  was  gifted  by  a  quick  perception  of  the  ui 
applied  resources  of  a  district,  and  then  ga'' 
his  knowledge  fully  to  the  community  at  largi 
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iiving  for  many  years  in  the  north  of  Sweden, 
e  apphed  himself  to  the  improvement  of  hor- 
cultm'e.  He  also  introduced  the  elm  and 
laple  where  it  had  never  grown  hefore  ;  whilst 
xquisite  flowers  from  his  garden  adorned  the 
all  at  Umea  when  King  Oscar  visited  the  nor- 
lern  portion  of  his  dominions. 

After  supper  came  music  and  the  singing  of 
sveet  Swedish  folks- songs,  til]  the  Yester- 
anninge  party  felt  it  time  to  depart.  Eveiy- 
ne  congregated  on  the  steps  to  speed  them 
)rth,  their  last  words  being — 
**  Mind,  don't  forget  us.  Come  soon,  every- 
ne,  to  Yesterhanninge  !  " 

August  11th. — It  is  now  rainy  and  cheerless, 
0  much  so  that  Aunt  Solberg  appeared  in  the 
reat  saloon  yesterday  afternoon  with  a  coffee- 
ray,  saying  that  her  husband  considered  it 
'  coffee  w^eather  "  for  the  ladies  upstairs. 

This  is  a  wonderful  house  for  coffee-drinking. 
Joffee  is  an  item  which  has  no  place  amongst 
he  household  expenses.  None  are  stinted  in 
offee,  nor  does  any  one  trouble  himself  as  to 
diat  it  costs. 

*^  I  like  every  one  wdio  comes  to  have  a 
offee-tear,"  says  hospitable  Aunt  Solberg 

t  2 
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should  be  quite  concerned  if  Thora  Mader,  wher 
she  comes  for  her  music  lesson,  had  not  alsc 
her  coffee." 

Miss  Bremer  always  enjoys  the  companion 
ship  of  Aunt  Solberg.  They  talk  together  ai 
only  northern  ladies  can,  about  spinning  an( 
weaving ;  about  the  rose-pattern  and  the  great 
rose-pattern,  and  the  traveller's -pattern,  and  s< 
forth.  They  speak  of  the  different  number  c 
threads  in  weaving,  and  show  an  intimate  know 
ledge  of  these  things  which  to  me  is  marvellous 

Yesterday  afternoon,  we  conversed  on  an 
other  favourite  topic  of  Aunt  Solberg' s,  that  q 
gardening.  She  told  us  of  the  desire  she  hai 
to  obtain  a  tall  white  lily.  Once  she  possesse* 
such  a  bulb  which  flowered  in  the  open  air,  an 
was  so  surpassingly  beautiful  that  the  famil 
made  daily  pilgrimages  to  admire  it. 

Tante  Fredrika  undertook  to  procure  her  an 
other,  if  possible  ;  and  I  felt  conscience- stricke: 
to  think,  though  I  had  always  admired  thes 
flowers  in  England,  how  little  I  had  understoo 
the  pleasure  they  were  capable  of  calling  fortl 

August  12th, — Spite  of  stormy  showers,  ti 
Parsonage  baggage-waggon  rumbled  up  yeste: 
day  afternoon  and  discharged  its  closely-packt 
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ntents  at  the  wooden  steps  of  Her  Grace's 
imicile.  The  gathering  on  this  occasion  was 
honour  of  the  eldest  son  and  his  two  cousins 
10,  to  the  general  regret,  were  to  leave  for 
psala  on  the  morrow ;  the  first  breaking-up 

o 

^nal  of  the  happy  Arsta  party. 
The  eldest  daughter  of  the  Parsonage,  Lallie, 
I  we  have  learned  to  call  her,  had  arrived 
,rly  in  the  day  to  join  the  English  school  as 
lual,  and  had  remained  a  welcome  guest  till 
e  afternoon. 

Showers  came  on,  which,  however,  did  not 
•event  Swedish  games  from  being  played  in 
.e  intervals  in  the  great  gravelled  court.  A 
)rgeous  rainbow  spanned  for  some  little  time 
lC  verdant  kitchen-garden,  then  down  came 
le  rain,  driving  the  young  life  into  the  hospi- 
ble  wooden  wing,  where  its  elders  sat  con- 
jrsing  in  the  parlour  amongst  roses  and  tall 
hite  petunias. 

Tea  over,  at  which  gigantic  bowls  of  wild 
ra wherries  and  raspberries,  with  other  boun- 
ous  fare,  were  richly  enjoyed,  music  followed, 
id,  amongst  other  songs,  the  sweet  and 
ithetic  negro  melody  of  *'  Mary  Blane  "  was 
mg  well   and  clearly  by  four  young  singers, 
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not  one  of  whom  was  acquainted  with  Enghsh, 
but  who  had  learned  it  to  give  pleasure  tc 
Tante  Fredrika,  it  being  a  great  favourite 
with  her. 

To  give  pleasure  to  others,  above  all  to  kind, 
genial-hearted  Mamsell  Bremer,  is  the  ruling 
spirit  here.  Thus,  on  Wednesday  night,  Knut 
learning  that  she  wished  some  commissioi 
executed  in  Stockholm,  asked  permission  t( 
travel  with  the  milk-pails  to  transact  it.  Th( 
weather  was  very  threatening,  but  Knut  wai 
not  to  be  deterred  by  weather,  or  any  sucl 
trifling  consideration,  when  the  question  con 
cerned  Mamsell  Bremer ;  it  mattered  not  tha 
she  herself  begged  him  to  postpone  the  journey 
the  devoted  boy  would  hear  of  no  delay 
Going,  therefore,  early  to  bed,  he  was  up  b; 
one  o'clock  in  the  morning,  and  off  with  th 
messenger  and  the  milk-cans ;  duly  returnini 
in  the  evening,  Mamsell  Bremer's  busines 
thoroughly  executed,  but  himself  very  sleepy. 

o 

The  tallest  of  the  tall  daughters  of  Arsta 
Mamsell  Emma,  has  now  arrived,^  and  prove 
a  welcome  addition  to  the  large  family  circle. 


I 


CHAPTER  XIV. 

MISS  BREMKR'S  BIRTHDAY. 

0 

August  18th. — Lallie  came  over  to  Arsta 
ne  day  last  week  and  communicated  privately 
[le  important  fact,  that  her  father  having 
ccasion  to  look  through  the  old  parish-register 
[ad  discovered  that  the  seventeenth  of  this  very 
aonth  was  Mamsell  Bremer's  birthday.  The 
*arsonage  family,  therefore,  being  desirous 
liat  a    suitable  celebration  should  take  place, 

o 

Qvited  the  Arsta  people  to  co-operate. 

This  was  delightful  beyond  measure.  Every- 
)ody  was  pleased,  and  endless  cabinet-councils 
insued.  The  desire  was  that  the  day  should 
)e  celebrated  in  such  a  manner  as  might  best 
,ccord  with  Miss  Bremer's  wishes,  though  she 
lerself  had  never  breathed  a  syllable  on  the 
iubject.  At  length  all  was  satisfactorily 
irranged;    even    the    ardent   young    Yalborg 
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Lager  was  satisfied,  although  her  desire  was 
that  the  celehration  should  be  something  "in- 
conceivably and  beautifully  appropriate,  some- 
thing exquisitely  comme  il  fautJ'    . 

The  result  of  our  deliberations  will  be  given 
in  due  course,  but,  in  the  meantime,  I  must 
speak  of  one  or  two  events  which  preceded  the 
little /<^i^. 

The  17th  fell  on  Wednesday.  On  Monday, 
Tante  Fredrika  said  to  Aunt  Solberg  as  we  sat 
taking  coffee  with  her  and  Sofie,  **I  intend 
to  give  a  pic-nic  to-morrow,  and  accordingly 
shall  invite  the  kind  Keders  to  accompany  your 
family,  Margret,  and  myself  for  the  whole  day 
Lo  Yittsa.  It  will  give  me  pleasure  again  to 
see  Madam  Lundgren,  the  miller's  wife,  whose 
good  daughter  Tilda  helps  my  servant  when  I 
have  company  in  Stockholm.  There  will  be 
no  lack  of  provisions  at  Vittsa,  and  Madam 
Lundgren  will  need  no  notice  beforehand." 

'^  An  excellent  plan,"  returned  Aunt  Solberg, 
"nothing  can   be  pleasanter. -    Of  course  w 
shall  all  be  delighted  to  go." 

"  What  has  dear  mother  done  !  "  exclaimed 
Sofie,  as  soon  as  we  were  alone  with  good 
Mrs.  Solberg.     "How  in  the  world  are  we  to 
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^0  to  Vittsa,  with  all  our  preparations  for  Wecl- 
lesday  yet  incomplete,  and  everything  to  be 
lone  secretly,  that  Tante  Bremer  may  know 
10 thing  ! " 

^*  And  I  imagined  that  I  was  doing  you  the 
greatest  kindness  in  the  world  ! ' '  returned  dear, 
)ewildered  Aunt  Solberg.  '*  Did  you  not  want 
0  see  Madam  Lundgren  ?  I  thought  you 
!Ould  thus  kill  two  flies  at  once.  But  if  you 
lad  rather,  I  will  contrive  something  for  to- 
Qorrow.  We  will  begin  a  great  wash,  and 
hen  somebody  must  stay." 

o  , 

On  the  large  map  of  Arsta  which  hangs  in 
he  upper  dining-room,  the  mill  at  Yittsa  is  the 
ast  spot  marked  on  the  estate  in  one  direction, 
Lud  lying  at  the  distance  of  some  miles  from 
he  house ;  consequently  the  idea  of  Aunt  Sol- 
)erg  was  not  a  bad  one,  for  as  we  had  some 
)usiness  to  transact  with  the  miller's  wife  this 
vas  the  opportunity  for  it.  Again,  a  little 
labinet- council  was  called,  and,  finally,  ways 
md  means  were  devised  for  effecting  every  need- 
ul  preparation  without  interfering  with  Tanto 
?redrika's  kind  plan. 

On  the  following  morning  the  weather  was 
jloomy  and  somewhat  threatening,  yet  the  long 
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ladder-waggon,  drawn  by  two  sturdy  oxen,  anc 
driven  by  Sven  and  Knut  came  round  to  the 
front  door  at  ten,  every  one  now  anxious  to  go, 
especially  as  Tante  Fredrika  had  obligingly 
said,  if  any  of  us  were  alarmed  at  the  thought 
of  showers,  the  little  excursion  should  be 
deferred  to  the  following  day.  But  no  one 
would  listen  to  this  idea,  and  then  she,  always 
the  most  active  and,  as  it  were,  juvenile  of  the 
party,  set  off  to  walk  the  whole  way,  accom- 
panied by  Her  Grace  and  Sofie,  who  is  devoted 
in  her  attention  to  and  care  of  their  guest. 

Every  one  else,  with  the  exception  of  the 
Herr  Patron,  who  felt  compelled  to  remain 
amongst  his  rye  crops,  mounted  into  the  great 
roomy  chariot,  and  were  arranged  on  two  long 
rows,  on  comfortable  piles  of  hay.  Very  slowly 
did  the  oxen  draw  us  over  the  plain  to 
Stymninge,  and  then  through  woods  and  dales, 
and  over  rocky  hills,  creeping  along  at  their 
own  contemplative  pace.  But  it  mattered  not 
to  the  merry  company.  The  dreamy  oxen 
might  take  an  hour  and  a-half  or  two  hours  to 
the  journey  if  they  chose ;  the  drivers,  there- 
fore, joined  in  the  propounding  of  riddles,  and 
foreswore  the  use  of  the  whip. 
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' '  When   is    it    dangerous    to   walk   in    an 
lorchard,  Tlierese  ?"  asks  Ulla. 
I     **  Dearest  Ulla,  ask  somebody  else,  for  I  am 
trying   to    comprehend  the  English  difference 
between  you  shall  and  you  icilL'' 

**  When  the  trees  are  shooting  !  "  exclaim 
two  or  three  volunteers  in  one  voice. 

*' How  was  it,"  asks  Aunt  Solberg,   **  that 

o 

there  grew  an  apple-tree  at  Arsta,  in  Mamsell 
Bremer's  time,  w^hicli  bore  aj)ples  one  year,  and 
the  next  fruit,  but  not  apples  ?  Let  some  of 
the  botanists  explain  this." 

^'The  tree  w^as  grafted  and  bore  pears," 
suggests  some  one,  ^'or  plums,"  suggests 
another.     The  generality  think  it  is  a  hoax. 

'^Hoax,  no  indeed  !"  returns  Aunt  Solberg. 
^^  The  first  year  it  bore  a  large  crop,  and  the 
next  year  it  bore  but  one  single  apple,  so 
Mamsell  Bremer  is  perfectly  right  in  saying  it 
bore  fruit  but  no  apples." 

"Who  was  the  first  tailor  in  Sweden?" 
inquires  Sven, 

"I,  to  be  sure!"  exclaims  Knut,  ''and  left 
my  name  at  the  end  of  every  thread." 

''Then  you  must  be  cousin  to  the  first  tailor  in 
England,"  say  I,  "who  left  his  name  as  Knot," 
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^^Now,"  says  another  member  of  the  party, 
^*  who  can  solve  me  this  difficulty  ?     Widower 

A.  and  widower  B.  dwelt  near  each  other. 
Widower  A.  had  a  daughter,  C,  and  widower 

B.  had  a  daughter,  D.  Now  widower  B. 
wooed  C.  and  married  her,  and  widower  A. 
wooed  D.  and  married  her.  A.  and  D.  were 
one  couple,  and  B.  and  C.  another.  A.  and  D. 
had  afterwards  a  son  called  E.,  and  B.  and  C. 
a  daughter  called  F.  Now,  I  demand,  how 
nearly  were  E.  and  F.  related,  and  could  they 
marry?" 

**  Marry,  forsooth,  not  they  ! " 

'^Oh,  we  shall  be  drowned!"  exclaims  a 
terrified  voice ;  for  now  the  oxen,  suddenly 
waking  up,  dash  down  a  steep  descent,  and 
turning  a  corner,  carry  us,  before  we  have  the 
least  suspicion  of  danger,  slash,  dash !  into 
the  Baltic ! 

On  the  shore  stand  our  three  energetic 
walkers,  who,  wondering  at  our  tardiness,  are 
here  waiting  for  us,  and  now  hold  up  their  hands 
in  despair. 

^' Keep  Mamsell  Bremer  back,  Sofie!" 
shouted  Syen,  seeing  dear  Tante  Fredrika 
about  to  rush  into  the  water  after  us.      ^'  Mar- 
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gret's  safe,  Mamsell  Bremer  need  not  be 
afraid !" 

**  I  am  responsible  for  Min  lilla  Margret," 
said  the  dear,  kind  soul,  and  at  everybody's 
assurance  that  I  was  safe,  she  desisted  in  her 
bold  endeavour. 

''  Oh,  the  pint  bottle  of  cream,  and  the  milk- 
buns,  which  I  hid  in  the  hay  for  a  surprise  ! " 
cries,  in  the  meantime,  the  good,  thoughtful 
Selma. 

*'  Pull  up  the  oxen,  Knut,  before  we  are 
soaked  to  the  skin ! "  cries  Aunt  Solberg  at  the 
same  time. 

'*  All  right,  mother  !  you're  all  safe  !  "  and 
so  saying,  Knut  and  Sven  manage  to  land  us 
again  in  safety  and  unwetted,  though  with 
grave  faces. 

**It  was  not  that  we  were  so  troubled  for 
you,"  said  the  lads,  ^*  but  for  the  oxen ;  we 
were  afraid  they  might  be  like  that  glut- 
tonous old  ox  of  ours,  which,  after  eating  a 
whole  barrel  of  salted  sprats,  rushed  into  the 
water,  and  drank  till  it  burst!  Wliat  is  the 
reason  that  oxen  have  such  a  hankering  after 
salt?" 

We  gladly  leapt  on  shore  from  the  waggon ; 
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cream  and  bun-loaves,  wrapped  in  their  white 
cloth,  were  handed  out  perfectly  safe,  and  away 
we  all  walked  to  Vittsa  mill,  which  lay  close  at 
hand  in  an  adjoining  valley. 

Vittsa  Dale,  beautifully  fertile,  consisting  of 
meadow-land  and  mill-stream,  is  hemmed  in  by 
woods  and  crags,  excepting  where  it  opens  to 
the  Baltic.  In  the  centre  stands  the  miller's 
wooden  house.  We  were  most  heartily  wel- 
comed by  Madam  Lundgren,  who  promised  to 
have  a  substantial  dinner  ready  for  us  by  half- 
past  one. 

It  was  now  noon,  and  the  interim  was  spent 
by  the  youths  in  going  to  bathe.  Tante  Fred- ' 
rika  and  Aunt  Solberg  seated  themselves  to  rest 
in  a  paddock  near  the  shore,  and  the  remainder 
of  the  party  scrambled  to  a  lofty,  rocky  cliff, 
where  we  hoped  might  be  obtained  a  view ; 
of  the  open  sea.  The  summit  reached,  and 
the  usual  panoramic  view,  but  on  a  larger  scale, 
lay  stretched  before  our  admiring  gaze — a 
mighty  expanse  of  waters,  blending  with  the 
horizon,  and  scattered  over  with  islands, 
resembling  emeralds  set  in  dull  silver.  Whilst 
some  rested,  others  boldly  clambered  in  search 
of  the  abundant  wild  raspberries,  or  the  first 
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ipe  red  liiigonberries,  which  were  discovered  in 
^arm,  rocky  nooks,  and  with  which  they 
Bgaled  their  indolent  companions. 

The  dinner,  consisting  of  fried  ham,  dishes 
f  magnificent  steaming  hot  new  potatoes, 
iles  of  fresh  laid  eggs  and  delicious  home-made 
read,  was  declared  by  every  one,  and,  for  the 
ime,  believed  to  be,  the  very  best  dinner  they 
lad  ever  eaten. 

In  the  afternoon,  we  wandered  to  the  next 

o 

state  to  see  in  what  it  differed  from  Arsta. 
)ur  road  lay  through  woods  ;  old ,  melancholy, 
^rey-bearded  woods,  even  more  so  than  the 
[enerality.  Grey  lichens,  spongy,  rose-coloured 
.nd  vivid  green  mosses,  tall  old  haggard  trees, 
Qany  torn  up  by  the  roots  from  the  scanty  soil, 
ay  about  like  strange  fossilized  monsters  of  the 
lays  before  the  flood  ;  nay,  the  very  anchorage 
vhich  the  pine  and  fir-tree  had  sought  in  the 
iven  rock  itself,  had  given  way  before  the  tem- 
pests of  this  sea-beaten  northern  coast.  Dark 
^reen  and  grey  are  here  the  predominating 
colours,  excepting  where  the  tall  willow-herb, 
the  Swedish  torch-plant,  throws  its  dashes  of 
svarm  pink  over  the  rocks. 
Yet  in  the  outskirts  of  the  wood  we  found 
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another  flower,  a  little  Imman  blossom,  v/hich 
would  have  delighted  the  heart  of  Wordsworth. 
It  was  a  tiny  girl  of  four,  in  a  quaint  little 
brown  gown,  and  a  stuff  cap,  tied  under  the 
chin,  playing  by  herself  with  fir-cones,  just  by 
a  weather-beaten  wooden  cottage. 

''What  hast  thou  there?"  inquired  Aunt 
Solberg,  pointing  to  a  few  green  cones. 

''  Lambs,"  said  the  little  child,  quite  con- 
fidingly;  ''and  these  are  cows;"  said  she, 
stroking  some  brown  ones. 

"  And  what  art  thou  called  ?'* 

"  God's  child,"  was  the  reply. 

"  But  hast  thou  not  another  name  ?"  , 

"  No  ;  mamma  calls  me  God's  child."  ' 

•     "  Well,  what  is  thy  mamma  called  ?" 
'   "  Why,  she  is  called  mamma." 

"  Thy  papa,  then?" 

"  Why,  he  is  called  papa." 

(Poor  children  in  Sweden  call  their  parents] 
papa  and  mamma). 

We  left  the  little  child  of  God  playing  with 
her  small  flocks  and  herds,  secretly  wishing 
that  we  possessed  somewhat  of  her  confiding 
innocence.  ' 

Fragrant  coffee  awaited  our  return  at  five  to 
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adam  Lundgren's,  to  which  Selma's  excellent 
ms  made  a  welcome  addition ;  and  after  we 
id  arranged  our  private  little  business  with 
e   good   miller's    wife   in   her   kitchen,    the 

o 

trty  again  set  off,  and  arrived  at  Ai'sta  without 
ly  misadventure. 

The  weather  had  been  gracious  to  Tante 
redrika  as  usual,  but  seemed  unpromising  for 
3  on  the  morrow.  In  the  night  the  rain  came 
)wn  without  mercy,  whilst  a  hurricane  of  wind 
.ged  and  howled  round  the  house,  breaking 
''en  some  of  the  windows  in  the  tall  roof. 

At  breakfast,  Tante  Fredrika  said  to  Aunt 
olberg  and  myself : — 

*^  Yesterday  was  my  birthday,  and  I  knew  no- 
ay  of  celebrating  it  better  than  in  giving  a 
ttle  pleasure  to  others." 

We  thanked  her,  and  returned  her  every 
ood  wish  from  our  inmost  hearts,  but  the  time 
as  not  yet  come  for  us  to  correct  the  long- 
stablished  error  of  her  birthday. 

Breakfast  over,   she  went  as  usual  to  her 
riting  and  reading,   to  that  quietness  which 
tie  enjoys  so  much,  and  we  formed  ourselve* 
ito  a  select  committee,  so  that  by  eleven  we 
^ere  ready  for  operations.      Fortunately,  the 

u 
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weather  had  now  cleared  up,  and  everything  waj 
arranged  to  general  satisfaction,  excepting  [ 
large  transparency,  with  the  words  Fredrik^! 
Bremer  in  the  centre,  as  a  sun,  and  the  titlei 
of  all  her  various  works  streaming  from  it  a{ 
rays  ;  this  only  proved  impracticable. 

The  dinner  was  spread  on  a  fine  damasl 
cloth,  looped  up  at  the  corners  and  sides  witt 
bouquets  of  flowers,  whilst  a  splendid  pyramid  o: 
flowers,  the  work  of  Sofie,  decorated  the  centra 
of  the  table.  An  arm-chair,  covered  with  anothei 
finely-woven  table-cloth,  and  adorned  with 
flowers,  was  placed  for  the  object  of  all  these  lov- 
ing operations ;  and  when  Miss  Bremer  came  in 
to  dinner  she  was  told  of  the  discovery  which  Pas- 
tor Lager  had  made,  and  the  desire  of  every  one 
to  honour  the  day  with  those  floral  decorations 
customary  in  this  country  for  birth  and  name-day  s. 

Tante  Fredrika  was  greatly  surprised,  and 
evidently  much  pleased,  but  still  had  no  idea  of 
what  was  yet  to  follow. 

At  about  four  Therese,  Maria,  Lallie,  and 
I  were  commissioned  to  escort  her  to  the  upper 
dining-room. 

^'  Will  dear  Tante,"  we  said,  entering  her, 
apartment,  ^'  be  so  kind  as  to  accompany  us  t( 
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are 


he    clining-room,    where    some     friondj 
iesirous  of  offering  congratulations  ?" 

We  conducted  her  from  her  own  door  to 
hat  of  the  dining-room  over  roses,  the  most 
eautiful  which  the  garden  produced,  and  which, 
eing  gathered  by  Aunt  Solberg,  had  been 
rranged  in  an  elegant  symmetrical  pattern 
y  Ulla  and  the  Reders'  clever  servant,  they 
working  with  all  speed,  yet  with  fear  and 
rembling,  lest  Tante  Fredrika  should  step  forth 
nd  discover  them  at  work. 

The  rose  adorned  passage  crossed,  Tante 
'redrika  entered  the  large  dining-room,  where  a 
eautiful  scene  presented  itself.  All  the  aged 
3rvants  and  pensioners  who  remained  on  the 
state  from  the  Bremer  days,  twenty-four  in 
umber,  were  there  to  offer  her  their  good  wishes, 
'he  Herr  Patron,  the  young  book-keeper,  Sven 
nd  Knut,  Aunt  Solberg  and  her  daughters,  all 
le  Reder  family,  Lallie  and  Valborg  from  the 
*arsonage,  and  myself,  completed  the  party. 

The  old  peasant  women  sat  in  a  long  row  on 
le  right-hand  side  of  the  room,  the  husbands 
ad  the  men-folk  standing  opposite ;  the  men 
Qd  women  no  more  thinking  of  mixing  than  if 
ley  had  been  in  a  church. 

ic  2 
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Miss  Bremer  went  the  round  of  the  company 
shaking  hands  with  all,  and  speaking  with  then 
of  the  past  and  the  present.  She  joyfully  recog. 
nised  Madam  Lundgren  and  the  miller,  hei 
husband,  saying  how  little  she  expected  the  day 
before  to  have  met  them  so  soon  again. 

Let  me  now  speak  more  in  detail  of  some  of 
these  guests  whom  we  had  been  so  busily  collec- 
ting, and  every  one  of  whom  had  so  faithfully 
kept  their  promise  of  not  saying  a  word  to 
Mamsell  Bremer,  if  they  should  chance  to  meet 
with  her. 

The  Eeders  undertook  to  invite  Madam, 
Lindbom,  the  merry  wife  of  Alvasta,  who  lived 
directly  beyond  Stymninge,  and  was  well  known 
to  them  from  her  excellent  eggs.  There  she 
sat  laughing  and  smiling,  and  laughing  again 
the  most  important  guest  of  all,  because  sh( 
was  the  wife  of  a  honde. 

Alvasta  has  more  outbuildings  than  mos' 
homesteads,  and  is  noted  for  its  rich  cream; 
cheeses,  and  its  fat,  merry  mistress.  We  wen 
once  to  see  her,  when  she  laughed,  and  every ^ 
body  laughed,  though  why  we  hardly  knew 
Beaming  with  pure  merriment,  she  slipped  he 
Sunday  gown  on  over  her  every-day  dress,  an( 
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ihen  bustled  backwards  and  forwards  between 
ler  guests  in  the  inner  room  and  her  two  hand- 
{ome  daughters  in  the  kitchen,  who  were  pre- 
paring the  coffee. 

Carl  Adolfsson,  poor  old  fellow!  stood  quietly 
smiling  amongst  the  men.  He  met  on  this 
occasion  his  old  love  of  former  years,  now 
married  to  another.  He  has  always  himself 
remained  single,  but  has  had  two  housekeepers, 
each  called  respectively  Brita.  Mother  Brita, 
his  present  housekeeper,  sat  amongst  the 
women-folk,  a  shadowy,  ash-coloured  old  wo- 
man, who  flits  about  in  the  gigantic  lofts  of  the 
great  house,  drying  elder-flowers  and  herbs,  and 
busied  in  all  sorts  of  nondescript  business.  Carl 
Adolfsson  is  now  becoming  feeble,  and  a  younger 
coachman,  Magnus,  generally  takes  his  place. 
But  when  Xante  Fredrika  drives  out,  nothing 
would  induce  the  old  man  to  resign  the  reins 
to  another.  On  one  such  occasion  I  asked 
permission  to  sit  beside  him  on  the  box.  For 
an  hour  he  was  very  silent,  but,  gradually 
becoming  communicative,  told  me  that  in  his 
early  days  he  had  once  heard  Professor  Bergfalk 
preach  in  Arsta  chtirch ;  ' '  he  spoke  so  beautiful, 
he  said,  *'  that  never  did  he  hear  anything  Hke 
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it,  and  never  should  he  forget  it."  Afterwards, 
driving  through  a  wood  of  lofty  pine-trees,  he 
pointed  out  such  as  were  remarkable  beyond 
the  rest,  for  their  height  or  other  peculiarity 
of  growth ;  and  finally,  speaking  on  religious 
subjects,  seemed  greatly  puzzled  to  know 
how  the  disciples  had  been  able  to  recognize 
Moses  and  Elias  in  the  Transfiguration,  when 
they  could  neither  have  seen  them  alive  nor 
yet  had  their  spiritual  appearance  described. 
The  poor  old  man  is  very  devout  and  earnest  in 
his  simple  search  after  the  truth. 

Mother  Anna  too  was  amongst  the  guests, 
but  now  much  more  cheerful.  Therese,  Maria, 
and  I,  had  carried  to  her  our  invitation  on  the 
preceding  Sunday  afternoon,  when  we  not  only 
entered  her  cottage  but  were  entreated  by  her 
to  take  coffee.  To  our  satisfaction  also,  w^e< 
found  that  she  had  a  brother  residing  with 
her. 

From  Mother  Anna's  w^e  proceeded  that  same 
afternoon  to  Settergren's,  also  with  our  invi-' 
tation,  and  here  we  found  Thora,  with  her  dear 
friend  Ulla  and  Gustaf  Eeder,  drinking  coffee: 
with  Madam  Settergren.  They  sat  in  the 
inner,   or  bed-room,  being  guests  of  honour. 
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Settergren's  kitchen  serves  also  as  a  carpenter's 
iliop.  Here  were  his  tools  and  his  lathe,  whilst 
wood  lay  stored  between  the  joists  and  the  roof 
ready  to  be  converted  by  him  into  crosses 
land  grave-slabs,  as  occasion  might  require ; 
'accordingly,  an  upright  wooden  slab,  his  Satur- 
day's work,  stood  near  the  window,  on  which 
was  painted,  ^*Here  sleeps  wife  Josefma,"  etc. 
His  Sunday  afternoon's  work  was  the  reading 
of  his  beloved  newspaper,  The  Fatherland, 
He  is  a  great  politician,  and  much  edified  us 
with  his  views  on  the  Danish  and  American 
questions ;  and  furthermore,  as  to  what  would 
be  right  steps  for  his  brother  Swedes  to  take  if 
the  Kussians  should  attack  their  dear  native 
land.  Madam  Settergren,  who  has  a  profound 
sense  of  her  husband's  superior  wisdom,  leant 
the  while  against  her  loom  which  stood  by  the 
second  window,  and  listened  admiringly. 

The  invitation  here  also  was  gladly  accepted, 
and  we  hastened  away,  walking  through  the 
now  ripe  little  crops  of  rye  and  other  summer 
produce,  to  Jan  Jansson's  torp. 

Mother  Margret  went  into  ecstasies,  as  might 

^  o 

be  expected,  at  the  idea  of  going  to  Arsta  to 
celebrate  Mamsell  Fredrika's  birthday,  and  was 
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still  more  ecstatic  when  we  consented  to  drink 
each  '^  a  tear  of  coffee  "  with  her.  Never  was 
there  a  more  hospitable  soul.  She  bustled 
about  and  arranged  the  coffee-tray  beautifully, 
then  took  her  place  behind,  as  civility  prescribed, 
and  we  helped  ourselves,  not  once  only,  but 
twice,  otherwise  the  coffee  must  have  been  bad, 
she  would  have  been  sure  of  it !  She,  however, 
declined  to  join  us,  as  she  and  her  old  man  had 
already  taken  their  coffee.  ^ 

From  Jan  Jansson's,  passing  by  the  torp, 
called  Bird's  Song,  we  crossed  the  plain  to 
Stymninge,  where  my  companions  rested,  whilst 
I  went  on  to  the  grey  cluster  of  cottages  at 
Beteby,  in  quest  of  old  Pehr  Andersson  and  his 
wife,  an  aged  couple,  like  two  bits  of  shrivelled- 
up  lichen,  cotemporaries  of  Miss  Bremer's, 
whom  she  and  I  had  already  visited. 

The  old  people  were  sitting  in  their  little 
cupboard-like  dwelling,  which  was  so  small 
that  there  was  room  merely  for  me  to  put 
my  head  in,  and  thus  make  them  aware  of 
my  presence.  He  was  reading  to  her  in  the 
Swedish  hymn-book. 

The  invitation  seemed  to  give  them  pleasure. 
Oh  yes,  they  would  very  cheerfully  come  !  And 
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Ml  on  so  great  an  anxiety  took  possession  of- 
(licir  poor  old  minds  lest  I  should  lose  my  way 
home,   that  I  had    the  greatest   difficulty   to 
prevent  old  Pehr  Andersson  accompanying  me 
all  the  way  back.    They  were  two  of  the  feeblest 

o 

old  people  round  Arsta ;  nevertheless,  they  had 
managed  to  reach  the  great  house  in  safety,  and 
now  were  kindly  welcomed  by  Mamsell  Bremer 
amongst  her  other  visitors. 

firik,  the  cow-keeper,  was  the  only  invited 
guest  who  was  absent.  He  is  a  mournful  man, 
with  a  large  family,  who  when  spoken  to 
always  seems  ready  to  give  way  to  tears.  But 
where  was  he  ?  According  to  his  own  account, 
he  was  too  busy,  but  w^ould  take  his  coffee  in 
the  kitchen. 

''  It  is  not  the  time,  it  is  the  best  coat  that 
is  wanting,"  whispered  his  wife  confidentially 
to  Tante  Fredrika. 

Poor  Erik  !  But  he  did  not  fare  badly,  though 
he  advanced  no  farther  than  the  kitchen. 

Coffee  in  the  meantime  was  being  handed 
round,  together  with  an  amazing  supply  of 
fancy  bread,  rusks,  and  buns,  which  Lallie  and 
Valborg  had  driven  over  with,  the  baggage- 
waggon  being  turned  into  a  regular  bread-cart 
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for  the  occasion,  this  being  the  Parsonage 
contribution  to  the  feast,  and  enough  for 
the  whole  parish. 

Every  one  drank  '^tear"  after  *'tear,"  and 
dipped  the  dehcious  Parsonage  buns  into  the 
hot,  fragrant  coffee,  of  which  there  was  no 
stint. 

At  length.  Mother  Brita  whispered  to  her 
neighbour  that  it  was  certainly  time  to  go, 
when,  just  at  that  moment,  hot  pancakes  made 
their  appearance,  covered  with  raspberry  cream, 
a  secret  idea  of  good  Aunt  Solberg's,  which 
having  kept  to  herself,  was  a  surprise  to  every- 
body. 

^'  I  saw  the  young  ladies  gathering  flowers 
this  morning  in  the  English  Park,  but  I  did 
not  know  how  stately  they  were  going  to  make 
every  thing  ! "  said  Mother  Lovisa,  a  cheerful, 
capable  woman,  who  works  about  the  outdoor 
premises,  and  whose  son,  a  lad  of  twelve,  is 
noted  for  his  merry  singing,  whether  amongst 
the  oxen  or  in  the  fields. 

Mother  Lovisa  was  referring  to  certain  strange 
figures  in  large  white  aprons,  goloshes,  and 
without  crinolines,  who  were  filling  a  capacious 
clothes-basket  with  flowers  in  the  wet  morning. 
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;iiul  which  now  reappeared  in  the  prevaihng 
lloral  decoration,  in  the  beautiful  mosaic,  over 
which  the  company  was  led  to  the  upper 
idining-room,  the  bordering  of  green  fern- 
leaves,  purple  heather,  golden  tansy,  (called 
here  reindeer's  banner,)  white  dog-daisies,  and 
other  wild  flowers,  together  with  the  first 
rich,  autumn-tinted  leaves,  which  was  carried 
up  the  grand  double  flight  of  the  stone  stair- 
case. 

Tante  Fredrika  herself  was  astonished  by 
the  beauty  of  this  encaustic  decoration,  as  after 
the  pancake  feast  she  was  conducted  at  the 
head  of  the  large  assembly  to  the  lower  saloon, 
where  a  little  concert  took  place. 
L  The  humble  guests,  who  believed  they  came 
merely  for  coffee,  were  wonderfully  amazed  by 
the  entertainment.  They  never,  they  said,  had 
been  so  handsomely  treated  before.  Nor  was 
this  all.  Again  refreshments  were  handed 
round,  and  all  took  something  before  they 
departed. 

To  us,  the  best  of  all  was,  the  cordial  plea- 
sure that  the  whole  had  given  to  our  dear 
friend,  who  now,  also  surprised  by  the  dis- 
covery that  her  real  birthday  was  the  17th, 
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not  the  IGtli  of  August,  as  she  had  always 
supposed,  smiled  again  and  again,  to  think 
that,  at  all  events,  she  was  a  day  younger  than 
she  had  taken  herself  to  be. 


CHAPTEK  XV. 

THE  BEGINNING  OF  THE  END. 

o 

August  24th. — Arsta  has  its  baggage- 
waggon  also,  a  large  canary- coloured  van,  with 
thick  blue-painted  canvas  curtains,  to  draw  at 
pleasure ;  a  useful,  wear-and-tear  vehicle, 
which,  brought  out  for  zealous  church-goers 
on  w^et  Sundays,  was  packed,  inside  and  out, 
last  Saturday  afternoon,  for  a  great  coffee- 
drinking  at  the  Parsonage,  in  honour  of  the 
young  Baron  and  Baroness  Knesol,  w^ho  had 
returned  from  some  Swedish  baths,  to  their 
residence  at  Sanda.  Arosis,  the  young  Arsta 
book-keeper,  drove  the  baggage-waggon,  whilst 
Carl  Adolfsson  drove  the  carriage,  with  Sven 
and  Knut  also  on  the  box,  and  Miss  Bremer, 
Aunt  Solberg,  Ulla,  and  myself  inside. 

The  large  assembly  was  agreeably  increased 
by  a  confirmation-friend  of  Maria  Reder's,  and 
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some  young  guests  at  the  Parsonage  ;  the  Kom- 
minister,  his  son  and  daughter,  and  other 
neighbours,  so  that  the  house  was  literally 
filled  both  inside  and  out.  Merry  games  were 
played  in  the  front  court,  and  later  on,  in  the 
house  itself.  Nobody  is  too  old  or  too  grand 
to  join  in  these  simple  social  games,  therefore 
people  **  borrowed  fire  from  their  neighbours," 
and  played  out  that  merriment ;  then  everybody 
became  somebody  else,  and  when  Knut  was 
called  Mrs.  Lager  appeared,  and  when  Baron 
Knesol  was  demanded,  the  Baroness's  comely 
house-mamsell  sprang  forward.  Everybody 
had  become  transformed,  and  nobody  knew 
who  was  who. 

Sven,  who  drove  Tante  Fredrika  back  to 
Arsta,  at  half-past  nine,  returnedwith  the  news 
that  his  uncle  and  aunt  had  arrived  with  all 
their  children  and  the  governess,  but  that  no 
one    must    hurry   home  on  that   account,    as 

o 

his  sister  Laura,  the  only  one  of  the  Arsta 
party  who  had  remained  behind,  was  enter- 
taining them. 

The  merry  round  games  were  succeeded  by 
dancing  ;  then  came  the  long  dark  drive  home, 
with  all  the  dismal   stories  of  robberies   and 
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murders  that  people  could  think  of,  till  every 
one's  blood  crept  with  horror,  spite  of  the 
impossibility  of  danger  in  that  simple  and 
honest  neighbourhood. 

Next  morning,  down  came  the  pitiless  rain, 
the  remorseless  rain  which  had  no  consideration 
for  the  carriage-load  of  relations  who  had  come 
many  miles  to  pay  their  annual  flying  visit  to 

o 

Arsta.  Knut,  with  a  long  tail  of  healthy  little 
cousins,  roamed  about  in  the  interminable 
regions  of  the  great  high  roof.  Everywhere 
you  encountered  children  ranging  about,  full  of 
animal  spirits,  contented  that  it  should  rain 
this  one  day,  if  it  would  only  be  fine  on  the 
morrow. 

In  the  evening  the  weather  cleared  up  suffi- 
ciently for  a  grand  military  review  to  take  place 
in  the  great  court. 

Military  drilling  is  a  regular  portion  of  the 
Sunday  duty,  it  being  in  no  way  incompatible 
with  Swedish  notions  to  display  allegiance  both 
to  the  heavenly  and  the  earthly  ruler  on  the 
same  day. 

Volunteer  corps  are  now  formed  throughout 

the  length  and  breadth  of  the  land,  in  which 

the  gentry  and  the  peasantry  are  enrolled. 
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Gustavus  Adolplius  enforced  prayer  and  the 
singing  of  hymns  in  the  Swedish  army,  and 
the  volunteers  are  faithful  to  the  venerated 
custom.  Thus  one  reads  in  the  papers  of 
volunteer  corps  having  divine  service  even 
during  their  exercise,  with  a  sermon,  on  the 
love  of  their  native  land,  preached  in  the  open 
air ;  or,  perhaps,  of  their  marching  to  some 
country  church,  and  there  attending  divine 
service.  Drilling  seems  especially  to  be  the 
consecrated  work  of  the  Sabbath,  perhaps  be- 
cause the  onerous  labours  of  the  week-day 
cannot  afford  the  necessary  leisure. 

The  Osterhanninge  riflemen  meet  on  a  Sun- 
day afternoon,  between  the  church  and  the 
house  of  the  Komminister ;  and  when  their 
drilling  duties  are  over  they  march  to  the  little 
church  and  sing  together,  ^'  God  bless  our  King 
and  Fatherland,"  or  some  other  patriotic  verses. 

But  to  return  to  the  Arsta  military  review. 
Spectators  were  ranged  on  the  two  outer  flights 
of  stone  steps,  whilst  others,  of  a  humblerl 
grade,  all  in  their  Sunday  attire,  were  grouped 
round  the  doorway  of  the  old  Gustavus  Adol- 
phus  wing.  Laura's  husband,  who  had  come 
over  for  the  Sunday  from  Stockholm,  was  the 


THE    BEGINNING    OF    THE    END.  305 

cvicwing  officer,  the  Herr  Patron,  the  young 
ook-keeper,  and  Sven  and  Knut,  now  wearing 
licir  new  uniforms  for  the  first  time,  composed 
|he  corps.  Very  brilhant  evolutions  occurred, 
y^hilst  the  tender-hearted  Herr  Patron,  who 
>^ould  not  have  hurt  a  sparrow,  looked  fiercely 
aai*tial  amidst  the  great  assault  and  defence. 
)nce  a  mighty  sneeze  took  place  in  the  face  of 
lie  enemy,  and  set  the  easily  amused  spectators 
a  a  roar  of  laughter. 

Sven  and  Knut  take  the  greatest  delight  in 
\ie  drilling.  Sven  blows  loud  blasts  from  his 
)ng  herdsman's  horn,  smaller,  but  somewhat 
kin  to  the  Swiss  Alpine  horn,  made  of  birch 
ood,  with  its  silvery  casing  of  birch  bark, 
'his  he  blows  melodiously  on  all  important 
ecasions,  and  practices  diligently  at  other 
mes,  perhaps  with  a  military  bugle  in  view. 

On  Monday  it  rained.  But  games,  coffee- 
rinking,  and  endless  good  cheer,  with  a  dance 
L  the  evening,  Tante  Fredrika  playing  inde- 
.tigable  polskas,  and  **  Weaving  Valmar," 
1  the  piano  for  the  dancers,  shortened 
le  day. 

The  next  morning  the  sun  shone  on  the 
^parting  guests,  and  a  great  lull  fell  over  the 

X 
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place,  like  that  stillness  which  falls  npon  tl 
landscape  in  a  deep  snow. 

These  departures  were  but  the  prelude  • 
others.  Our  happy,  ^social  circle  is  alreac 
thinning.  This  very  day  we  have  taken  lea'^ 
of  Gustaf  Eeder  and  his  _^elder  brother,  wl 
with  Alfred  Mader  have  driven  off  in  a  larg 
roomy,  green  double -gig  to  Stockholm,  n 
again  to  return.  Other  departures  are  befo: 
us,  those  of  Sofie,  Sven,  and  Knut ;  Her  Grac 
with  Maria  and  Ulla ;  and,  finally,  Tante  Fre^ 
rika  and  myself.  These  inevitable  parting 
which  every  day  [is  bringing  nearer,  cast  tl 
first  shade  of  melancholy  upon  this  united  an 
happy  gathering. 

September  2ncl. — Glorious  weather,  aft 
many  dreary  days  and  much  anxiety  on  accou 
of  the  rye  and  other  crops.  Beautiful,  richl 
growing  wheat  on  which  the  blessing  of  tj 
Lord  lay,  was  beaten  down  into  the  muddy  so: 
and  the  rye,  already  cut,  and  which  dotted  t' 
plain  with  its  thick  sheaves,  had  seemed  doom 
to  destruction,  when,  just  as  faith  began  to  fa 
strong  winds  arose,  swept  away  the  clouc 
dried  the  moist  atmosphere  and  saved  the  ht 
vest. 
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The  kitchen  garden  is  now  the  pleasantest 
f  all  the  former  pleasant  spots  around  the 
ouse.  The  bracing  winds,  which  rage  and 
lar  in  exposed  situations,  are  excluded  from 
le  bounteous  garden.  The  golden  autumn 
mshine  lies  securely  on  its  broad,  pebbled 
alks,  and  cheerily  penetrates  the  still  thick 
)liage  of  the  long,  pleached  nut-tree-alleys, 
he  air  is  laden  with  a  mellow  odour  of  apples 
pening  on  heavily-laden  boughs,  which  bend- 
ig  beneath  their  burdens  are  upheld  by  wooden 
rops.  Large  black  currants,  almost  the  size 
f  small  cherries,  splendid  raspberries  free  from 
hght,  and  grape-like  bunches  of  red  cur- 
mts,  cover  the  wide-spreading  bushes,  for  all 
[lis  kind    of  fruit    flourishes  here,   and  here 

number  of  human  birds  flock  together  and 
at  without  apparently  making  much  diminu- 
ion  in  the  supply.  Large,  well-grown  culinary 
egetables  fill  up  the  between-lying  beds.  A 
ense  of  plenty,  of  inexhaustible  abundance, 
lervades  this  garden  of  Eden. 

Yesterday  was  '*  Chimney-sweep-day,"  ac- 
ording  to  Aunt  Solberg,  and  thus  it  came  to 
ay  knowledge  that  on  one  certain  day  of  every 
Qonth  people's  chimneys  must  be  swept,  accord- 

m  x2 
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ing  to  some  government  regulation,  and  the 

o 

Arsta  day  is  therefore  the  first  of  the  month. 

A  pair  of  attached  chimney-sweepers,  there 
fore,  the  David  and  Jonathan  of  their  class,  wh< 
live  together,  and  share  the  mutuail  name  of  Olle 
the  one  being  termed  big,  and  the  other  little 
by  way  of  distinction,  were  busy  all  the  mom 
ing  purifying  the  chimneys  of  the  great  housei 

Sitting  afterwards  in  the  garden  I  saw  th 
two  old,  sooty- visaged  men,  the  two  Olles,  entei 
the  abode  of  Erik,  the  gardener,  and  commenc| 
their  operations  by  hurling  a  young  fir-tree  u 
the  dilapidated  chimney,  which  then  rolle 
down  the  long  slanting  roof.  Little  Olle,  wit 
all  his  grimy  sootiness,  has  a  real  sense  an 
love  of  beauty.  Aunt  Solberg,  on  one  occasior 
accidentally  overheard  him  talking  to  a  littl 
flower  in  the  garden. 

'^  Well,  thou  art  a  beauty,  that  thou  art ! 
exclaimed  he,  and  rivetted  to  the  spot,  con 
tinned  his  loving  apostrophe  with  a  tende 
appreciation  which,  I  hardly  know  why,  seem 
out  of  character  from  a  chimney- sweepei 
Now  those  poor  eyes  of  his  will  soon  lose  thei 
enjoyment,  for  he  is  gradually  becoming  blind 

Se]_Jt,  6t]i. — On  Saturday  afternoon  Therese 
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'^aria,  and  I,  accompanied  Sven  and  Knut  to  a 
istant  island  called  Maisgarn,  to  look  after  the 
iftcen  calves,  the  two  sheep,  the  one  white  and 

o 

he  other  black,  which  supply  the  Arsta  family 
nth  wool,  and  the  boys'  rabbits.  These  latter 
rill  shortly  be  brought  home  on  account  of  the 
oxes.  Foxes  are  ravenous  in  the  wdnter  here, 
nd  wolves    have  even  been  known  to    come 

o 

lown  to  Arsta  at  that  season.  We  crossed  the 
jreat  meadow,  the  former  scene  of  some  of  our 
laymaking  exploits,  and  amused  ourselves  as 
Ne  went  in  endeavouring  to  trace  out  Miss 
Bremer's  relatives  in  the  family  described   as 

*  The  Home,"  but  could  not  come  to  any  satis- 
factory conclusion,  further  than  thatwiiich  w^e 
xlready  know,  that  she  herself  w  as  sketched  in 

*  Petrae, ' '  and  her  sister  Agatha  in  ' '  Gabrielle. ' ' 
Passing  as  usual  through  a  fir- wood,  we  reached 

o 

|a  promontory  running  out  into  the  Arsta  creek 
iialled  Ndset,  on  which  stood  an  unpainted 
weatherbeaten  torp,  with  grey  rocks  and  ancient 
patriarchal  pines  near  at  hand.  The  torpare 
family  w^ere  busy  reaping  in  a  more  distant 
field.  Knut  sprang  down  the  hill  to  fetch 
round  the  torpare' s  boat  to  row  us  across 
to  Maisgarn,  leaving  us  to  follow  Sven,  who  had 
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already  run  down  to  the  shore  to  meet  hi 
brother.  Leisurely,  therefore,  were  we  de 
scending  the  hill  when  Therese,  looking  roun( 
screamed,  "  A  bull !  a  bull !  "  "' 

Knowing  that  women  are  proverbial! 
cowards,  and  see  imaginary  bulls  in  quiet  calvei 
I  looked  round,  determined  not  to  fly.  Bi 
there  assuredly  he  was,  coming  at  a  low  soi 
of  trot  after  us,  with  a  determined,  and,  as  ] 
seemed  to  me,  an  evil  look  about  him.  Theres 
had  already  fled  in  one  direction  and  I  no^ 
followed  Maria  in  another,  inly  expostulatin 
with  myself  as  to  why  we  did  not  fling  oui 
selves  on  the  ground,  which  somebody  says  i 
the  only  way  to  escape  a  bull,  because  it  is  you 
flight  which  encourages  him  to  follow.  But  i 
is  no  use  laying  down  rules  for  terrified  people 
Neither  Maria  nor  I  stopped  nor  looked  rouni 
till  we  were  safe  on  the  top  of  a  rude  countr 
fence,  and  beheld  Therese  the  same  at  n 
great  distance.  Of  course  our  young  cham 
pions  seeing  from  below  our  alarm,  Sven  cam 
to  our  rescue,  and  according  to  the  rule  of  bo;^ 
and  men  laughed  our  fears  to  scorn,  called  thj 
bull  a  harmless  creature,  and  seizing  a  piece  c 
old  grey  paling  which  he  brandished  valorouslj 
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rove  him  oJBT  amongst  the  bushes,  bidding  us 
';ip  down  and  hasten  to  Knut,who  was  waiting 
u  the  boat  below.  This  we  did,  the  bull  pur- 
luing  us  to  the  water's  edge. 

The  pleasant  little  island  of  Maisgam,  with  its 
^ell-fed  animals  and  abundant  wild  raspberries, 
md  mountain-ashes  scarlet  with  their  coral- 
ike  bunches  of  berries,  was  spoiled  to  us  b}^ 
the  sight  of  our  enemy  still  on  the  very  shore 
resolutely  awaiting  our  return. 

^^Dear  lads,"  we  said,  imploringly,  "  row  us 
back  to  another  landing-place,  for  the  bank  is 
30  narrow  there  is  no  chance  of  escape  !  " 

*'Put  your  trust  in  us,"  was  the  stout  reply, 
'*why  need  you  fear  when  you  have  two  men 
with  you  ?  " 

This  was  a  new  idea,  and  we  might  have 
smiled,  but  we  remembered  that  they  had  their 
new  uniforms  and  must  be  treated  with  respect. 
The  dilemma,  however,  came  to  an  abrupt 
close.  We  heard  the  clang  of  the  great  bell  at 
Arsta  sounding  over  the  woods  and  waters, 
ringing  for  the  family  meal  at  half-past  five, 
and  summoning  me  to  Tante  Fredrika  and  our 
pleasant  evening  readings,  which  I  knew  even 
now   she  was   anticipating   with    delight.        I 
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seemed  all  at  once  to  see  her  sitting  in  hei 
boudoir,  at  her  plain  needlework.  ^She  had 
already  placed  for  me  a  footstool  before  a 
chair  in  the  west  window,  whence  we  could  see 
the  sunsets  which  were  a  daily  study  with  her ; 
the  book  was  laid  open  at  the  place  where  we 
had  left  off  the  evening  before,  as  was  her 
wont.  I  could  not  keep  her  in  suspense,  or 
waiting  for  me. 

There  must  be  no  longer  hesitation  ;  the 
very  bull  must  be  taken  by  his  horns.  "We 
rowed  back,  therefore,  and  though  we  had  to 
scramble  and  run,  and  experience  great  throb- 
bings  of  heart,  yet  Sven  kept  the  creature  back ; 
and  Knut  returning  from  delivering  up  the  boat 
and  thanking  the  torpare,  who  was  still  silently 
reaping  with  his  family  in  the  effulgent  evening 
light,  brought  word  back  that  the  bull  was  only 
an  affectionate  creature  that  raced  after  us 
merely  from  good  nature  and  love  of  company. 

We  might  have  had  wings  to  our  feet  on  our 
homeward  journey  so  almost  instantaneous 
seemed  to  me  the  transition  from  the  bull,  op- 
posite Maisgarn,  and  my  reading  *' Westward 
Ho  !  "  to  Tante  Fredrika. 

o 

During   our   stay   at   Arsta,  we   have  read 
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"  Pendennis ;"  sympathising  with  Mrs.  Pen- 
(Icnnis,  Laura,  and  George  Warrington,  and  so 
fully  realizing  the  incidents,  that  for  the  mo- 
ment they  became  to  both  of  us  the  fact,  and 
the  happy,  simple  Swedish  life,  the  fiction.  To 
this  succeeded  ^'  Silas  Marner,"  which  Tante 
Fredrika  considers  one  of  the  most  beautiful 
and  perfect  stories  ever  written.  She  is  very 
desirous  that  it  should  be  well  translated  into 
Swedish.  She  was  so  sorry  when  it  was 
finished,  that  I  volunteered  to  read  it  over 
again  to  her.  But,  instead,  she  keeps  the  book 
by  her  and  reads  favourite  passages  to  herself. 
She  is  now  enjoying  the  vivid  descriptions  of 
glowing  tropical  scenes  in  ^^  Westward  Ho!  " 
which  pleasantly  remind  her  of  her  own  ex- 
periences in  Cuba. 


CHAPTEE  XVI. 

THE  CONFIRMATION. 

September  8th. — On  many  a  day  throughout 
the  summer,  a  Httle  band  of  peasant  children 
have  been  seen  crossing  the  court  on  their  way 
to  the  church  to  be  prepared  for  their  first  com- 
munion. *'  There  go  the  reading  children," 
people  have  said,  and  sent  a  little  prayer  after 
them,  an  echo  of  the  public  prayer  for  them  in 
church  on  Sundays. 

*'  I  read  the  same  year  as  MamsellTherese," 
said  a  young  brick-maker  at  the  brick- shed, 
when  Aunt  Solberg,  shewing  us  the  brick-making, 
had  asked  him  his  age. 

The  year  of  reading  or  preparation  is  indeed 
one  of  vital  importance  to  Swedish  children. 
It  is  a  season  set  apart,  in  which  they  asso- 
ciate with  their  fellow  catechumens,  and  feel, 
for  the  time  being,  like  little  Levites. 

Not  merely  days  and  weeks,  but  months  of 
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earnest  religious  instruction  prepare  them  for 
confirmation.  The  long  and  polemical  cate- 
chism of  Luther  has  to  be  expounded,  thoroughly 
understood,  and  laid  to  heart.  Boys  and  girls 
have  walked  twelve  and  thirteen  miles,  two  or 
three  times  a  week,  for  instruction,  and  last 
Sunday  being  the  day  fixed  for  the  confirma- 
tion, every  day  in  the  preceding  week  had  been 
devoted  to  religious  study  with  Pastor  Lager  ; 
and  in  spite  of  all  the  articles  of  faith  being 
learned  off  by  heart,  with  endless  brain-beating 
and  patient  toil,  many  an  anxious  young  soul 
trembled  lest  it  should  confound  works  and  faith 
and  get  bewildered  in  predestination. 

Let  us  now  take  part  in  this  confirmation, 
which  concerns  the  whole  parish ;  some  have 
children  amongst  the  little  consecrated  band, 
which  numbers  twenty-one  ;  others  remember- 
ing their  own  confirmation,  when  their  hearts 
were  tenderer  than  now,  will  be  present  on 
this  day  in  the  hope  that,  being  taken  back 
to  their  own  youth,  their  hearts  may  be  again 
softened  and  improved.  Others  go  to  pray 
that  the  new  labourers,  having  put  their  hands 
to  the  plough,  may  not  look  back,  even  as  they 
themselves  have  been  preserved  from  doing. 
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Troops  of  pedestrians  stream  along  the 
various  roads  churchward ;  and  queer,  shaky, 
unpainted  low-built  carts,  drawn  by  rough 
little  horses,  conveying  other  peasants,  are  left 
in  a  long  row,  amongst  the  rocks  near  the 
church,  and  the  horses,  as  if  understanding  the 
occasion,  stand  there  patiently  waiting  for 
hours.  Even  the  hard  prosaic  grey  rocks, 
seeming  to  sympathize,  are  warmed  by  the 
poetry  of  nature  into  a  sudden  glow  of  blossom- 
ing heather.  The  brachen  too,  newly  gilded 
by  the  first  frost,  flashes  in  golden  patches 
amongst  the  purple  ling,  and  in  the  shadow  of 
the  woods.  Eed  coral  berries  peep  forth  from 
amongst  the  glossy  leaves  of  the  lingon,  and 
the  sun  shining  through  a  rarified  atmosphere, 
enlivens  the  monotone-green  of  the  fir  and 
pine- woods  with  a  variety  of  hue. 

At  ten  o'clock,  the  little  church  is  thronged 
with  a  quiet,  earnest  congregation,  and  the 
usual  service  begins.  The  catechumens  occupy 
their  customary  places  on  the  benches  round 
the  altar.  Lallie,  and  two  wood-nymphs,  of 
whom  more  anon,  head  the  row  of  young 
village  girls,  who  wear  new  black  silk  kerchiefs 
pinned  over  their  heads.     The  second  young 
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Mr.  Lager,  and  the  schoolmaster's  son,  Alfred, 
who  has  returned  for  the  ceremony,  sit  at 
the  head  of  the  peasant  lads,  all  of  whom 
wear  new  coats  of  home- spun  manufacture, 
and  remind  me  so  much  of  Hans  Chnstian 
Andersen's  description  of  himself  under  the 
same  circumstances,  that  I  must  give  it.  He 
says  : — 

**Anold  female  tailor  altered  my  deceased 
father's  greatcoat  into  a  confirmation  suit  for 
me  :  never  before  had  I  worn  so  good  a  coat. 
I  had  also,  for  the  first  time  in  my  life,  a  pair 
of  boots.  My  deliglit  was  extremely  great ; 
my  only  fear  was  that  everybody  would  not 
see  them,  and  therefore  I  drew  them  up  over 
my  trousers,  and  thus  marched  through  the 
church.  The  boots  creaked,  and  that  inwardly 
pleased  me,  for  thus  the  congregation  would 
hear  that  they  were  new.  My  whole  devotion 
was  disturbed  ;  I  was  aware  of  it,  and  it  caused 
me  a  horrible  pang  of  conscience  that  my 
thoughts  should  be  as  much  with  my  new 
boots  as  with  God.  I  prayed  Him  earnestly 
from  my  heart  to  forgive  me,  and  then  again  I 
thought  about  my  new  boots." 

It  struck  me  as  a  singular  fact,  as  regarded 
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these  assembled  youths  and  maidens,  that 
whilst  those  of  the  poorer  class  did  not  look 
older  than  twelve  or  thirteen,  their  more  highly- 
favoured  contemporaries  were  apparently  in 
their  sixteenth  or  seventeenth  year. 

Whilst  the  secular  part  of  the  church  busi- 
ness, the  long  proclamations  regarding  forth- 
coming auctions,  felling  of  timber,  the  delivery 
of  letters,  etc.,  went  forward,  the  catechumens 
adjourned  for  refreshment  to  the  school- 
master's, and  had  thus  a  little  break  between 
the  long  service  just  ended  and  their  own 
serious  duties  which  were  about  to  commence. 
Others  also  of  the  congregation  turned  out  for 
a  little  relaxation  and  change  of  air  :  amongst 
these  were  Tante  Fredrika,  Therese,  and  my- 
self ;  in  the  first  place  to  partake  of  the  refresh- 
ment we  had  brought  with  us,  and  secondly, 
to  pay  a  little  visit  to  the  parish  poor-house,  a 
small  two-roomed  wooden  cabin  close  to  the 
church,  with  nothing  bright  about  it  but  the 
sunshine,  in  which  fortunately  it  lay. 

We  entered  and  found  three  old  crones 
deeply  engrossed  by  the  twofold  duty  of  watch- 
ing the  boiling  of  the  Sunday  pot,  and  taking 
care  of  a  little  boy  of  two  years  old. 
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^*  How  is  it  here  with  you,  good  mothers  ?" 
asked  Tante  Predrika;  **and  how  many  are 
there  of  you?'* 

This  somewhat  puzzled  the  poor  old  crea- 
tures. *'  They  really  could  not  say  how  many 
they  were,"  they  replied,  '^but  they  would 
count/* 

Accordingly  they  began  to  count  the  square 
wooden  beds,  which,  set  close  side  by  side,  sur- 
rounded the  room.  They  counted  twice  over 
to  make  no  mistake,  and  then  the  spokeswoman 
said: — 

**  It  seems  that  we  are  eight,  for  we  have  a 
bed  a-piece ;  and  there's  one  or  two  more  that 
don't  sleep  here,  besides  the  old  man,  such 
an  old  man  !  who  spends  his  days  a-bed  in  the 
next  room.  He  can  get  up  when  he  chooses, 
but  he  finds  it  more  cheerful  in  bed." 

At  this  very  moment  the  inner  door  softly 
opened,  and  a  veritable  apparition  appeared,  a 
most  aged  and  decrepid  old  man,  only  partly 
dressed.  He  seemed  to  have  no  idea  of  our 
presence,  but  let  his  blear  eyes  wander  vacantly 
round.  Miss  Bremer  gave  him  a  small  silver 
piece,  which  almost  slipped  through  his  power- 
less  fingers. 


L 
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*' There,  father,  there  is  some  snuff  money,'' 
said  she,  kindly. 

^' Bless  him  !  he  don't  snuff,"  returned  one 
of  his  pauper  sisters. 

^'  Then  there's  a  little  money  for  tobacco, 
father,"  said  she. 

*' Bless  him!  he  don't  smoke,"  remarked 
another. 

*'  Then  he  shall  do  just  what  he  likes  with 
it,"  replied  Tante  Fredrika. 

He  tottered  back  feebly  into  his  domicile, 
with  the  coin  resting  as  indifferently  between 
his  shaky  fingers  as  if  it  were  a  button  or  a 
pebble. 

The  old  women  had  mistaken  their  principal 
visitor  for  Mrs.  Solberg,  and  began  to  pour 
out  endless  thanks  for  the  liberal  supply  of 
milk  which  they  received  from  Arsta. 

The  little  child,  which  was  now  delighting 
itself  over  a  piece  of  gingerbread  out  of  Tante 
Fredrika's  leathern  bag,  next  furnished  the  sub- 
ject of  conversation.  It  was  the  child  of  a  female 
pauper,  now  in  a  madhouse  near  Stockholm. 

* '  It  v/as  Joanna's  baby, ' '  they  said,  *  *  and  good 
enough  in  itself,  but  she  was  awful ;  she  was 
stark,  staring  mad ;  and  as  worst  luck  would 
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lave  it,  never  stayed  long  at  Conradsberg,  but 
vas  sent  back  to  them,  and  she  wore  then* 
jives  out;  she  frightened  them  out  of  their 
^its,  she  leaped  on  the  beds,  ate  up  the  food, 
Jutched  at  everything,  and  would  be  mistress." 

The  grim  picture  of  this  mad-woman,  reigning 
riumphant  over  a  number  of  frightened  old 
vomen,  and  an  imbecile  old  man  in  a  narrow 
labin,  impressed  Miss  Bremer  so  forcibly  that 
loubtless  the  raving  Joanna  will  henceforth 
emain  altogether  at  Conradsberg,  and  her  feeble 
dctims  be  left  in  peace  and  quietness. 

Before  the  twenty  minutes  which  were  al- 
owed  for  relaxation  had  elapsed,  we  were  again 
leated  in  the  church.  The  congregation,  now 
lonsiderably  thinned,  consisted  chiefly  of  rela- 
ives,  who  gazed  with  tender  earnestness  on  the 
jovenanters,  whilst  the  latter  felt  doubly  im- 
)ressed  from  the  circumstance  that  one  of  their 
lumber,  a  girl  of  seventeen,  had,  in  the  midst 
if  the  preparation  course,  been  suddenly  called 
Lway  into  the  other  world,  which  at  this  moment, 
md  in  these  exercises,  seemed  brought  very 
lear  to  them. 

Pastor  Lager  walked  backwards  and  for- 
vards   within    the    altar-rails,    gently  asking 
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questions  from  the  catechumens,  to  which  at 
first  shy  repHes  were  given ;  but  confidence 
gradually  growing,  clear  intelligent  answers 
followed,  which  especially  pleased  Tante  Fred- 
rika  from  the  fact  that  so  many  of  them  were 
in  the  respondents'  own  words,  evidently  thought 
out  by  themselves,  rather  than  given  in  the 
mere  phraseology  of  the  catechism. 

Thus  the  hours  wore  on,  and  the  progressive 
lights  and  shadows  altered  the  whole  aspect  oj 
the  little  building,  so  that,  at  this  unusual  houi 
of  service,  the  church  seemed  unfamiliar  and 
transformed,  and  the  young  catechumens  mil 
it.  The  pompous  mausoleum  of  marble  anc 
stucco,  belonging  to  the  mouldering  Bjelken- 
stjernas,  a  portion  of  which  presumptuously 
intruded  into  the  chancel  above  the  altar,  gie^ 
dark  and  gloomy,  whilst  the  humbler  portion; 
of  the  building  were  filled  as  with  a  glorifiec 
light  and  sunshine. 

The  Pastor  began  and  ended  the  examinatioi 
with  an  affectionate  address,  delivered  in  th« 
character  of  a  father  to  all  his  children.  Nearl; 
every  one  wept.  At  a  little  after  three,  a  blessing 
^having  been  pronounced,  parents  stepped  fortl 
and  embraced  their  children,  with  tears  roUiuj 
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do^Ti  their  cheeks.  Tears  and  black  dresses 
are  marked  characteristics  of  Swedish  rehgious 
ceremonial.  Both  inside  the  church  and  out, 
congratulations,  good  wishes,  and  blessings 
were  poured  forth. 

The  good  superintendent  from  Galon  and  his 
wife  were  present,  with  one  or  two  young  people, 
and  received  warm  expressions  of  sympathy  and 
satisfaction  from  many.  So  also  did  the  Parson- 
age family,  and  indeed  all.  Mrs.  Hagel,  the 
anxious-looking  mother  of  the  two  black- attired 
wood-nymphs,  met  on  all  hands  with  kind  saluta- 
tions, and  then  started  direct  for  her  home  with 
her  daughters,  whither  we  too  will  accompany 
them,  in  spirit  at  least. 

We  follow  them,  though  invisibly,  past  Sanda, 
out  upon  the  Stockholm  road,  and  after  a  w^alk 
of  two  or  three  miles,  turn  into  a  vast  and 
dreary  pine-wood,  our  feet  sinking  deep  into 
«vliite,  powdery  sand.  The  wood-nymphs  know 
Bach  stock  and  stone  from  their  repeated  journeys 
during  their  preparation,  which,  lasting  for 
many  months,  began  when  the  snow  lay  on 
the  ground,  so  that  they  had  made  use  of  the 
school  children  to  sweep  a  path  before  them. 
The  last  period  of  the  preparation,  however, 

y  2 
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had  been  made  easy,  by  a  home  being  kindly 
offered  to  them  at  the  Parsonage. 

After  walking  for  a  considerable  distance 
through  the  pine-wood,  we  come  out  upon  a 
small  clearing,  called  Svartback,  and  find 
ourselves  at  a  one-storied  wooden  cottage,  a 
little  school  for  poor  children,  kept  by  this 
mother  for  the  support  of  her  family.  Entering 
with  the  three,  whom  in  spirit  we  are  following 
from  the  church,  we  find  the  father,  who  has 
been  left  at  home  duriag  their  long  absence. 
It  was  with  reference  to  this  father,  in  fact,  that 
we  have  now  taken  the  ideal  walk,  for  there  is 
no  other  way  of  seeing  him,  as  he  lives  the  life 
of  an  anchorite. 

The  father  of  our  wood-nymphs  is,  in  truth, 
a  real  Wizard  of  the  North,  and  his  story,  which 
is  a  remarkable  one,  I  will  briefly  relate : — 

Mr.  Hagel,  formerly  an  officer  in  the  army, 
a  cheerful,  light-hearted  young  man  of  good 
descent,  was  by  nature  a  speculative  philanthro- 
pist, and  being  strongly  impressed  with  the 
belief  that  if  people  were  but  happy,  could  but 
be  made  universally  and  innocently  light- 
hearted,  they  would  be  not  only  less  evilly 
inclined,  but  more  actively  good.    He  therefore 
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threw  up  \ih  commission,  and  resolved  to  devote 
his  life  henceforth  to  the  elevation  of  his  native 
land,  by  means  of  amusement  and  recreation. 
His  first  aim  was,  therefore,  Hke  most  other 
moral  reformers  of  the  present  day,  to  attract 
people  away  from  the  public-house  by  affording 
them  novelty  and  merriment,  and  the  means  of 
self-forgetfulness,  otherwise  than  in  brandy  and 
other  ardent  spirits.  He  introduced,  therefore, 
all  kinds  of  public  games ;  got  up  rural  enter- 
tainments ;  running  and  leaping- matches ;  and 
introducing  conjuring,  in  which  he  was  an  adept, 
he  met  with  such  great  success  a^  to  become  a 
sort  of  national  Professor  of  Legerdemain,  He 
did  all  kinds  of  wonderful  feats ;  skated  on 
flowing  water  and  taught  otliers  to  do  the  same, 
until  continual  dippings  cooled  the  public  ardour. 
He  travelled  about  everywhere  as  the  Father  of 
Mirth  and  Jollity ;  the  Prime  Minister  of  Fun. 
When  he  had  rejuvenated,  to  the  best  of  his 
ability,  the  elder  members  of  society,  he  espe- 
cially devoted  himself  to  children,  and  became 
a  wonderful  favourite  of  the  rising  generation, 
not  only  in  Sweden,  but  in  Denmark,  Finland, 
and  Russia,  He  invited  them  and  their  parents 
to  dances,  and  instituted  harmless  gingerbread 
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weddings  and  sugar-plum  lotteries.     So  years 
went  on  with  outward  gaiety,  but  much  wearing 
anxiety  and  inward  grief, — for  the  Wizard  had  a 
wife  and  children  to  support, — besides  which, 
age  and  infirmity  could  not  be  warded  off,  and 
mirth  often,  as  it  were,  mocked  his  misery  instead 
of  banishing  his  need.  Yet,  still  a  perfect  fanatic 
in  his  belief,  nothing  could  abate  his  desire  to 
do    good    in    this    eccentric    way.     He    per- 
severed in  diverting  others  till  his  enfeebled 
frame  was  worn  out  and,  broken  in  spirit,  he 
retired  to  this  solitary  and  gloomy  wood,  where 
nothing   remained  to  gladden    him   who  had 
laboured  so  long  to  gladden  others,  excepting 
the    loving    care   of    his    practical   wife    and 
daughters,  and  the  recollection  of  all  the  poor 
and  neglected  children  whom  he  had  enchanted 
by  the  gratuitous  exhibitions   of  his  magical 
powers,  and  of  all  the  destitute  sufferers  with 
whom  he  had  freely  shared  his  purse  as  long  as  a 
stiver  remained  in  it.   He  never  solicits  aid  ;  he 
i  s  a  melancholy  man,  yet  he  never  regrets  being 
the  martyr  of  merriment. 


CHAPTEK  XVII. 

COUNTRY   WEDDINGS. 

September  14th. — As  soon  as  the  confirma- 
tion was  over,  Pastor  Lager  set  off  for  a  wedding. 

o 

Unfortunately,  it  was  a  wedding  with  which  Arsta 
had  nothing  to  do — and,  more  unfortunate  still, 
Qo  wedding  is  likely  to  take  place  in  this  neigh- 
bourhood whilst  we  remain  here, — therefore 
all  I  say  on  the  subject  is  from  the  Pastor's 
description  of  this  particular  wedding,  and  what 
I  have  been  told  and  have  read  of  weddings 
in  general. 

The  Pastor  described  the  wedding  supper  as 
being  set  out  on  a  horse-shoe  shaped  table  ; 
each  guest  sat  in  his  or  her  appropriate  place, 
and  the  feast  lasted  from  midnight  till  three 
o'clock  in  the  morning,  one  dish  of  meat  and 
fish  succeeding  another  the  whole  time.  Every 
dish  was  flavoured  with  horseradish,  this  being 
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the  correct  thing,  and  was  partaken  of  by  every 
guest;  this  also  being  the  mode,  otherwise  it 
would  be  considered  a  slight  and  an  offence. 
No  vegetables  made  their  appearance,  they 
being  considered  vulgar  ;  and  when  people  had 
eaten  to  an  incredible  extent  they  rose  up  to 
dance. 

This  is  the  usual  style  of  the  wedding  banquet. 
Peasant  weddings  are  such  important  and  great 
affairs,  requiring  so  much  time  and  outlay,  that; 
the  general  season  for  their  celebration  is  about 
October ;  when  the  harvests  are  housed,  people 
have  some  money  in  their  pockets,  and  there  is 
frequently  a  little  fine  weather  before  the  long 
winter  sets  in. 

There  are  still  many  curious  customs  and 
superstitions  relating  to  weddings  lingering 
amongst  the  Swedish  peasants,  as  for  in- 
stance : — 

They  say,  when  hands  are  spoken  of,  that 
the  news  of  an  approaching  wedding  will  fol- 
low. 

People  who  eat  or  sing  when  going  to 
church  eat  or  sing  lovers  away  from  them,  and 
will  not  be  married  that  year.  They  throw 
apple-parings  over  the  left    shoulder    to   see 
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the  initial  letter  of  the  husband  or  wife's 
name ;  just  as  is  done  in  England.  All  sorts 
of  fortune- telling  charms  and  sorceries  rela- 
ting to  marriage  are  practised  on  Midsummer 
Eve. 

In  former  days,  according  to  the  Swedish 
antiquarian  Railf,  the  bride  used,  in  some 
localities,  to  go  round  her  own  and  even  the 
neighbouring  parishes,  during  the  autumn 
preceding  her  wedding,  and  beg  for  tow,  wool, 
and  hemp,  by  striking  on  the  house-door  with  a 
switch.  She  did  not  go  in,  but  waited  outside  ; 
and  the  mistress  of  the  house,  understanding 
the  signal,  came  out  with  the  gift,  but  did  not 
invite  her  to  enter.  The  bridegroom,  on  the 
other  hand,  taking  some  new  sacks,  woven  by 
the  bride,  made  his  journey  round  at  Christ- 
mas, begging  for  oats  to  sow.  In  some  places, 
a  suitable  old  woman  was  selected  to  rein-esent 
the  bride,  and  she  was  permitted  to  enter  the 
house,  but  never  to  ask  for  anything.  These 
customs,  which  somewhat  resemble  the  bid- 
dings to  Welsh  weddings,  have  now  very  much 
gone  out,  though  Aunt  Solberg  remembers 
them  as  a  child. 

Weddings  on  New  Year's  Day,  or  on  Mon- 
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days,  Wednesdays,  or  Saturdays,  are  considered 
unfortunate.      Fridays   and    Sundays   are  the  i 
luckiest,  and  are  indeed  the  general  days. 

If  the  couple  be  married  at  church  and  ride 
thither,  the  bridegroom  must  hold  the  bridle  of 
the  bride's  horse,  so  that  no  one  may  ride  be- 
tween them.  If  there  should  be  any  stoppages 
by  the  way,  it  is  considered  a  bad  omen.  It 
was  customary  in  the  northern  provinces,  and 
still  may  be  so,  for  the  bride  to  give  little 
presents  to  all  her  friends  and  to  children,  in 
order  that  she,  henceforth,  may  always  have 
gifts  for  the  needy.  She  may  also  cast  away  a 
piece  of  money,  either  in  the  church  or  church- 
yard, upon  which  her  coming  misfortunes  are 
laid,  but  woe  unto  the  finder,  for  they  will  be 
transferred  to  him  or  her. 

Weddings  generally,  however,  take  place  at 
home,  and  require  endless  preparations.  Merry 
Madum  Lindbom  of  Alvasta,  told  us  that  when 
one  of  her  daughters  was  married  the  whole 
house  was  turned  topsy-turvey ;  goods  and 
chattels  were  stowed  away  in  sheds  and  barns, 
and,  for  weeks  after,  nobody  knew  where  to  find 
anything. 

^^  Yet  it  was  quite  right,"   she  said,  *'for 
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houses  must  be  cleared  out,  liow  otherwise 
could  they  contain  the  swarm  of  guests  ? 

Porridfje  is  eaten  at  the  bride's  house  the 
uiglit  before  the  wedding,  and  a  broad-bean 
dropped  into  it,  which,  like  the  ring  in  the 
bride-cake  with  us,  denotes  that  the  young  man 
or  woman  to  whom  it  falls  will  be  the  next 
married  after  the  bride. 

The  universal  wedding-dress  is  black  silk, 
and  the  bride  is  frequently  attired  by  the  chief 
ladies  of  the  neighbourhood.  It  is  not  con- 
sidered right  for  the  bride  to  make  her  otvh 
garments,  every  stitch  she  puts  in  standing  for 
a  tear ;  nor  must  she  wear  pearls,  which  signify 
also  weeping,  but  all  otlier  ornaments,  and  as 
many  of  them  as  may  be,  are  desirable.  The 
**  bride's  crown,"  a  large  silver-gilt  crown,  which 
it  is  corfeidered  elegant  to  adorn  with  a  tuft  of 
feathers,  tall  enough  to  sweep  the  ceiHng, 
belongs  to  the  parish,  and  [is  hired  out  for 
the  occasion  on  the  requirement  of  the  bride 
being  an  honest  and  virtuous  woman.  It  is 
fixed  on  a  sort  of  cushion  and  firmly  placed  on 
the  head,  though  it  must  of  necessity  be  danced 
off  during  the  evening. 

Female  friends  of  the  bride  are  stationed  at 


332  WITH   FBEDRIKA    BREMER.  " 

all  conceivable  nooks  and  corners  to  give  notice 
of  the  bridegroom's  approach ;  nor  do  they 
mind  how  long  they  may  have  to  wait  provided 
only  they  can  secure  to  her  the  first  view, 
which  is  supposed  to  give  her  the  mastery,  es- 
pecially if  she  can  see  him  through  a  ring. 

The  guests  assemble  at  the  bride's  house  in 
the  afternoon  and  partake  of  coffee  and  rusks, 
the  contributions  of  some  of  the  guests  ;  weak 
tea  is  drunk  later  in  the  day,  not  because  it  is 
liked,  but  because  it  is  considered  fashionable. 

The  clergyman  arrives,  and  after  he  too  has 
been  regaled  with  coffee  the  marriage  ceremony 
commences,  the  young  couple  standing  under 
an  improvised  canopy,  usually  formed  of  a 
large  shawl,  which  is  held  over  their  heads  by 
four  unmarried  people.  Superstition  cautions 
the  bridal  pair  against  allowing  any  light  to 
come  between  them  during  the  ceremony,  but 
they  should  incline  their  heads  towards  each 
other.  Should  the  wedding-ring  be  too  small, 
it  bodes  a  great  misfortune. 

As  soon  as  the  ceremony  is  concluded,  the 
bride  dances  a  polska  with  the  clergyman,  and 
afterwards  with  all  the  men,  the  bridegroom, 
on   his   side,   dancing  with   all    the    women. 
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[)ancmg  continues  the  whole  night  through, 
ivith  intervals  for  lesser  refreshments  and  the 
^eat  substantial  banquet.  Between  the  courses 
of  pork,  beef,  pike,  and  mutton,  the  healths  of 
dl  are  drunk,  from  the  clergyman  and  the 
bridal  couple,  down  to  the  woman  who  washes 
the  dishes,  the  guests  having  come  provided 
with  their  own  flagons.  The  bride's  father 
ilso  informs  the  company  of  the^various  articles 
[)f  his  daughter's  dowry. 

After  the  substantial  courses  of  meat  and 
5sh  comes  the  pastry,  this  being  the  contribu- 
tion of  the  guests,  who  have  brought  with  them 
^gantic  pyra-midal  tarts,  composed  of  layers 
3f  pastry  and  preseiwe,  each  worth  about  ten 
riksdalers,  and  the  rule  is  that  everybody  must 
taste  everybody  else's,  otherwise  it  would  be  a 
slight.  People  having  already  eaten  enough  of 
the  former  dishes  for  a  week,  the  women's 
large  white  linen  pocket-handkerchiefs,  liitherto 
kept  coiled  up  in  their  hands  as  an  appendage 
to  their  costume,  now  come  into  requisition, 
and  if  they  cannot  eat  the  pieces  of  tart  them- 
selves, as  indeed  it  would  be  wonderful  if  they 
could,  they  can  carry  them  away  in  their  useful 
handkerchiefs.     A  large  pocket  too  is  requisite, 
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as  well  as  plenty  of  money,  for  the  fiddlers 
have  to  be  paid  by  the  guests.  The  fiddling  is 
kept  up  whilst  the  wedding  feast  is  eaten,  when 
a  plate  goes  round  for  the  musicians.  Besides 
fiddling  indoors  there  is  no  end  of  firing  out- 
side," a  supply  of  gunpowder  being  laid  in  for 
the  occasion.  When  the  great  banquet  is  at 
length  concluded,  the  dishes,  with  their  half 
devoured  joints  and  other  fragments,  are  shoved 
under  presses  and  beds,  the  table  taken  out,  and 
again  dancing  commences,  and  continues  till 
the  bride's  crown  is  danced  off.  In  some  cases, 
however,  all  the  girls  dance  round  the  bride  in 
a  ring,  and  she  being  blinded  takes  off  her 
crown  and  places  it  on  the  head  of  one  of  the 
girls,  the  one,  of  course,  who  is  to  be  a  bride 
next  after  her. 

Friday,  as  I  have  before  said,  is  a  much  ap- 
proved wedding-day^  because  the  company  can 
then  dance  all  night  and  all  the  next  day,  and 
attend  the  new  married  pair  in  state  to  church 
on  the  Sunday.  The  older  fashion  was  for 
wedding  merriment  and  feasting  to  continue  a 
whole  week ;  people  dancing  and  feasting,  and 
taking  a  nap,  and  running  home  to  look  after 
affairs  there,  and  returning  again  to  dance  and 
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make  merry.  Tante  Fredrika  told  me  of  such 
a  wedding  in  her  younger  days,  in  the  midst 
of  which  all  the  jollity  was  turned  to  gloom  by 
the  sudden  death  of  one  of  the  guests,  a  good 
old  man,  by  choking. 

A  country  wedding  must  always  be  a  merry 
affair,  says  Aunt  Solberg,  even  amongst  the 
higher  class.  She  told  me  of  one  where  a  pro- 
fessed female  cook  was  at  work  in  the  kitchen 
for  eight  days  previously.  The  bridegroom 
gave  the  bride  a  pair  of  white  satin  slippers  to 
be  married  in,  but  her  father  disapproving  of 
such  vanity  she  gave  them  to  one  of  her  bridal 
attendants  who  was  to  be  married  the  following 
week.  The  dancing  was  kept  up  for  two  days  ; 
the  bridegroom  danced  to  pieces  two  or  three 
pairs  of  shoes,  and  the  bride's  dress  was  toni 
to  ribbons. 

Tante  Fredrika  and  her  sisters  took  great 
interest  in  the  country  weddings  of  their  younger 
days  ;  many  a  bride  was  dressed  by  them,  and 
the  grand  staircase  decorated  with  flowers. 
Brides  are  still  dressed  here.    On  one  occasion, 

o 

which  was  in  the  winter,  the  Arsta  paii^y  sledged 
to  the  wedding.  At  some  distance  from  the 
house  they  were  met  by  the  bride's  father,  ac- 
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companied  by  a  fiddler  and  a  train  of  guests  ; 
brandy  and  sandwiches  were  offered  to  them  on 
the  road,  and  then,  with  the  fiddler  at  their 
head,  they  proceeded  to  the  farm. 


CHAPTER  XVIII. 

MISS  BREMER  AND  FINLAND. 

September  12th. — Last  Thursday  evening, 
vhen  every  one  was  busily  engaged  within 
ioors,  according  to  their  several  tastes  and 
)ccupations,  for  the  steady  rain  of  some  hours 
lad  precluded  any  idea  of  going  out,  the  milk- 
;art  was  seen  returning  with  a  lady  enveloped 
n  cloaks,  sitting  by  the  driver  amongst  the 
jmpty  milk-cans.  The  cart  drove  to  the  prin- 
cipal entrance,  and  the  lady,  an  utter  stranger, 
ilighted,  and  without  giving  her  name,  re- 
piested  to  see  Mamsell  Bremer.  A  private 
nterview  ensued,  and  a  mingled  feeling  of 
luriosity  and  alarm,  lest  some  matter  of  life  and 
leatli  had  sent  hither  the  adventurous  stranger 
n  weather  like  this,  pervaded  the  household. 

But,  before  long,  the  mystery  was  cleared  up 
3y  Tante  Fredrika  herself.     It  was  her  cousin, 
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Miss  Aline  Bremer,  from  Finland,  who  had 
come  to  pay  her  a  passing  visit.  Nobody 
thought  of  anything  less  than  giving  the 
stranger,  whoever  she  might  be,  a  cordial  wel- 
come ;  now,  however,  with  minds  relieved,  the 
hospitable  family  prepared,  with  double  zeal, 
an  ample  evening  repast,  at  which  they  had 
soon  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  Finnish 
lady,  none  the  worse  for  her  wet  journey, 
seated  by  the  side  of  her  cousin.  J 

The  conversation  turned  on  the  curious  cross- 
purposes  which  had  taken  place  with  regard  to 
Miss  Bremer's  visit  to  Finland  in  the  spring. 
A  strong  desire  had  naturally  been  felt  by  many 
of  the  more  intelligent  Finns  to  receive  their 
distinguished  countrywoman  in  her  native  land, 

o 

for  she  was  born  at  Tuorla,  near  Abo,  and  an 
invitation  had  been  forwarded  to  her  by  Miss 
Aline  Bremer  during  last  year,  which  she  had 
accepted  provisionally,  expecting  to  visit  Kussia, 
and  willing  to  take  Finland  on  her  way.  Thus 
it  was  left  indefinitely.  She  was  therefore  no 
little  surprised,  during  May  of  this  present  year, 
to  find  it  stated  in  the  papers  that  she  was 
bound  for  Finland ;  and  still  more  so  when  a 
telegram  was  delivered  one  morning  at  breakfast, 
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sent  from  Helsingfors,  the  words  of  which  were 
*•  Aura  (Fmlancl)  looks  in  vain  for  her  daugliter." 
Tlie  report  was  of  course  widely  spread  in  Stock- 
holm, that  Mamsell  Bremer  was  about  to  start 
for  Finland,  and  I  was  questioned  on  all  hands 
on  the  subject.  Hulda  also  brought  word  that 
on  one  particular  Tuesday  evening  a  crowd  had 
collected  on  the  quay  to  see  Mamsell  Bremer 
embark  in  the  packet  for  Helsingfors.  All 
this  we  knew,  but  now  Miss  Aline  told  her 
side  of  the  story. 

'•  No  direct  letter  coming  from  my  cousin," 
she  said,  *'  I  removed  into  the  country,  when  I 
was  suddenly  summoned  back  by  the  pleasing 
intelligence  that  Fredrika  Bremer  would  shortly 
set  her  foot  in  the  capital.  I  therefore  has- 
tened back  to  Helsingfors,  put  up  fresh  white 
muslin  curtains,  and  set  my  little  house  in 
order, — only  to  be  disappointed." 

It  was  a  great  surprise  to  Miss  Aline  Bremer 
to  discover  that  there  had  not  been  a  more  real 
foundation  for  the  report  of  this  visit  than  the 
letter  to  herself.  Now,  therefore,  putting  the 
facts  together,  it  seemed  probable  that  some 
remark  of  her  ow^n  had  taken  the  form  of  a 
rumour,  which  she  unwittingly  had   mistaken 

z2 
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for  fresli  intelligence  through  some  other  more 
direct  source.  Be  that,  however,  as  it  might, 
the  desire  of  the  Helsingfors  people  to  welcome 
their  honoured  countrywoman  was  so  great 
that  two  processions,  one,  I  believe,  accom- 
panied by  music,  had  gone  down  to  the  quay 
to  meet  the  successive  packets,  only  to  be  dis- 
appointed. Hence  the  regretful  telegram  of 
which  I  have  spoken. 

Again  Miss  Bremer  assured  her  cousin 
that,  should  her  health  permit  her  to  visit 
Russia  during  the  following  summer,  she 
would  not  forget  Finland.  This  was  satisfac- 
tory to  Miss  Aline,  but  she  herself  would  not 
be  at  Helsingfors  to  welcome  her,  as  she  wag 
removing  to  Dresden ;  but  her  brother  would 
*be  there,  and  in  every  Finnish  family  she  woulc 
find  a  home. 

This  lady  and  Miss  Bremer  are  descendec 
from  the  same  grandfather,  who  settling  in  Fin- 
land from  Sweden,  became  one  of  the  weal 
thiest,  as  he  was  one  of  the  most  benevolent 
merchants  of  Abo.  Fredrika  Bremer  alon( 
bears  the  family  name  in  Sweden. 

Arriving  at  Stockholm  from  Helsingfors 
Miss  Aline  discovering  that  her  cousin  was  a 


MISS    BREMER    AND    FINLAND.  341 

e 

Arsta,  and  her  time  admitting  of  no  delay,  she 
gladly  availed  herself  of  the  humble  vehicle  to 
convey  her  to  the  old  family  seat,  where  she 
paid  a  visit  to  Mrs.  Bremer  and  Miss  Agatha 
many  years  ago. 

The  following  day,  the  weather  being  warm 
and  sunshiny,  and  the  ground  quickly  dry,  as 
is  ever  the  case  here,  Miss  Aline  Bremer  and  I 
took  a  long  stroll  together,  which  became 
extremely  interesting  to  me,  from  the  conver- 
sation of  my  companion. 

We  talked  about  Fenland,  for  the  name  is 
literally  the  land  of  fens,  being  likewise  in 
Finnish  Suomi,  the  region  of  swamps  ;  the 
country  of  innumerable  leviathan  lakes,  bogs, 
and  granite  wastes,  with  low,  barren  mountains 
on  the  west  and  north  ;  whilst  in  the  south, 
where  not  only  the  pine  and  fir  flourish,  but 
also  the  oak  and  elm,  the  whole  character  of 
the  scenery  is  similar.  Miss  Aline  said,  to  the 
neighbourhood  of  Stockholm,  so  that  during 
our  walk  through  the  woods  and  by  the  w^aters 
of  Arsta,  she  felt  transported  to  Finland.  The 
same  marine  rampart  of  reefs,  rocks,  and 
islands  as  defends  the  Swedish  coast,  only  still 
more  dangerous,  entirely  surrounds  the  coasts 
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of  Finland.  In  fact,  Abo  and  Stockholm 
are  united  by  a  vast  chain  of  rocks  and 
islets. 

A  great  dearth  now  prevails  in  the  chill, 
sterile  north  of  Finland,  which  is,  alas  !  no 
uncommon  occurrence  there.  Many,  therefore, 
have  the  opportunity  of  imitating  the  peasant 
Pavo,  who,  *'mid  the  high,  bleak  moors  of 
Saarijarvis,"  saw  his  crops  destroyed  in  two 
successive  seasons,  yet  patiently  continued  to 
plough  and  sow,  having  sold  both  sheep  and 
cattle  to  purchase  seed-rye.  When  the  third 
autumn  came,  and  Pavo  beheld  his  unfrosted 
harvest,  he  fell  on  his  knees,  thus  speaking  : — 

"  God  hath  only  tried  us,  not  forsaken  ! " 
On  her  knees  his  wife  fell,  and  thus  said  she  : 
*'  God  hath  only  tried  us,  not  forsaken  ! " 
And  then  gladly  spoke  she  to  her  husband  : 
"  Pavo  !  Pavo  !  take  with  joy  the  sickle  ; 
We  may  now  make  glad  our  hearts  with  plenty  ; 
Now  may  throw  away  the  bark  unsavoury. 
Now  may  bake  sweet  bread  of  rye-meal  only  ! " 

Pavo  took  her  hand  in  his,  and  answered  : 
''  Woman  !  woman  !  'tis  but  sent  to  try  us, 
If  we  will  have  pity  on  the  sufferer. 
Mix  thou  bark  with  rye-meal  as  aforetime  ; 
Frosts  have  killed  the  harvests  of  our  neighbours  ! " 

So  writes  Euneberg,  one  of  the  finest  living 
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poets  of  this  or  any  other  country,  yet  how 
little  is  known  of  him  in  England ! 

Johan  Liidvig  Runeherg,  born  in  1804,  of 
poor  parents,  five  years  before  the  separation  of 
Finland  from  Sweden,  has  never  in  heart 
or  mind  become  severed  from  that  nation,  which 
proudly  claims  him  as  one  of  her  immortal 
poets.  A  thorough  Finn,  he  lives  for  his  native 
land,  and  sings  of  her  people  with  a  truth, 
a  vigour,  and  a  pathos  which  irrevocably  unites 
them  to  Sweden  by  the  li\dng  energy  of  his 
Swedish  poetry. 

Runeberg,  once  a  professor  in  the  University 
of  Helsingfors,  afterwards  connected  with  the 
Gymnasium  of  Borga,  now  lives  quietly  in  that 
little  town,  on  a  pension  awarded  to  him  by  the 
Finnish  government.  Miss  Aline  Bremer  is 
acquainted  with  him,  and  spoke  with  sorrow  of 
his  present  enfeebled  health.  He  still  enjoys, 
however,  the  blessing  of  a  most  excellent 
wife,  and  the  proud  affection  of  his  country.  He 
is,  besides,  the  father  of  seven  sons,  the  second 
of  whom,  Walter,  is  now  studying  as  a  pro- 
mising young  sculptor  at  Rome. 

The  Swedish  language  is  spoken  along  the 
coasts  and  in  the  towns  by  the  upper  classes. 
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the  Eussian  language  not  having  been  adopted. 
Miss  AHne  Bremer  said  that  the  Finns  had  no 
cause  to  complain  of  the  Eussian  rule ;  and 
certainly,  as  far  as  the  physical  geography  of 
Finland  is  concerned,  that  country  belongs  more 
properly  to  the  continent  of  Eussia  than  to' 
Sweden,  however  unpalatable  the  union  might 
be  at  first. 

The  lower  orders  and  the  majority  of  the 
people  are  as  thoroughly  distinct  from  the 
Eussians  as  they  were  from  the  Swedes,  who 
ruled  over  them  from  the  twelfth  and  thirteenth 
centuries ;  nor  will  they,  though  of  the  same 
Mongolic  origin,  admit  of  any  affinity  between 
themselves  and  the  Laps.  Nevertheless,  the 
people  in  the  north  of  Finland  observe  the 
same  old  heathen  rites,  and  have  the  same 
metallurgic  mythology  as  the  Laps,  and  upbraid 
their  more  southern  countrymen  with  want  of 
nationality.  ' 

The  Finns  seem  to  me  to  hold  the  same 
position  amongst  the  more  cultivated  northern 
nations  that  the  Welsh  do  with  regard  to  us. 
They  are  the  only  race  of  the  vast  and  most 
ancient  Finnic  stem,  which  retains  its  original 
name.     Tacitus   speaks  of  the   Fenni  as  be- 
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longing  to  the  Germans,  but  this  okl  nomadic 
nation  was  scattered  throughout  Asia  and 
Europe,  where  they  still  remain,  sometimes 
distinct,  as  amongst  the  Magyars,  the  only 
independent  kingdom  they  ever  formed,  or 
intermingled,  as  amongst  the  Turks  and  Bul- 
garians, whilst  some  ethnologists  affirm  that 
they  may  be  traced  in  Scotland  and  Northern 
Ireland,  the  Fion  or  Fingal,  being  a  tribe  of 
this  race. 

As  their  land  is  more  extensive  so  do  they 
surpass  the  patriotic  Welsh  in  their  realm  of 
national  literature.  They,  like  this  people, 
adhere  with  pride  and  pertinacy  to  their  ancient 
language,  which  they  have  so  greatly  developed 
that  they  can  translate  into  it  popular  modei*n 
books.  Nevertheless,  they  preserve  their  afflu- 
ent lore  of  old  magical  and  poetical  traditions. 
Music  and  poetry  are  inherent  to  the  peasantry, 
many  of  whom  are  possessed  of  as  much  of 
the  divine  afflatus,  or  a  wen,  as  any  Welsh  bard. 

Professor  Elias  Lonrot,  the  son  of  2)oor  Finnish 
parents,  and  himself  once  a  tailor's  appren- 
tice, is  the  great  Finnish  scholar  and  literary 
man.  He  has  not  alone  devoted  himself  to  the 
preservation  and  improvement  of  the  language, 
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but  has  given  to  the  world  ^*  Suomen  kansan, 
Sanalaskuja,'*  a  collection  of  7,077  Finnish 
proverbs  and  other  works,  but  chiefly  ^*  Kale- 
vala,"  a  collection  of  fifty  ancient  Runas,  or 
lyrical  traditions,  forming  a  great  epic  on  the 
god  Wainamoina.  Previous  to  the  publication 
of  this  national  work,  a  peasant  improvisatore, 
Pavo  Korhoinen,  who  died  in  1840,  brought 
out  a  volume  of  traditionary  poems,  which  he 
had  gathered  up  amongst  the  peasants.  Pro- 
fessor Lonrot,  discovering  these  to  be  portions 
of  a  great  epic  poem  on  the  old  gods,  devoted 
himself  to  the  recovery  of  the  remainder.  This 
resuscitated  inspiration  of  a  remote  age  was 
published  in  its  complete  form  in  1849,  and 
has  been  translated  into  Swedish,  German,  and 
French,  and  some  small  portions  of  it  also  in 
the  History  of  Northern  Literature,  by  my 
parents. 

Conversation  on  Finland  and  other  European 
countries,  in  which  Miss  Aline  Bremer  has 
travelled,  together  with  the  various  rural  enjoy- 
ments which  Arsta  could  offer  her,  made  the 
time  pass  pleasantly,  and  on  the  Saturday  she 
was  driven  back  to  Stockholm  in  a  much  more 
commodious  manner. 


CHAPTEE  XIX. 

LAST  DAYS  AT   ARSTA. 

I  FEAR  that,  spite  of  Tante  Freclrika's  promise 
to  visit  the  land  of  her  birth,  that  **  Aura  will 
still  look  in  vain  for  her  daughter."  Not  that 
she  would  willingly  disappoint  her  Finnish 
friends,  or  mislead  them  by  false  hope,  but 
that  she  has  such  an  innate  craving  after 
repose,  such  a  yearning  desire  to  settle  quietly 
down  for  the  remainder  of  her  days,  feeling 
that  unless  her  frame  could  become,  as  it  were, 
rejuvenated,  any  long  journey  would  be  an 
unspeakable  toil. 

During  our  walks  together  she  has  con- 
stantly referred  to  her  favourite  scheme  of 
settling  here  permanently,  a  decision  which 
would  give  infinite  satisfaction  to  the  excellent 
Herr  Patron  and  his  f\imily. 

One   Sunday,   not  long  since,  she  told   me 
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that  her  mind  was  then  perfectly  clear  as  toj 
the  wisdom  of  this  step,  and  that  she  looked ' 
forward  with  deep  joy  to  the  change.  She 
sat  resting  amongst  moss-covered  rocks,  the 
gentle  rays  of  the  declining  sun  shooting 
between  the  shaft-like  stems  of  tall  fir-trees, 
and  lighting  up  her  silvery  hair  and  soft,  dove- 
coloured  dress.  A  sentiment  of  calm  benignity 
pervaded  her,  and  she  seemed  so  entirely  in 
harmony  with  the  hour  and  the  scene  that  in 
responding  I  feel  it  was  but  an  echo  of  Nature 
herself,  which  seemed  audibly  to  say  that  Miss 
Bremer's  allotted  place  in  the  great  system  of 
the  universe,  or  rather  of  God's  providence, 
was  henceforth  amongst  the  quiet,  dignified 
scenes  of  Arsta. 

.  There  is,  besides,  a  deep  persuasion  in  Tante 
Fredrika's  mind  that  the  lease  of  her  life  is 
drawing  to  a  close ;  that  it  will  expire  before 
the  end  of  three  years.  This  arises  from  no 
physical  infirmity  or  depression  of  mind,  but 
from  a  singularly  impressive  dream  of  many 
years  since,  when  the  term  of  her  mortal  career 
was  clearly  marked  out  to  her.  Thus  she  most 
anxiously  desires  to  finish  her  last  great  work,  the 
work  of  fiction  of  which  I  have  already  spoken. 
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I  imagine  that  she  has  not  written,  nor  yet 
ntends  to  write,  her  autobiography,  as  she  con- 
siders that  her  literary  works  are  a  sufficient 
mental  chronicle,  and  has  never  been  able  to 
keep  a  diary.  She  certainly,  how'ever,  did 
something  of  the  kind  for  several  years,  divid- 
ing the  days  into  three  classes,  good,  had,  and 
middling ;  but,  having  established  the  fact  that 
in  each  passing  year  the  middling  days  pre- 
dominated, she  gave  up  the  chronicle,  and  made 
henceforth  her  ^'  Innermost,"  her  beloved  sister 
Agatha,  her  mental  repository. 

But  why  do  I  write  as  if  I  were  counting 
upon  the  accomplishment  of  a  sad  event,  which 
can  be  so  lovingly  overruled  by  the  merciful 
Disposer  of  all  things  ? 

One  reason  may  be  that,  at  this  moment, 
the  innumerable  leave-takings  have  made  us 
all  melancholy,  and  seem,  spite  of  ourselves,  to 
preach  sermons  on  the  fleeting  pleasures  of  the 
happiest  and  richest  human  life. 

Mamsells  Emma  and  Sofie,  with  Sven  and 
Knut,  are  now  settled  in  Stockholm  for  the 
winter.  Her  Grace,  Maria,  and  UUa  have  left 
us,  and  Tante  Fredrika  starts  for  town  on 
Friday.     The  time  for  paying  annual  rents  and 
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wages  is  at  hand,  and  many  claims  call  her 
back  to  Stockholm.  Besides  which,  two  foreign 
ladies,  staying  in  the  capital,  have  brought  a 
letter  of  introduction  to  her,  and  she  fears  they 
may  be  wanting  acquaintance  and  friendly  aid. 
I,  however,  am  to  remain  at  Arsta,  where 
Therese  and  I  mutually  assist  each  other  in 
Swedish  and  English,  until  there  is  actual  need 
of  my  return. 

September  16th. — I  must  now  make  a  little 
chronicle  of  the  last  few  days. 

The  young  catechumens,  all  attired  in  black, 
took  their  first  communion  on  Sunday. 
Tegner,  in  his  beautiful  poem  of  ''  The  Chil- 
dren of  the  Lord's  Supper,"  so  ably  translated 
by  Longfellow,  describes  the  two  ceremonies  of 
the  Confirmation  and  the  Communion,  as 
occurring  together,  this  being  an  allowable 
licence  in  the  poet ;  but  Pastor  Lager,  following 
the  usual  custom,  has  allowed  an  interval  of  a 
week  to  pass  between  the  first  and  the  second 
rite. 

Last  Sunday,  therefore,  was  again  an  impor- 
tant day  at  the  little  church.  The  congrega- 
tion remained  and  witnessed  the  administra- 
tion, which  was  terminated  by  a  large   new 
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Testament  being  presented  to  each  one  of  the 
young  communicants.  They  will  henceforth 
swell  the  important  number  of  accustomed 
guests.  The  peasants,  in  a  general  way,  lay 
great  stress  on  the  Sacrament,  there  having 
been,  on  one  occasion,  in  this  parish,  as  many 
as  four  hundred  partaking  together. 

On  Monday,  Carl  Adolfsson  drove  us,  accom- 
panied by  Aunt  Solberg,  to  Vendelsjo,  the 
pleasant  seat  of  Baron  Beskow's  brother  and 
sister-in-law.  It  stands  by  the  side  of  a  quiet 
lake,  amongst  primeval  w^oods,  and  is  about 
ten  miles  from  here,  in  the  Stockholm  direc- 
tion. The  kind  host  and  hostess  made  our 
visit  extremely  agreeable,  whilst  Aunt  Solberg 
enjoyed  the  pleasure  of  beholding  two  beech- 
trees,  the  first  she  had  ever  seen.  She  had 
read  of  the  beeches  of  Denmark  and  the  South 
of  Sweden,  but  here  she  saw  the  living  ^reality, 
which  she  greatly  admired. 

On  Tuesday,  we  accompanied  Tante  Fredrika 
to  make  her  adieus  at  the  Parsonage.  Our 
visit  was  unexpected,  but  that  made  no  differ- 
ence to  these  hospitable  people,  who  may 
almost  be  said  to  keep  open  house.  We  were 
a  considerable  party,   and  arrived  just  before 
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dinner,  and  sat  down  to  splendid  dishes  of  hot, 
delicate  pike,  two  varieties  of  milk- soup,  and 
other  excellent  Swedish  fare.  Nor  were  we  the 
only  guests,  there  were  White-caps  from  hos- 
pitable Hammar,  which  is  a  regular  rendezvous 
of  Upsala  students,  no  less  than  seven 
having  been  lately  staying  there  together.  A 
wonderful  place  is  this  Hammar,  as  I  have 
already  said,  for  its  never-ending  influx  of 
youth  ! 

On  our  way  back  in  the  afternoon  we  called 
at  Sanda  for  another  farewell  visit,  and  returned 

o 

to  Arsta  in  the  brilliant  moonlight. 

This  morning  dear  Tante  Fredrika  has  left, 
driving  off  in  the  carriage,  accompanied  by 
Aunt  Solberg,  in  the  midst  of  nosegays  of 
bright  dahlias,  dark  crimson  carnations,  bril- 
liant china- asters,  and  fragrant  mignonette. 
Whilst  outside  were  stored  supplies  of  the  finest 
apples  from  Arsta,  and  delicate  cheeses  from 
Alvasta,  besides  other  country  luxuries  which 
will  delight  Sara's  heart. 

Septemher  22nd. — I  have  seen  but  two  really 

o 

miserable  human  beings  amongst  the  Arsta 
peasantry.    The  first  was  an  aged  woman,  whose 
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ntire  frame  was  crippled  ;  she  was  feebly  trying 
0  wash  a  few  potatoes  for  supper  in  a  ditch  as 
re  passed  one  evening,  and  Tante  Fredrika, 
truck  with  compassion,  inquired  her  name. 

*^  I  suppose  I  am  Mother  Flink,"  she  sighed 
)rth,  *'if  I  have  a  name;  but  I'm  never 
ranted  and  never  spoken  of." 

Miss  Bremer  determining  in  some  way  to  cheer 
nd  comfort  the  poor,  self-termed  nonentity, 
uestioned  her  closely  and  learned  that  she  had 
een  baptized  Christina,  and  that  her  dead  hus- 
and  lived  at  a  torp  called  Flink.  More  than 
aat  the  poor  creature  could  not  tell. 

The  second  is  Black  Kajsa,  as  she  is  called, 
ihe  lives  with  her  daughter  and  grandchildren, 
nd  they  buried,  as  it  were,  in  dirt  like  a  set  of 
loles,  are  a  warning  to  the  whole  neighbour- 
ood. 

We  went  to  Black  Kajsa's  hovel  a  couple  of 
ays  ago,  the  object  of  our  visit  being  to  see  a 
bd,  one  of  the  grandsons,  who  had  hurt  his 
)ot.  After  crossing  several  stubble-fields  and 
limbing  hurdles,  we  came  to  this  wretched 
bode,  the  door  broken,  the  furniture  and  fix- 
ires  dirty  boards,  and  the  sick  lad,  who  was 
luch  less  hurt  than  we  feared,  lying  asleep  on 

a  a 
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a  heap  of  rags,  from  which  the  old  woman 
loudly  aroused  him,  much  against  our  will. 
Black  Kajsa,  a  literal  hag  with  a  yellow 
parchment  face  engrained  with  dirt,  clad  in  a 
sheer  bundle  of  rags,  and  with  scraps  of  leather 
by  way  of  shoes,  flapping  about  her  feet,  was 
once  the  daughter  of  a  well-to-do  honde,  and 
had   been    dressed   as   a  bride    by    the  Mm 

o 

Bremers  at  Arsta ;  but,  naturally  a  careless 
sloven,  she  has  sunk  lower  and  lower,  till  sh( 
is  now  utterly  of  the  earth.  It  was  out  o 
pure  humanity  alone  that  we  went  to  hei 
with  a  stone  bottle  of  milk,  a  bundle  of  clothes 
bread,  and  apples. 

Apples !  Everybody  is  living  on  applei 
now-a-days.  They  are  classified  as  ripe  apples 
and  green  apples,  the  latter  being  fruit  whicl 
will  not  now  ripen,  and  which  is  gathered  an( 
used  for  cooking.  The  statfolk  have  regula 
allowances  of  green  apples,  whilst  errand  chil 
dren  and  others  have  rosy-cheeked  apples  give] 
them  as  rewards.  The  kitchen-garden  is  full  o 
old  and  young  women  picking  up  apples.  Erit 
the  gardener,  and  the  fisherman,  who,  by-the 
bye,  has  just  come  into  a  little  fortune,  an< 
other  hands  that  can  be  spared,  are  up  in  th 
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rees  gathering  them.    The  air  indoors  and  out 
3  filled  with  the  smell  of  apples.     The  rooms 
Q   the  wing  made  lately  so  pleasant  by   the 
leders,   are  now  turned  into  apple-chambers, 
,nd  there  is  such  a  carrying,  sorting,  packing, 
•eeling,  and  drying  of  apples  that  hands  fail, 
aint  Solberg  lamented  the  other  day,  as  we 
^ere    together     under     the     trees,    that    the 
istrahancr  were  not   ready  before  the  winter, 
ise  I  should  take  some  with  me  to  England, 
he  was  astonished  at  my  ignorance  regarding 
lese  apples  of  Astracan,  assuring  me  that  they 
re   delicious,  becoming   perfectly  transparent 
hen  ripe,  like  no  other  apples. 
Aunt  Solberg,  always  busy,  is  now  beginning 
)  prepare  for  weaving,  and  has  already  set 
le  gentle,  fair-haired  peasant- woman  Anna  to 
ird  the  wool.      Anna  crouches   by  an   open 
ove  amongst  huge  heaps  of  grey  wool,  busy 
itli  her  flat  metal  brushes,  and  such  a  strong 
lour  of  hot  oil  pervades  the  atmosphere,  that 
is  wonderful  how  Aunt  Solberg  can  sit  at  her 
dnning  within  its  reach. 
There  is  a  great   talk  of  weaving   motley- 
loured  carpets,  to  which  Mamsell  Bremer  has 
ken  a  fancy,  and  which  will  thus  form  some 
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of  the  usual  home  occupation  during  the  coming 
winter. 

The  flax,  which  on  our  arrival  was  a  plot  d 
tender  green,  and  later  azure  with  delicate 
flowers,  is  now  hrown,  and  ready  to  be  steepeij 
and  broken.  The  peasants'  hemp  is  fit  for  hacfc] 
ling.  Vetches  lie  drying  on  hurdles  ;  gigantii 
sheaves  of  oats,  spiked  in  rows  on  long  poleSj 
are  undergoing  the  same  process.  The  heathei]i 
scathed  by  nightly  frosts,  is  shrivelled  ani 
brown.  The  flowers  becoming  rare,  an 
pinched  and  have  a  careworn  look.  Yei 
nature  does  not  present  altogether  a  melanchoh 
picture.  The  ash-trees  shine  forth  a  tran& 
parent  gold,  forming  literally  with  the  sombre 
evergreen  trees,  *' those  golden  and  greei 
woods,"  which  is  the  Swedish  promise  of  unat 
tainable  good.  But  far  beyond  these  in  bril 
liance  of  colouring  are  the  fungi,  gemmin| 
the  damp,  decaying  vegetation  of  the  earthji 
bosom  with  scarlet,  tawny-orange,  rich  brown 
and  [fawn-colour.  These  prolific  growths,  a; 
fantastic  in  form  as  they  are  gorgeously  variei 
in  colour,  enrich  the  soil  for  yet  noble 
produce. 

Linnseus  despised  most  of  the  cryptogamSi 
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rming  them  ''  a  roving  pack,  who  stole  what 
ora  left  when  she  went  into  winter  quarters." 
is  immediate  followers  believed  him,  for  they 
ilonged  to  an  age  in  which  the  so-called 
iblinie  was  worshipped  ;  the  mean  and 
ispised  things  of  the  earth  had  yet  to  be 
)noured,  and  human  instruments  were  being 
[ently  chosen  for  the  interpretation  of  this 
►rtion  of  the  great  Creator's  work.  The  one 
lected  in  this  land  of  the  Kudbecks  and 
nnaeus,  was  not  taken  from  the  schools  of  the 
imed ;  he  was  a  lad  of  twelve,  called  Elias, 
e  only  child  of  Theodor  Fries,  the  *'  Strong 
•iest,"  as  the  parishioners  of  the  Five  Lakes 

Smaland  designated  their  pastor  from  his 
lysical  vigour. 

One  autumn  day,  at  the  beginning  of  this 
ntury,  Elias,  who  was  out  with  his  mother 
ithering  hemes  in  the  dreary  w^oods  which, 
terspersed  with  rocky  ridges,  and  lakes,  form 
le  character  of  the  district,  was  greatly  struck 
r  a  fine  toadstool — the  Hydmim  Coralloides, 

the  learned  care  to  know.  Its  beauty  and 
itraordinary  growth  made  so  strong  an  impres- 
on  upon  him,  that  as  soon  as  he  reached 
)me,  he  turned  to  botanical  works,  and  read 
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till  he  came  to  the  word  Lamella,  shell  or  liiisl 
which  he  did  not  understand.  Walking,  there 
fore,  in  the  woods  soon  afterwards  with  hi 
father,  he  inquired, 

**  Die  jjater,  quid  est  lamella  ?  ** 

*^ Lamella  est  lamina  tensa,'*  replied  th 
Strong  Priest,  who  had  two  distinguishing  chg 
racteristics — ^namely,  a  great  love  of  botan;; 
and  a  great  love  of  Latin,  so  great  indeed  th^ 
he  required  it  to  be  spoken  by  his  family,  ac 
his  servants  even  understood  sufficient  fc 
ordinary  use. 

From  that  day,  the  boy  Elias  became  so  eai 
nest  and  indefatigable  a  student  in  the  realm  ( 
fungi,  that  by  the  age  of  seventeen  he  had  di^ 
covered  and  classified  four  hundred  hithert 
disregarded  Swedish  cryptogams.  He  ha 
indeed  entered  upon  an  almost  inexhaustib] 
field  of  investigation,  for  tliis  cosmopolita 
race,  which  prospers  in  tropical  Africa  as  we 
as  in  boreal  Sweden,  has  phosphorescent  rels 
tions  in  Brazil,  and  alcoholic,  delirium- workin 
cousins  in  Kussia ;  has  kindred  on  the  summil 
of  the  loftiest  mountains  as  well  as  in  th 
very  bowels  of  the  earth. 

Although  Fries    has  given  to  the  world 


LAST    DAYS    AT    ARSTA.  359 

icli-approved  mycolo^ncal  system,  in  which 
divides  the  immense  order  of  fungi  into 
ir  cohorts,  he  has  by  no  means  confined  him- 
[f  to  these  cryptogams,  the  whole  race  of 
otyledons  come  under  his  investigation ;  he 
^ards  some  species  of  Hchens  as  meteoric 
oductions — for  instance,  the  Httle  gossamer 
xture  wliich,  often  sparkHng  with  dew  covers 
e  autumn  grass,  is,  according  to  his  theory, 
)  longer  the  work  of  the  tiny  spider,  but  a 
eteoric  growth. 

As  a  despised  toadstool  was  the  origin  of  his 
■e's  career,  so  was  a  humble,  insignificant 
)wer  the  means  of  his  perseverance  and  ulti- 
ate  success.  He  told  Miss  Bremer  that  in 
s  early  life  he  often  walked  from  tliirty  to 
rty  miles  a  day  on  his  botanical  rambles, 
itiently  exploring  the  vegetable  growths  as  he 
ent  along.  On  one  such  occasion  he  sat 
Dwn  in  a  sterile  waste,  his  mind  as  bleak  and 
reary  as  the  spot,  oppressed  by  a  sense  of 
le  small  success  he  had  enjoyed,  and  of  the 
ttle  use  which  his  course  of  life  appeared  to 
romise.  He  was  just  ready  to  abandon  it, 
hen  his  eye  caught  sight  of  a  little  flower. 
[e  gathered   it,    and  finding   to  his    surprise 
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that  it  was  one  which  even  Linnaeus  had  over-  ij 
looked,  accepted  it  as  a  sign  of  approval  from 
Heaven,  and  never  afterwards  wavered. 

He  now  lives  peacefully  at  Upsala  as  Pro- 
fessor emeritus,  after  this  university  and  that 
of  Lund  had  respectively  disputed  the  honour  of 
his  connection.  His  great  and  benevolent 
mind,  which  extends  far  beyond  the  mere 
classification  of  toadstools,  lichens,  and  liver- 
worts, embraces  with  interest  all  subjects  of 
general  enlightenment  and  utility. 

Professor  Fries  was  assuredly  one  of  the  very 
first  to  awaken  the  present  interest,  not  in 
**the  common  objects  of  the  sea-shore,"  alone, 
but  of  the  whole  land  itself,  and,  not  the  least, 
amongst  the  cryptogamia.  Photography  faith- 
fully reflects  the  lichens  equally  with  the  proud 
castle-wall  to  which  they  cling ;  Pre-Kaphael- 
iteism  goes  down  on  its  knees  to  paint  creeping 
mosses  ;  nature-printing  and  Ward's  cases 
preserve  polypody  and  maiden-hair  ;  aquariums 
contain  waving  algae ;  sanitary  measures  look 
closely  after  dry-rot,  potato  -  disease,  and 
diphtheria,  at  the  same  time  that  the  works 
of  Badham  and  Berkeley  in  England,  and 
recently  of  J.  W.  Smitt  in  Sweden,  treat  of 
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the   innocuous   fungi,   as   an    invaluable    and 
inexhaustible  supply  of  food. 

If  this  country,  therefore,  were  to  follow  the 
example  not  only  of  Italy,  but  of  Kussia,  and 
even  Finland,  and  make  use  of  the  fungi  as 
food,  a  whole  nation  might  be  sustained  by 
it.  Mr.  Smitt  is  ardent  in  philanthropic  zeal 
on  the  subject,  supported  by  Professor  Fries, 
the  Government,  and  the  press. 

o 

Arsta  has,  in  consequence,  like  every  other 
place,  talked  of  eating  toadstools,  but  no  species 
has  as  yet  come  to  table,  excepting  common 
mushrooms,  and  these  appearing  like  scraps  of 
white  kid  gloves  fried  in  butter,  were  treated 
with  the  greatest  contempt,  as  poor  and  insipid. 
Nor  was  this  any  wonder,  for  the  gills  were 
carefully  stripped  away  and  the  white  cap  only 
preserved.  It  was  in  vain  that  I,  with  my 
English  knowledge,  sought  to  enlighten  them ; 
I  was  assured  that  **No  Swede  would  eat  the 
beard  of  the  toadstool !  '*  Professor  Fries,  the 
Government,  and  the  press,  have  yet  more  to 
do  before  Sweden  will  understand  the  mush- 
room. 

Thursday,  Sept,  29th. — Sven  and  Kjiut  have 
arrived  with  the  empty  milk-cans,  and  ovei*flow 
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with  life.  Their  school-rooms  are  undergoing 
a  cleansing  operation,  and  the  boys  have  a  two 
days'  holiday ;  added  to  this,  they  are  all  in 
excitement  about  the  gay  doings  in  Stockholm 
in  honour  of  our  English  Prince  and  Princess 
of  Wales.  They  tell  us  that  they  stood  for  hours 
in  the  crowd  on  the  night  of  their  arrival,  and 
managing  to  squeeze  themselves  amongst  the 
horses  of  the  mounted  guard,*  had  a  perfect  view 
of  the  distinguished  foreigners.  Many  of  their 
school  comrades  had  been  on  board  the  English 
yacht,  and  returned  with  their  pockets  full  of 
* 'checks,"  (cakes,  or  biscuit),  given  to  them 
by  the  generous  sailors.  The  sailors  and 
ofi&cers  who  were  seen  walking  about  the 
streets  of  Stockholm  were  a  wonder  to  every- 
body, being  all  of  them  such  *'  fine  and  delicate 
gentlemen." 

The  Herr  Patron  declared  that  the  other 
day,  when  out  in  the  fields,  the  ground  shook 
under  him  from  the  distant  firing  in  honour  of 
the  Eoyal  guests.  It  is  wonderful  to  him  that 
we  within  doors  did  not  also  feel  it- 
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LAST  FAREWELLS. 
Tuesday,  October  5th. — Again  in  Stock- 

o 

holm.  Arsta  left  behind  as  a  glorious  and 
happy  dream  ! 

Aunt  Solberg  and  Selma  accompanied  me 
into  town  this  morning  amongst  a  second 
supply  of  flowers  and  apples,  and  will  be  here 
almost  immediately  to  dinner. 

Everything  seems  hurried  and  strange ;  the 
only  object  of  calm  is  Tante  Fredrika,  yet  even 
she  is  somewhat  grieved  and  disappointed.  It 
had  been  arranged  for  me  to  stay  as  long  as 

o 

possible  at  Arsta  until  she  had  so  far  settled 
her  affairs  as  to  be  at  liberty  to  accompany  me 
to  Gothenburg.  She  had  kindly  wished  me  to 
remain, '^at  least  over  the  winter,  with  her  ;  and 
when  this  proved  inexpedient,  had  next 
suggested  a  fortnight  together  in  Copenhagen, 
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which  had  finally  resolved  itself  into  a  delightful 
little  scheme  of  a  week's  journey  in  each  others' 
company  by  the  great  canal,  ''  Sweden's  blue 
ribbon,  which  unites  the  Baltic  with  the  North 
Sea."  •         V 

This  was  to  be  undertaken  during  St.  Brita's 
summer,  when  the  moon  also  would  be  at  the 
full.  Tante  Fredrika  had  often  spoken  with 
pleasure  of  this  little  scheme  during  our  latter 
days  at  Arsta,  telling  me  how  she  should  enjoy 
visiting  with  me  St.  Brita's  ancient  convent  of 
Wadstena,  now  celebrated  for  its  manufacture 
of  lace ;  climbing  great  KinnekuUe ;  sailing 
over  the  mighty  lakes  of  Wetter  and  Wener ; 
inspecting  the  wonderful  basaltic  pillars  of 
Halleberg  and  Hunneberg ;  standing  by  the 
foaming  waters  of  the  broad  triple  falls  of  TroU- 
hattan,  and  seeing  together  the  banks  of  the 
grand  Gota  river,  of  which  the  American  Hudson 
had  reminded  her ;  and  last  of  all,  having  in 
Gothenburg  itself  the  pleasure  of  visiting  her 
intimate  friends  Magister  and  Mrs.  Hedlund. 

Now,  a  concurrence  of  adverse  circumstances 
will  detain  her  in  Stockholm,  whilst  I,  in  order 
to  secure  moonlight  for  the  canal  journey  and 
a  prosperous  return  to  England  by  packet  from 
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Gothenburg,  must  leave  for  that  toAvn  on  Fri- 
day evening.  The  disappointment  is  very 
great  to  me,  and  apparently  to  my  land  friend 
also.  She,  however,  would  not  decide  till  I 
joined  her  here.  Now,  it  seems  the  wisest  plan, 
but  in  order  yet  to  give  me  pleasure  I  am  pro- 
mised the  company  of  Hulda  as  far  as  Scider- 
telje. 

October  6th, — One  of  dear  Tante  Fredrika's 
kind  intentions  in  my  remaining  at  Arsta  after 
she  left,  was  that  I  might  avoid  the  great 
bustle  of  the  annual  Sittings  which  take  place 
on  the  1st  of  this  month.  But  the  bustle  and 
the  confusion  have  not  yet  ceased.  Scraps  of 
paper  and  straw  lie  scattered  before  street- 
doors.  Stadshdrare  are  in  universal  request. 
Glancing  through  the  window,  I  see  at  this 
moment  two  carrying  a  chest  of  drawers,  a 
second  couple  toiling  carefully  along  with  an 
immense  chandelier  between  them ;  one  man 
carrying  a  gentleman's  fur  cloak  over  his 
shoulder,  a  quantity  of  books  under  his  arm, 
and  a  violin  in  his  hand ;  a  fourth  marches 
along  with  an  immense  arm-chair  turned  upside 
down  on  his  head.  Packing  cases  and  furniture 
vans  are  unaccustomed  luxuries  here. 
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Amongst  other  flittings  which  have  taken 
place  may  be  mentioned  that  of  Fru  Knutsson, 
who  has  arrived  at  the  opinion  that  the  keeping 
of  an  eating-house  is  her  specialty,  offering  at 
the  same  time  a  first-rate  opening  for  Herman 
and  Fritz.  She  has,  therefore,  developed  into 
a  public  character.  Another  family  occupies 
her  rooms,  and  I,  for  the  few  days  of  my  stay, 
am  located  in  a  comfortable  apartment  which 
Tante  Fredrika  has  kindly  had  prepared  for 
my  reception. 

My  mind  is  in  a  state  of  bewilderment  as  to 
where  the  humbler  folk  are  to  be  found.  I 
have  been  racing  hither  and  thither,  only  to 
meet  with  new  faces  where  I  expected  old 
familiar  ones.  Mamsell  Lundgren,  a  clever 
sort  of  lady's-maid,  who  attends  you  for  a  riks- 
daler,  dressing  your  hair  and  arranging  your 
toilet  in  the  first-rate  style — why  is  there  not 
such  a  class  in  England  ? — ^was  gone  from  her 
old  abode,  and  when  found  in  her  new  one  was 
in  the  agonies  of  settling  down,  and  could  do 
nothing;  The  Mesdames  Vendelkraka  were 
inacessible ;  and  the  Countess  Segersall  and 
her  daughter,  having,  fortunately  for  them- 
selves, come  into  a  little  property,  had  removed 
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from  amongst  the  pauvres  Jionteuses,  Hulda 
thought  she  Imew  where  they  were  to  be  found, 
and  we  went  together  in  search  of  them. 
Knocking  at  the  supposed  right  door,  we  find 
ourselves  in  the  confusion  and  dust  of  a  flitting, 
but  are  sent  to  the  floor  above ;  here  new 
people  are  just  come,  they  know  nothing  of 
anybody,  but  advise  us  to  inquire  a  stoi-y 
higher.  We  do  so,  and  after  meeting  with 
flitting  evidences  on  the  right  hand  and  the 
left,  finally,  to  our  great  delight,  find  ourselves 
in  the  presence  of  the  Countess  Segersiill,  who 
is  very  cheery  in  the  midst  of  sunshine,  with 
furniture  and  flower-pots  all  in  confusion,  and 
merry  canaries  singing  a  thanksgiving  for  their 
enlarged  locality.  The  poor  old  Countess  said 
that  everything  was  going  on  well  with  them, 
for  though  both  she  and  her  daughter  were 
still  ailing,  they  were  greatly  better  for  their 
improved  circumstances. 

Amongst  all  the  flittings  and  changings  by 
which  I  find  myself  surrounded,  there  is  one  of 
far  greater  moment  than  the  rest.  Miss  Venn- 
berg  is  preparing  for  her  speedy  removal  to  a 
home  not  made  by  human  hands.  She  who 
has  long  gone  about  doing  good,  is  now  to  re- 
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move  to  that  land  **  where  the  wicked  cease 
from  troubhng  and  the  weary  are  at  rest."  The 
King,  during  this  autumn,  has  had  a  gold 
medal  struck  for  her,  on  which  are  the  words 
**  For  praiseworthy  deeds,"  to  be  worn  as  an 
order,  with  a  dark  blue  ribbon.  This  was  quite 
unexpected  by  her,  but,  gratifying  as  it  was,  the 
time  for  earthly  honours  was  past. 

Tante  Fredrika  had  written  to  me  at  Arsta 
immediately  on  her  return,  saying  that,  to  her 
great  sorrow,  she  found  her  beloved  Lotten 
sick  unto  death.  She  had  been  for  two  weeks 
to  S(3dertelje  but  no  favourable  result  had  fol- 
lowed the  change. 

We  have  been  this  afternoon  to  see  her.  In 
countenance  and  manners  she  is  as  cheerful  as 
ever.  She  speaks  with  calmness  of  her  coming 
change,  and  is  bequeathing  her  poor  proteges  to 
her  various  friends.  Her  sister  is  her  loving, 
faithful  attendant,  and  when  we  left  accom- 
panied her  for  a  drive,  she  being  now  too  feeble 
to  walk.  The  carriage  passed  us  shortly  after- 
wards in  the  street,  and  never  shall  I  forget  the 
last  bright  smile  and  kind  recognition  of  this 
incomparable  woman  which  I  received  as  she 
drove  by. 
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Tante  Fredrika  has  chosen  my  cabin  in  the 
fine  vessel  the  Admiral  von  Platen  ;  she  has  been 
twice  down  to  the  packet  herself  to  make  sure 
that  all  is  as  comfortable  as  possible  for  me  ;  she 
has  also  provided  me  with  an  excellent  coloured 
chart  of  the  route,  with  illustrations  and  letter- 
press. Her  kindness  and  her  forethought  for  me 
are  not  to  be  told.  My  heart  is  very  heavy  in 
this  approaching  separation  from  her. 

Unfortunately,  Hulda  cannot  go  to  Sodertelje 
with  me.  The  vessel  passes  that  place  in  the 
dead  of  night,  and  at  that  hour  she  would  have 
no  means  of  returning  to  Stockholm. 

Oct.  7th.  Afternoon. — I  have  been  to  the 
Seminarium  for  the  last  time.  It  is  now  in  full 
operation  for  another  session.  The  preparatory 
school  has  developed  into  a  splendid  educational 
institute  for  young  girls,  and  occupies  an  ex- 
tensive suite  of  apartments  above  the  Semi- 
narium. Here  to  my  joy  I  again  met  my 
genial  Upsala  friend,  Thora  Kappasigma,  busy 
amongst  a  large  class  of  girls.  Here  too  were 
Ingeborg  and  Edla,  thoroughly  in  their  element. 
We  had  met  before  at  a  little  party  at  Tante 
Fredrika' s. 

Saturday    Night,    Oct.   Sth. — On  board  the 
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Platen,  We  have  just  crossed  Lake  Roxen ; 
there  is  a  rattle  and  rumble  and  a  sudden  lull. 
The  vessel  has  to  be  heaved  up  no  less  than 
fifteen  sluices,  the  young  stewardess  tells  me. 
She  is  very  civil  and  obliging  to  the  two  young 
Swedish  ladies  and  myself,  who  form  the  entire 
number  of  first-class  passengers.  We  have, 
indeed,  I  believe,  the  steamer  to  ourselves. 

The  last  two  days  have  been  a  hurried  con- 
fusion, the  events  seem  now  entangled  into  an 
inextricable  mass.  Yet  all  was  done  and  said 
in  time.  Then  came  the  last  sad  leave-taking 
from  my  beloved  Tante  Fredrika,  at  about  nine 
o'clock  at  night,  just  on  the  same  [spot  where 
she  had  so  lovingly  welcomed  me,  the  stranger 
in  Stockholm,  little  more  than  a  year  ago. 

Everything  now  was  wonderfully  familiar. 
It  seemed  almost  as  a  dream,  when,  a  few 
minutes  later,  the  luggage  having  been  trans- 
ported some  hours  before  to  the  boat,  by 
two  old  acquaintances  of  Sara's,  whom  she 
likewise  accompanied,  I  was  walking  between 
dear  Hulda  and  faithful  Sara,  who  persisted  in 
overloading  themselves  that  I  might  go  empty- 
handed.  Every  stone  in  quiet  Brunkeberg  Torg  ( 
^eemed  an  old  acquaintance.     The  palace,  the 
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Riddarhus,  were  successively  passed,  and  were 
objects  so  very  familiar  that  it  seemed  impos- 
sible but  that  I  must  pass  them  again.  Very 
soon,  far  too  soon,  we  arrived  at  the  large  black 
vessel  lying  in  the  dark  Millar  waters,  with  a  few 
lights  from  the  lofty  Sodermalm  reflected  in 
them.  The  silent  finger  of  the  clock  on  Riddar- 
holm  church  by  the  quay,  crept  on,  and  the  mo- 
ment came  when  Hulda  and  Sara  must  return 
to  dear  Tante  Fredrika,  who  was  left  alone. 

A  lamp  at  a  short  distance  gave  me  the  last 
sight  of  Hulda,  who,  with  her  face  buried  in 
her  handkerchief,  was  evidently  led  away  by 
Sara  in  her  coaxing  manner.  The  quay  was 
quite  deserted.  All  was  still  on  deck  where  I 
stood.  A  great  silence  prevailed  until  suddenly 
the  sharp  rattle  of  a  drosky  on  the  stones  was 
heard  approaching.  It  came  up,  then  stopped 
abruptly.  It  was  evidently  bringing  passen- 
gers. I  turned  to  look,  and  then,  in  joyful 
amazement,  beheld  one  well-lmown  figure  after 
another  crossing  the  plank. 

First,  Thora  Kappasigma,  then  Lucia,  and 
after  her  Edla  and  Ingeborg.  What  a  meeting 
that  was !  They  would  allow  no  parting  to 
take  place  earlier  than  possible.    Tli^y  inspected 
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my  little  cabin,  adorning  it  with  flowers  which 
they  had  brought  with  them.  They  came 
loaded  with  kind  messages  from  Aunt  Jane,  and 
spread  a  perfect  sunshine  around.  At  length 
the  time  came  when  they  must  return  to  their 
drosky.  The  church  clock  solemnly  struck  ten, 
the  vessel  would  be  anon  in  motion. 

All  peace  and  repose  rest  over  Stockholm ! 

In  Gothenburg,  a  stay  of  several  days  oc- 
curred which  was  rendered  extremely  agreeable 
and  interesting  to  me,  not  only  from  the  kind- 
ness of  the  hospitable  friends  who  had  first 
welcomed  me  to  Sweden,  but  by  an  introduction 
to  the  highly  gifted  Swedish  author,  Victor 
Kydberg.  It  was  also  a  great  pleasure  and 
privilege  to  become  further  acquainted  with 
Miss  Bremer's  excellent  and  justly  esteemed 
friend  Magister  Hedlund,  who,  with  his  wife, 
devote  themselves  to  the  well-being  and  en- 
lightenment of  all  classes  in  Gothenburg.  Nor 
are  children  overlooked  by  them.  The  well- 
conducted  Kindergarten  owes  much  of  its  suc- 
cess to  the  efforts  of  Mrs.  Hedlund,  whose 
children  are  amongst  the  happy  little  ones  who 
flourish  there. 
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CHAPTER  XXI. 

THE  CLOSE  OF  A  NOBLE  LIFE. 

The  following  letters,  which  I  had  the 
pleasure  of  receiving  from  my  beloved  friend, 
are  inserted  to  show  not  only  the  unwearied 
kindness  and  affectionate  tenderness  of  her 
nature,  but  also  to  serve  as  a  slight  chronicle 
of  events  which  interested  her,  and  of  her  own 
movements  during  the  last  year  of  her  earthly 
sojourn. 

The  first  letter  was  received  from  her  whilst 
I  was  in  Gothenburg. 

**  Stockholm,  Oct,  10. 

**  I  felt,  my  dearest  Margret,  on  the  evening 
when  you  left  me,  that  I  had  forgotten  some- 
thing which  you  ought  to  have  had.  The 
next  morning  I  remembered  it,  and  now  I  can- 
not  let  Mrs.   Badmemory  justify  herself  and 
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triumph  over  Mrs.  Goodmemory,  as  she  is  dis- 
posed to  do.  I  rush  after  you,  therefore,  my  dear 
Margret,  by  post,  to  fasten  your  shawl  with 
a  pin  which  holds  an  agate  from  Jerusalem, 
which  I  have  had  made  for  you,  and  to  give 
yau  an  illustrated  handbook  of  Stockholm, 
which  will  remind  you  of  your  rambles,  and 
also  tell  you  that  there  is  always  a  home  for 
you  there  and  a  loving  friend  in  that  home  who 
will  be  cordially  glad  to  see  you. 

**  You  will  find  also  with  this  postscript  of 
mine,  some  little  Scandinavian  angels  which 
you  saw  in  my  home,  but  which  can  no  longer 
enjoy  themselves  there  now  you  are  gone. 
They,  hearing  that  I  was  sending  off  a  parcel  to 
reach  you  before  you  leave  Sweden,  have  taken 
the  opportunity  of  creeping  in,  so  that  they 
may  accompany  you  to  England,  where  they 
desire  to  dwell  with  you  in  your  own  room,  if 
you  will  allow  it.  Allow  them  this  pleasure, 
my  dear  Margret,  because  it  proves  what  con- 
fidence the  angels  have  in  you.  They  know 
that  in  you  they  have  a  friend  who  confides  in 
them,  and  whom,  therefore,  they  wish  to  accom- 
pany through  life,  even  in  the  great  noisy  world 
of  London.     The  little  praying  angel  desires 
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above  all  things,  as  it  tells  me,  to  be  your  own 
angel. 

(This  is  a  sepia  painting  on  ivory,  done  by 
Miss  Bremer  herself.) 

**  Morning  and  evening,  and  many  times 
through  the  day,  have  Hulda  and  I  thought  and 
talked  of  you  with  a  deep  sense  of  your  loss, 
and  now  our  thoughts  attend  you  on  the  jour- 
ney west,  rejoicing  that  the  weather  is  beautiful, 
and  wishful  to  drive  from  you  all  bad  weather 
and  autumnal  frost.  So  far  they  have  suc- 
ceeded. 

•         •••*«• 
*^  Your  old,  cordially  loving  and  sisterly  friend, 

In  order  to  keep  unbroken  the  chain  of 
events  which  concern  Miss  Bremer,  I  must 
here  mention,  that  on  the  4th  of  November,  the 
excellent  Lotten  Vennberg  passed  away  from 
works  to  rewards  ;  nor  will  it,  I  trust,  be  con- 
sidered out  of  place  if  I  adopt  Miss  Bremer's 
words,  taken  from  a  little  memoir  which 
she  wrote  soon  afterwards  of  this  admirable 
woman  : — 

**  On  November  4th,  the  morning  when  the 
inhabitants  of  Stockliolm  were  preparing  for  the 
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great  national  festival  (which  would  celebrate 
the  fifty  years'  union  of  Sweden  and  Norway), 
the  moment  Y/hen  the  church  bells  were  ringing; 
for  the  thanksgiving  service,  the  beloved  suf- 
ferer, surrounded  by  her  dear  relatives  and 
friends,  breathed  her  last.  I  saw  her  a  couple 
of  hours  afterwards.  Death  had  given  to  her 
features  a  patent  of  nobility  which  endowed 
them  with  a  solemn,  peaceful  beauty.  Some- 
thing great  seemed  to  have  been  enacted  within 
her  during  the  last  hour.  A  few  days  later, 
and  a  black  coffin  stood  in  the  beautiful  choir 
of  St.  James's,  entirely  covered  with  wreaths 
and  bouquets  of  real  flowers,  and  a  voice  clear 
and  beautiful  as  that  of  an  angel  sang  from 
the  altar — 

**  *  From  earth  thou  art  taken  ;  earth  shalt 
thou  again  become.  Jesus  Christ  shall  raise 
thee  at  the  last  day.' 

**  The  sun  shone  pleasantly  through  the  tall 
windows.  The  church  was  filled  by  men  and 
women  of  all  classes.  Few  eyes  were  dry. 
When  the  procession  slowly  moved  to  St. 
John's  churchyard  (which  appropriate  place 
of  burial  she  herself  had  chosen),  the  poor  and 
the  aged,  supported  on  sticks  and  crutches,  stood 
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leaning  against  the  houses,  to  watch  with  tear- 
ful eyes  the  remains  of  one  who  had  so  often 
brought  them  help  and  comfort  carried  to  the 
grave.  The  overseers  of  the  poor,  and  many 
admirers,  too,  joined  the  procession.  The  sun 
shone,  a  gentle  spring-like  wind  breathed 
through  the  autumn  air.  A  shower  of  flowers 
and  green  wreaths  fell  into  the  grave  on  the 
coffin  in  the  pleasant  churchyard,  and  were 
accompanied  by  tender  last  looks  of  love. 
Then  the  earth  fell  with  a  dull,  heavy  sound, 
and  all  became  silent  around  the  grave  of 
Lotten  Vennberg. 

**  The  good  Lotten  has  left  noble  workers 
behind  her,  none  more  so  than  the  Queen  her- 
self, who  has  erected  a  living  monument  to  her 
memory,  under  the  name  of  *  ^Lotten  Vemiberg's 
Fund  for  the  Needy." 

*'  This  fund,  which  the  Queen  has  herself  en- 
dowed, is  intended  to  provide  for  and  to  protect 
SQch  cases  of  human  destitution  and  suffering 
as  would  have  called  forth  Lotten  Vennberg's 
sympathy  and  aid  ;  thus,  in  the  Home  for  the 
Sick ;  in  the  Children's  Hospital ;  in  the  Home 
for  Destitute  Children ;  and,  finally,  in  the 
general  help  afforded  to  poor  but  respectable 
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people,  tlie  memory  of  this  merciful  woman' 
may  be  loved  and  blessed  as  long  as  the  needy, 
the  neglected,  and  the  incurable  are  to  be  found 
in  Stockholm  ;  that  is  to  say,  for  ever." 

In  the  establishment  of  this  fund,  Miss 
Bremer,  as  might  be  expected^  took  a  great 
share,  and  in  a  letter,  which  will  be  given  in 
due  course,  it  will  be  seen  that  she  speaks  of 
its  satisfactory  issue. 

The  ioss  of  the  letter  mentioned  in  the  fol- 
lowing, dated  Dec.  28th,  I  must  ever  deplore, 
especially  as  my  dear  friend,  in  the  hope  of  its 
happily  reaching  me,  never  fully  supplied  its 
loss. 

"Dearest  Margret, 

'M  wrote  you  a  long  letter  on-Christmas 
Eye,  giving  you  all  the  news,  both  great  and 
small,  about  people  and  things,  which  had  inte- 
rested you  in  Sweden,  with  copies  of  the  King's 
poems ;  and,  truth  to  say,  I  was  well  pleased 
with  my  letter,  as  being  a  faithful  chronicle  of 

our  life  here.     This  letter  I  entrusted  io -, 

for  the  post.  .But  the  good  creature  had  so 
much  to  do  that  day,  so  many  Christmas  com- 
missions to  execute,  and  so  much  Christmas 
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work  to  finish  for  three  Christmas-trees,  that 
when  she  came  to  the  post-office  the  letter  was 
not  to  be  found.  How  unhappy  she  was  you 
may  imagine.  My  hope,  however,  is,  that  the 
letter  may  have  fallen  into  honest  hands,  been 
duly  posted,  and  received  by  you  ere  this 
arrives.  This  is  possible  ;  therefore  I  will  not 
repeat  its  contents,  but  wait  to  know  the  result. 

**  Now  for  a  few  words  about  ourselves,  and 
the  small  events  which  are  not  related  in  my 
former  missing  letter. 

*'  Our  Christmas  Eve  was  very  lively.  Eleven 
little  children  gathered  round  the  Christmas- 
tree,  which  was  laden  with  apples  and  cakes, 
and  lighted  up  with  wax  tapers.  The  poor 
little  ones  received  gifts  of  clothing,  as  well  as 
cakes  and  sweetmeats  and  apples,  which  were 
given  also  to  the  others,  together  with  dancing 
figures  of  Huld^-'s  catting,  which  had  been  Imng 
amongst  the  twigs,  with  little  red  and  blue 
paper  baskets,  also  the   work   of  her  hands. 

Edla  G ,  who  was  also  here,  explamed  in 

the  most  masterly  manner  the  signification  of 
the  evening,  exhibiting  for  this  purpose  two 
pictures — the  one  representing  the  vision   of 
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the   shepherds,   and  the  other    the  cradle  in 

Bethlehem.      My  brother   and  sister  Q , 

Jenny,  and  a  young  girl  from  the  Seminarium, 
were  my  only  other  guests.  The  day  was 
especially  fine,  and  our  market-place  so  full  of 
fir-trees  and  Christmas  stalls  that  it  resembled 
a  great  fair.  It  looked  quite  lively  and  charm- 
ing, and  the  lanterns,  the  glowworms,  as  you 
called  them,  on  every  booth  and  stall,  made  a 
perfect  illumination. 

**  I  have  told  you  all  about  the  great  festival, 
for  the  pauvres  honteuses,  in  my  former  letter ; 
therefore  of  this  I  will  say  nothing. 

•         •         •         *         •         •         •         •' 

o 

'*  All  are  well  at  Arsta.     Sophie  is  now  at 

home   for   Christmas.      About  Jenny   K 

and  the  Seminarium  I  have  told  you  every 
thiiig  in  the  missing  letter,  which  I  cannot  but 
trust  you  will  receive* 

•  •  •  •  •  k*  • 

'^  On  New-year's  Day  I  shall  have  rice-pud- 
ding, lilt  fish,  and  tarts  for  the  new  American 
minister  and  his  wife, — she  is  a  most  sweet 

and  interesting  person,: — the  Q^ s,  and  Olof 

Eneroth. 

"  God  be  with  thee,  my  beloved  Margret,. 
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and  make  thee  as  happy  as  I  wish  thee  to  be, 
because  more  than  that  is  not  possible,  even 
to  our  Lord  ! 

**  Thy  affectionate  old  friend, 

**  Stockholm,  April  5,  18G5. 
**I  cannot,  ought  not,  ivill  not  longer  delay 
writing  to  you  my  dearest  Margret.  I  have  a 
strong  impression  in  my  mind  that  you  are 
longing  to  hear  from  me,  and  I  have  long 
wished  to  write,  but  have  deferred  it  day  after 
day  in  the  hope  of  more  leisure.  But  never 
has  my  time  been  so  much  occupied  as  during 
the  past  winter,  so  that  I  have  had  no  leisure 
even  for  my  more  immediate  interests.  Nor  is  it 
much  better  with  me  now,  and  my  writing-table 
is  covered  with  letters  both  from  home  and 
abroad,  which  demand  answers.  Your  letter 
of  January,  however,  my  dear  Margret,  shall 
wait  no  longer,  and  therefore  I  now  take  up  my 
pen  to  tell  you  how  heartily  I  thank  you  for  it, 
and  then  what  farther  the  heart  and  mind 
dictate. 

•         •••#••• 

**  Winter  now  is  over  in  Sweden  !    And  what 
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a  winter  I  There  has  not  in  the  memory  of 
man  been  known  in  Stockholm  cold  equally 
extreme,  and  that  through  many  weeks. 
*  Think  only  if  Margret  were  here  1 '  we  have 
said  many  a  time,  *  then  she  would  have 
known  what  a  northern  winter  is  I '  And  such 
snow  !  Terrible  snow-storms  in  all  parts  of  the 
country.  The  railroad  has  been  snowed  up  for 
whole  days  together.  The  ice  still  covers  all 
the  lakes  and  rivers,  and  will  do  so  till  May.  I 
have  felt  almost  glad  that  you  were  not  here, 
in  the  belief  that  you  would  have  suffered 
so  much  from  the  cold.  In  the  mean- 
time the  hearts  of  the  Stockholm  people  were 
warm,  and  so  much  fuel  was  provided  for  the 
poor,  that  I  really  believe  they  were  more  com- 
fortable in  this  respect  than  usual. 

f*  Within  the  last  few  days  there  has  been 
a  change  ;  the  sun  shines,  and  people  are  begin- 
ning to  breathe  again,  to  look  cheerful,  and  to 
think  about  the  country  and  summer. 

'*  What  shall  I  say  about  the  winter  ?  To 
me  it  has  been  neither  interesting  nor  amusing. 
Yet  the  American  war,  with  its  great  and 
happy  results  for  the  future  and  for  humanity, 
has  been   a  topic    of  much    consolatory  and 
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invigorating  thought.     Besides,  I  have  had  so 
little  time  either  for  repose  or  reflection  ;  never- 
theless, I  have  been  able  to  do  some  good  to  my 
neighbour,  and  in  so  far  I  have  had  satisfaction. 
I  will  send  you  a  paper  which  will  make  you 
acquainted  with  one  of  my  undertakings,  which 
has  succeeded  beyond  all  hope.    (This  refers  to 
a  warm-hearted   appeal   which   she  made   on 
behalf  of  the  unhappy  Hagel,  the  Prime  Minis- 
ter  of  Fun.)     There   has  been   in  Stockholm 
great  want  both  of  work  and  of  money  amongst 
the  poor,  and  in  consequence  much  misery,  and 
considerable  sums  have  been  raised  for  their 
relief    amongst    the     wealthy.       Magnificent 
festivals  and  dinners  have  been  given  by  the 
Court  and  the  ministers,  and  especially  in  the 
palace  of  Prince  Oscar.  The  theatre  also  has  been 
much  frequented,  and  benevolent  undertakings 
have  prospered,  for  it  is  a  fact  that  whenever 
the  question  is  of  amusement  or  of  charity,  the 
Swede  has  always  money.     Lotten  Vennberg's 
fund  has  increased  to  nearly  12,000  riksdalers, 
and  the  asylum  for  the  pauvres  honteuses  has  had 
a  great  acquisition  of  means  in  consequence  of 
a   bazaar,    which   was   held    for    its    benefit. 
There  are  now  twenty  old  ladies  in  this  home, 
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who  have  every  day  a  good  dinner,  and  are — so 
happy  ! 

''  In  my  home  all  has  been  quiet  and  peace- 
ful, only  empty  since  my  dear  Margret  left  it. 

The  charming  and  amiable   Mrs.   M has 

now  and  then  in  an  evening  been  seated  in  the 
yellow  damask  easy- chair  which  used  to  be 
yours  and  has  read  to  me,  which  has  been  very 
pleasant.  The  last  book  was  the  *  Essays  and 
Reviews,'  which  produced  so  much  angry 
excitement  in  England,  but  why  I  cannot 
understand.  I  feel  the  deepest  respect  for  the 
spirit  and  the  magnanimity  with  which  they 
are  written,  but  it  seems  to  me  that  in  a  scien- 
tific point  of  view  they  are  far  too  one-sided ; 
they  fall  very  short  of  what  the  soul  requires. 

Mrs.  M finished  '  Westward  Ho  !  '  which 

yon  began  to  read  to  me.  It  is  admirable  and 
magnificent  in  parts,  and  seems  to  me  the  most 
Shakspearian  of  all  Kingsley's  creations,  a  pic- 
ture of  wonderful  power  and  truth.  I  shall 
certainly  write  to  thank  him  for  it  when  I  am 
in  quietness  at  Arsta,  which  will  not,  however, 
be  till  June.  I  have  yet  so  much  to  do  in 
Stockholm.  Ah  !  how  I  long  for  rural  retreat 
and  peace. 
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•  •••••• 

**  My  Hulda,  cheerful,  good,  and  indus- 
trious as  ever,  will  be  established  as  modeller 
at  the  great  china  manufactory  of  Gustafsberg, 
which  makes  her  very  happy.  She  is  now  ear- 
nestly competing  at  the  School  of  Design  for 
the  large  silver  medal,  the  highest  prize.  She 
will  not  be  satisfied  with  any  tiling  less.  Sara 
works  hard  in  the  kitchen,  and  is  excellent  in 

her  department.     She  likes  Mrs.  M ,  but 

of  my  gentlemen  visitors  she  has  lost  her 
especial  favourite. 

'*  Professor  Bergfalk,    Major    M ,    the 

Nilssons,  &c.,  come  to  me  in  the  evening  as 
usual,  and  often  it  is  very  agreeable  ;  but  I  feel 
myself  more  and  more  weary,  and  out  of  tune 
for  company.  I  have  been  very  little  out  this 
winter — only  one  evening. 

•  •••«•• 

**  The  Seminarium  and  the  Normal  School, 
in  which  there  are  now  143  children,  are  both 
flourishing,  and  Mrs.  Thengberg  is  superin- 
tending admirably.  Ingeborg  still  remains  as 
the  teacher  there,  but  Edla  has  been  nominated 
as  principal  of  the  Clara  national  school,  and 
has  thus  not  only  a  very  noble  and  responsible 

c  c 
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work  before  her,  but  a  handsome  salary.  Jenny 

B has    estabHshed    a    Thursday    school 

for  poor  girls,  in  which  she  has  at  present  a 
hundred  scholars  of  all  ages.  Froken  Esselde 
is  going  on  in  good  work,  and  her  magazine 
increases  in  value.  Thus  you  see  that  woman's 
work  and  prospects  are  encouraging  in 
Sweden. 

o 

*'  The  good  Arsta  family  are  all  well.  They 
sent  me  some  apples  not  long  ago. 

*'  What  shall  I  say  more  ?  This  I  will  say, 
that  my  dear  Margret  must  always  bear  in 
mind  that  if  ever  she  have  a  desire  to  come 
again  into  our  high  latitudes,  she  will  find  spa- 
cious rooms  at  Arsta,  and  large,  loving  hearts 
there  to  welcome  her,  and  that  in  my  heart  her 
little  chamber  is  always  ready  to  receive  her. 
In  this  love  I  embrace  thee,  my  child,  and  am 
thy  old  friend,  '^F.  B." 

In  April  of  1865,  soon  after  receiving  the 
above  letter,  I  left  home  for  some  months,  going 
first  to  France,  whence  I  immediately  wrote 
to  my  dear  friend.  This  letter,  full  of  detail,  and 
calculated,  as  I  hoped,  to  give  her  pleasure,  | 
■shared  the  fate  of  hers  to  me  written  at  Christ- 
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mas.  It  was  lost ;  and  in  the  month  of  Jnno 
when  I  too  was  beginning  to  be  anxious  for 
news,  I  received  from  her  the  followinf]^ : — 


**  Stockholm,  7th  June,  1865. 

**  How  is  it,  my  dearest  Margret,  that  I  hear 
no  news  of  you  ?  It  is  now  two  months  since  I 
wrote  you  a  long  letter,  giving  you  all  parti- 
culars about  ourselves,  and  since  then  I  have 
not  had  a  single  line  from  you.  A  packet  of 
books,  it  is  true,  has  come  to  me  from  your 
father  and  you,  for  which  I  am  much  obliged, 
but  books  are  not  the  same  as  letters.  And  I 
wish  so  earnestly  to  know  something  about  my 
dear  child. 

*' As  I  told  you  so  much  in  my  last,  I  will 
now  merely  say  that  I  am  about  to  break  up 
housekeeping,  and  shall  leave  Stockholm 
towards  the  end  of  the   present   month,   and 

o 

remove  to  Arsta,  where  the  Solbergs  are  ready 
to  receive  me. 

•         ••..*. 

**  The  great  events  in  North  America,  and  the 

triumph  of  principle  ;  the  extinction  of  slavery, 

and  the  almost  miraculous  conclusion  of  the 

war ;  the  assassination  of  Lincoln  when  his  work 

c  2 
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was  done — all  this  great  drama  has  been  to  me, 
as  you  will  imagine,  subjects  of  increasing  and 
inconceivable  interest,  and  the  great  victory  for 
the  whole  world  and  humanity,  which  has  been 
the  result  of  the  American  war,  has  been  a  real 
elixir  of  life  to  my  souL 

•  •«•••• 

^^  The  little  book, '  Silas  Marner,'  has  given 
delight  to  all  who  have  read  it,  the  Wredes,  the 
Quidings,  &;c. 

*'  I  cannot  write  more  till  I  know  that  my 
dear  Margret  is  alive  and  well,  and  still  re- 
members her  old  Mend,  *'  F.  B." 

*'  Arsta,  July  Slst,  1865. 

**  At  length,  my  beloved  Margret,  I   have 
received  a  letter  from  you,  and  know  that  you  f 
are  alive  and  well.      ..... 

**  I  was  greatly  surprised  to  hear  that  you 
were  in  France.  .....       f 

*'  I  have  now  been  at  Arsta  for  about  a  month, 
and  wish  that  I  could  have  you  here,  where  I 
believe  you  would  enjoy  yourself  as  you  did  '' 
last  year.     Everything  looks  just  as  it  did  last 
summer.     The  Eeders  are  again  living  in  their 
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wing.  The  Lagers  and  Solbergs  visit  each 
other  almost  every  week,  and  the  young  people 
have  round  games  and  dances.  Last  evening 
they  danced  *  Weaving  Valmar '  and  the  ^  Curt- 
seying Polska/  played  at  *  Borrowing  Fire  from 
a  Neighbour,'  and  other  games,  in  the  lower 
saloon,  till  eleven  o'clock.  Ingeborg,  who  is 
my  guest  for  a  few  days,  danced  and  played 
with  the  3^oung  people,  whilst  Mrs.  Reder,  Mrs. 
Solberg,  and  I,  looked  on.    .... 

**The  treat  for  the  Carl's  school,  atGrdon, 
again  took  place  on  the  14th,  in  the  most 
beautiful  weather,  and  was  precisely  the  same 

as  when  we  were  there  together.  Froken  E 

danced  again  incessantly  with  the  children. 
She,  however,  has  become  stouter  and  stronger, 
and  it  seemed  to  me  that  the  children's  sand- 
wiches were  more  enormous  both  in  size  and 
number  than  last  year.  In  every  respect  this 
institution  appears  to  be  increasingly  pros- 
perous.     ....... 

**  I  have  not  much  news  to  send  which  can 
interest  you.  You  will  have  read  in  the  papers 
of  the  great  tropical  heat  which  has  prevailed 
here,  together  with  thunder-storms  and  heavy 
rain.  .         .         .         •         •  • 
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*' Arsta,  September  26thf  1865. 
*^  My  Beloved  Margret, 

^'  I  have  written  so  long  a  letter  to-day  to  your 
dear  sister  that  I  have  only  time  to  write  a 
short  note  to  you.  But  write  I  must  and  will, 
in  order  to  thank  you  for  your  letter  from  Clarens, 
where  it  was  a  great  pleasure  to  know  that  you 
had  met  with  my  charming  friend  Mrs.  Campbell. 

*'Life  at  Arsta  is  very  quiet  now,  for  the 
Keders  have  left,  and  four  of  the  Solbergs  are 
in  Stockholm.  Therese  is  gone  with  Sofie  in 
order  to  enter  the  Academy  of  Music  as  a  pupil, 
for  she  has  a  fine  voice  and  great  musical 
understanding.  Before  this  dispersion  of  our 
young  people,  I  had  a  party  for  the  Eeders,  the 
Lagers,  and  the  Solbergs,  which  was  quite 
successful,  dancing  and  singing  going  on  till 
half-past  eleven.     .         .         .         .         . 

*^My  birthday,  which  you  and  the  others, 
my  dear  child,  made  so  beautiful  for  me  last 
year,  was  celebrated  very  sweetly  by  my  young 
friends.  I  was  now  greeted  in  the  morning  with 
the  *  Hosianna '  hymn,  and  other  beautiful 
songs,  under  my  window ;  the  same  also  at  night. 
And  now,  my  very  dear  young  friend,  you  may 
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3ee  your  old  friend  sitting  in  the  evening  at  a 
nice  spinning-wheel,  spinning,  spinning  merrily 
[n  company  with  Mrs.  Solberg,  and  quite  de- 
lighted with  this  occupation  for  the  autumn  and 
winter  evenings.  In  the  forenoons,  I  read  and 
write  in  the  large  rooms  you  remember — the 
boudoir  and  the  saloon.  My  last  literary 
work  is  a  kind  of  compendium  for  children,  or 
indeed  for  older  readers,  of  my  travels  in  Pales- 
tine. The  first  part  only  will  be  published  by 
Christmas.     I  shall  send  it  to  you. 

**  Your  loving  old  friend, 

Miss  Bremer  might  be  said,  at  this  time,  to 
stand  as  a  venerable  oak,  under  the  fostering 
shadow  of  which  had  sprung  up  many  saplings, 
the  offspring  of  her  own  great  intellect  and 
iivinely-inspired  heart.  As  all  had  derived  life 
md  strength  from  her,  so  now  they  looked 
ipwards  towards  heaven  through  her  branches. 
But  as  there  can  be  no  perfected  development 
n  shadow,  and  as  in  God's  work  there  is  no 
stuntedness  nor  dwarfing  of  life,  the  parent- 
iree  was  removed  as  much  for  the  sake  of  this 
pungcr  generation  as  for  the  higher  uses  for 
tvliich  itself  was  needed. 
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Miss  Bremer,  far  happier  than  most,  was 
permitted  to  see  all  her  noblest  aspirations 
crowned  with  success.  Young,  vigorous,  pure- 
minded  women,  her  own  spiritual  daughters, 
were  growing  up  around  her  to  carry  on  her 
work,  calmly  and  wisely  to  realize  every  dream 
of  her  ardent  and  philanthropic  mind.  Never 
surely  was  a  human  life  more  fully  crowned 
with  success.  Scarcely  had  she  a  cherished 
desire,  whether  as  regarded  individuals,  classes, 
or  nations,  especially  Sweden  and  America — 
those  two  countries  to  which  her  heart's  love 
was  given — of  which  she  was  not  permitted  to 
see  the  accomplishment.  Her  very  soul  sang  a 
Te  Deum  Laudamus  over  the  new  dawn  of  peace 
and  the  extinction  of  slavery  in  America,  also 
over  the  important  changes  introduced  early  in 
last  December  in  the  representation  of  her  own 
beloved  country,  and  that  the  King  had  lately 
declared  *^  Education  to  be  the  only  means  by 
which  a  sure  foundation  can  be  laid  for  the 
welfare  of  a  country ; "  an  opinion  supported  by 
his  ministers,  especially  by  her  enlightened 
friend  De  Geer.  She  saw  the  Swedish  women 
calmly  and  wisely  vindicating  their  own  rights 
as  human  beings  to  a  more  independent  life. 
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and  bravely  earning  their  own  bread  in  many  a 
new  occupation,  as  law^  copyists  in  Froken 
Esselde's  bureau,  as  telegraphists,  &c.  She  saw^ 
the  SiSjInm  for  pauvres  honteiises  established  in  a 
new  and  more  suitable  house,  capable  of  accom- 
modating ten  additional  inmates — thirty  in  all, 
and  this  principally  by  her  own  persuasive 
pen. 

One  and  another  of  her  friends  WTre  being 
taken  away.  Lotten  Vennberg  was  gone,  and 
also,  during  the  summer,  the  Dowager  Grand 
Duchess  of  Baden.  Another  life  too  was 
removed,  so  humble  a  one  it  is  true  that  it 
might  seem  almost  absurd  to  mention  it,  were 
it  not  ennobled  by  simple  piety  and  old  reveren- 
tial fidelity.  This  was  the  aged  coachman, 
Carl  Adolfsson,  who  w^as  ''  willing  to  go,"  he 
said,  but  added  **he  ought  to  have  lived   to 

o 

drive  Mamsell  Bremer  baqk  to  Arsta." 

So  the  year  1865  passed  on  mto  winter. 
Christmas  was  approacliing.  Christmas  at 
Arsta,  that  for  which  Miss  Bremer  had  yearned 
so  often  when  abroad  at  this  season.  She  felt 
that  in  no  country  w^as  Christmas  so  beautifully 
kept  as  in  Sweden,  just  as  the  pine-ti*ee  seemed 
to  her  more  lovely  than  the  palm.     The  wish 
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of  her  heart  was  again  granted,  and  she  was 
about  to  spend  the  Christmas  at  Arsta. 

I  must  now  borrow  the  words  of  one  of  the 
daughters  of  the  worthy  family,  under  whose 
roof  she  had  indeed  come  to  end  her  days. 

*^Miss  Bremer  had  become,  if  possible,  still 
dearer  to  ns.  She  was  the  sun  which  enligh- 
tened and  warmed  every  one  and  every  thing. 
She  amused  herself  during  the  autumn  by 
spinning  in  the  evening ;  the  rest  of  the  day 
she  wrote. 

*^  Christmas  Eve  was  the  happiest  imaginable. 
She  celebrated  it  with  thirty  poor  children 
belonging  to  the  estate — danced  with  them 
round  the  tree,  gladdened  them  with  nice 
presents,  partly  prepared  by  herself,  and  spoke 
to  th^m  many  precious  words  about  the  signifi- 
cance of  Christmas.  Afterwards,  we  all  presented 
to  her  our  gifts,  for  every  one  had  made  her 
something,  and  this  seemed  togive  her  pleasure. 
We  then  had  music ;  it  was  the  last  time  we 
played  to  her ;  first  Therese  and  I  played  the 
'Overture  to  Semiramis,'  by  Eossini;  then 
Therese  sang  *  The  Wanderer,'  by  Schubert, 
and  *  On  New  Year's  Bay,'  by  Geijer;  after 
which,  she  asked  me  to  play  a  religious  aria, 
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composed  in  1GG7,  by  Stradetta.  Finally, 
Tlierese  played  some  organ  preludes.  Tante 
Bremer  listened  to  om^  notes  with  the  greatest 
delight,  for  the  last  time. 

''After  tea,  she  herself  read  aloud  to  us  two 
of  Hans  Christian  Andersen's  stories, — first, 
'  The  Christmas  Tree,'  and,  secondly,  *  How 
the  Nightingale  Sang  to  the  Emperor.'  All 
were  delighted,  for  none  could  read  more  beau- 
tifully aloud  than  she  did.  Thus  we  heard  her 
read  for  the  last  time  ;  then  she  left  the  dining- 
room  never  again  to  enter  it ! 

''  That  night  she  dreamed,  as  she  told  us  the 
next  morning,  of  hearing  the  most  glorious 
music,  such  as  she  had  never  heard  in  reality  : 
now,  of  a  certainty,  this  music  has^been  realized 
to  her. 

''  She  and  I  drove  -early  to  church  for  the 
Christmas  matins,  and  she  eang  th€  hymns  and 
'  Halleluia,'  with  full  voice.  She  was  delighted 
to  see  the  illumined  church,  but  she  took  cold 
in  coming  out.  She  was  taken  ill  on  the 
second  Christmas-day,  but  she  made  light  of  it; 
she  coughed,  and  had  a  slight  pain  in  her  chest. 
The  following  day  she  seemed  better.  I  drank 
tea  with  her  in  the  saloon,  and  she  conversed 
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with  her  nsual  animation,  eloquence,  and  cheer- 
fulness. Next  day  she  was  much  worse,  and  a 
physician  was  sent  for.  He  pronounced  her 
illness  to  be  inflammation  of  the  lungs,  and 
wished  her  to  keep  her  bed ;  but  she  remained 
up.  Various  remedies  were  applied,  but 
without  effect.  She  probably  did  not  suffer 
much,  but  her  strength  was  soon  exhausted, 
and  all  hope  was  over* 

''  She  was  very  cheerful^  never  complained, 
and  conversed  n^uch.  Yet  there  was  an  evident 
unrest  about  her  which  greatly  distressed  us. 
We  did  all  we  could  for  -her. 

*'  *  You  make  me  so  comfortable,  my  dear,  ' 
good  children,'  she  said,  *  you  make  me  so  ■ 
happy  by  your  care  ! '  ' 

'' On  the  fifth  morning,  she  took  several 
turns  round  the  saloon,  leaning  on  my  arm, 
and  gazed  from  the  windows  on  the  beloved 
familiar  scenes  for  the  last  time.  Soon  after- 
wards, she  began  to  speak  of  death,  and  said 
that  '  she  would  have  liked  to  remain  a  little 
longer  to  finish  the  work  she  had  begun.' 
Later  on,  she  said — 

^*^Now  I  am  so  tired  that  if  God  were  to  call 
me,  I  am.  content." 


I 
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**  Afterwards,  she  said,  as  if  spealdug  por- 
tions of  inner  thought,  '  God's  light  in  nature  ! 
There  is  something  great  in  the  voice  of  nature. 
I  haye  a  sense  of  the  Divine  Perfection — it  is 
good — it  is  beautiful ! ' 

**  Directly  afterwards,  she  took  to  her  bed. 
The  pain  and  weakness  increased.  She  looked 
at  us  in  the  sweetest  manner,  called  us  by  the 
tenderest  names,  and  continually  pressed  our 
hands.  Her  brother-in-law,  and  sister,  arrived 
at  eight  o'clock  in  the  evening.  She  recog- 
nized them,  and   said,  with  reference  to  us, 

*  Those  who  surround  me  have  been  so  good 
and  thoughtful  to  me — so  worthy ! ' 

**  It  was  a  moment  of  inexpressible  solemnity 
to  us  all ! 

**  About  an  hour  later,  she  became  uncon- 
scious of  the  outer  world  ;  uttered  only  broken 
sentences  from  time  to  time  as,  '  My  soul  is 
in  the  right  place,  but  still  there  is  combat.' 

*  The    love    of    Christ    is    great,    immensely 
great ! ' 

**  Soon  afterwards  the  last  strife  commenced. 
At  eleven  she  took  some  medicine ;  but  at  two 
was  unable  to  swallow.  Certainly,  she  suflered 
at  times,  but  the  end  was  easy. 
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'*  Two  faint  notes  in  the  minor  key  were  the 
last  sounds  from  Tante  Bremer's  gentle  lips. 
She  had  ceased  to  breathe. 

*^  The  moon,  which  had  before  been  hidden 
hj  dark  clouds,  now  came  forth  and  cast  its 
light  on  the  corpse  of  one  of  earth's  noblest 
women ;  but'in  our  hearts  there  remained  a 
dark  impervious  night,  which  no  light  at  that 
time  could  penetrate.  We  now  again  see  light, 
otherwise  we  should  poorly  have  comprehended 
the  teachings  of  her  beautiful  life. 

^*  At  first  the  awfulness  of  death  left  its  im- 
press on  her  benign  features,  but  an  expression 
of  peace  was  there,  as  she  rested  in  her  coffin. 
She  lay  in  her  own  chamber,  which  Therese 
and  I  decorated  with  creepers  and  flowers  in 
pots.  No  snow  had  yet  fallen,  and  we  wove 
innumerable  wreaths  of  green  leaves  and  white 
everlastings,  which  we  laid  on  the  coffin.  It 
was  black,  and  on  the  plate,  which  was  placed 
at  the  foot,  were  engraved  the  words  : — 

** '  Blessed  are  the  pure  in  heart,  for  they  shall 
see  God ! ' 

*'  The  guests  invited  to  the  funeral  were 
Baron  Wrede,  Justitiesradet  Carleson,  Professor 
Bergfalk,  Major  Myrberg,  etc.     Some   simple 
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refreshments  were  partaken  at  Arsta,  and 
the  dependents  carried  the  coffin,  hidden  by 
wreaths,  to  Osterhanninge  church.  Many 
chaplets  were  of  laurel  and  cypress  sent  by  her 
friends  and  those  whom  she  had  benefited  ;  the 
most  touching,  perhaps,  was  a  wreath  of  white 
camellias  sent  by  the  poor  children  of  *'  the 
Silent  School." 

**  The  service  took  place  in  the  church.  We 
had  decorated  the  altar  with  white  linen  and 
green  wreaths,  and  a  cross  of  flowers  and 
leaves.  The  catafalque  rested  on  a  carpet  of 
interlaced  fir-twigs,  and  a  dirge  on  the  organ 
was  played  as  the  coffin  entered  the  church. 
We  had  formed  a  large  choir,  and  sang  the 
hymn,  *  Oh,  day  of  hope  whose  dawn  begins.' 

**  Pastor  Lager  gave  a  touching  address  ; 
after  which,  *Hosianna,'  her  favourite  hymn, 
was  sung,  followed  by,  *  I  go  towards  death 
where'er  I  go.' 

ii  Fru  Fredrika  L ,  Hulda   Dahl,  Inge- 

borg,  and  Edla,  were  present,  together  with  a 
number  of  girls  from  the  Seminarium,  and  all 
carried  bouquets  of  flowers.  These,  with  a  great 
crowd  of  sorrowing  people,  joined  the  procession, 
and  thus  the    beloved    remains   were  carried 
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to  tlieir  last  resting-place  in  the  burial-ground 
of  the  Bremer s. 

''It  was  very  long  before  the  grave  was 
closed.  All  wanted  once  more  to  gaze  upon 
Fredrika  Bremer's  flower-covered  coffin.  Yet 
at  length  it  was  done.  Ten  poor  children, 
who  followed  in  the  procession,  laid  their 
wreaths  on  the  grave.'' 

Fredrika  Bremer  loved  the  light.  A  thorough 
Scandinavian,  she  strove  persistently  after  it ; 
but,  wiser  than  the  old  heathens,  who  flung 
themselves  from  the  precipice,  to  reach,  as  they 
said,  *'  the  other  light,"  rather  than  endure  old 
age,  she  devoted  her  declining  years  to  ascend- 
ing ever  upwards  towards  the  divine,  eternal 
light,  and  thus,  on  the  last  day  of  the  year 
1865,  entered  into  the  promise  which  she 
had  selected  in  her  text-book,  *'  Golden  Corn," 
for  that  very  day  : — 

**  There  shall  be  no  night  there ;  and  they 
need  no  candle,  neither  light  of  the  sun,  for 
the  Lord  God  giveth  them  light,  and  they  shall 
reign  for  ever." — Eev.  xxii.  5. 
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